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CUY  FAWKES. 

AN  HISTORICA!.  ROMANCE. 

BY  \V.  HARRTSON  AIÑSWORTH,  KSQ 

I L LUSTRATE D UY  GEORGE  CRUTK5H  AN  K . 


HOÜK  THE  TH1RD. 

CIÍAPTF.R  V. 

THE  CLOSE  OF  THE  KEBELLION. 

Unable  longer  to  endure  thc  agony  occasioncd  by  bis  scorch- 
ed  visage,  Catesby  called  for  a bucket  of:  water,  and  plungcd 
his  head  into  it.  Somewbat  relieved  by  tlie  itnmersioii,  lie  turn- 
ed  to  inquire  after  his  fellow-sufferers.  Rookwood  having  been 
carried  into  the  opcn  air  liad  by  this  timeregained  bis  conscious- 
ness;  Percy  was  shockingly  iiijured,  bis  hair  and  eyebrows 
burnt,  bis  skin  bláckénéd  and  swollén  with  unseemly  blisters, 
and  tbe  sight  of  one  eye  entirely  destroyed  ; wliile  John  Grant, 
thjpugh  a degree  less  liurt  tlian  bis  companions,  presented  a 
grim  and  gbastly  appearance.  In  fact,  the  four  sufferers  looked 
as  if  tbey  liad  just  escaped  from  some  unéartbly  place  of 
torment,  and  were  doomed  hcnceforth  to  bear  tbe  lirand  of 
Divine  wratb  on  their  countenances.  Seeing  tbe  effect  pro- 
duced  on  tbe  others,  Catesby  rallied  all  bis  forcé,  and  treating 
the  accident  as  a matter  of  no  moment,  and  wbicb  ougbt  not 
to  disturb  tbe  equanimity  of  brave  raen,  called  for  wine,  and 
quaffed  a full  goblet.  Injured  as  be  was,  and  suiárting  witb 
pain,<Percy  followed  bis  example,  but  both  John  Grant  and 
Rookwood  refused  the  cup. 

“ Harkee,  gentlemen,”  cried  Catesby,  fiercely,  “ you  nmy 
drink  or  not,  as  yon  see  íit.  But  I wiii  not  have  you  assume 
a deportment  calculated  to  depress  our  folio wers.  Stepben  Lit- 
tleton  and  Robert  Winter  llave  basely  deserted  us.  If  you  have 
any  intention  of  following  them,  go  at  once.  We  are  better 
without  you  iban  with  you.” 

cc  I have  no  thouglit  of  deserting  you,  Catesby,”  rejoined 
Rookwood,  mournfulTy  ; cc  and  when  the  time  arrives  for  action, 
you  will  find  I shall  not  be  idle.  Rut  I am  now  assured  that  we 
have  sold  ourselves  to  perdition.” 

“ Pshaw  !”  cried  Catesby,  with  a laugli  that  communicated 
an  almost  fiendisb  expression  to  his  grim  fea  tu  res;  “ because  a 
little  powder  has  accidentally  exploded  and  blackened  our  faces, 
are  we  to  see  in  the  occurrence  the  retributive  jnstice  of  Heaven  ? 
Are  we  to  be  cast  down  by  such  a trille?  Be  a man,  and  rouse 
vol.  x.  A 
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yourself.  Recollect  that  the  eyes  of  all  England  are  upon  us; 
and  if  we  must  perish,  let  us  perish  in  a marmer  that  becomes 
us.  No  real  mischief  has  been  done.  My  hand  is  as  able  to 
wield  a blade,  and  my  sight  to  direct  a shot,  as  heretofore.  If 
Heaven  had  meant  to  destroy  us,  the  bag  of  powder  which  has 
been  taken  up  in  the  yard,  and  which  was  sufficient  not  only 
to  annihilate  us,  but  to  lay  this  housc  in  ruins,  would  have  been 
suffered  to  explode.” 

44  Would  it  had  exploded  ! ” exclaimed  John  Wright.  44  All 
would  then  have  been  over.” 

44  Are  you,  too, faint-hearted,  John?”  cried  Catesby.  44  Well, 
well.  leave  me  one  and  all  of  you.  I will  fight  it  out  alone.” 

44  You  wrong  me  by  the  suspicion,  Catesby,”  returned  John 
Wright.  44  I am  as  true  to  the  cause  as  yourself.  But  I per- 
ceive  that  our  last  hour  is  at  hand,  and  I would  it  were  past.” 

44  The  indulgence  of  such  a wish  at  such  a moment  is  a 
weakness,”  rejoined  Catesby.  44  I care  not  when  death  comes, 
provided  it  comes  gloriously  ; and  such  should  be  your  feeling. 
On  the  manncr  in  which  we  meet  our  fate  will  depend  the  effect 
which  our  insurrection  will  produce  throughout  the  country. 
We  must  set  a brave  example  to  our  brethren.  Heaven  be 
praised,  we  shall  not  perish  on  the  seaffold  ! ” 

44  Be  not  too  sure  of  that,”  said  Grant,  gloomily.  44  It  may 
yet  be  our  fate.” 

44  It  shall  nevcr  be  mine,”  cried  Catesby. 

44  Ñor  mine,”  added  Percy.  44 1 am  so  far  from  regarding 
the  recent  disaster  as  a punishment,  though  I am  tlie  sevcrest 
sufíerer  by  it,  that  I think  we  ought  to  return  thanks  to  Heaven 
for  our  preservaron.” 

44  In  whatever  light  the  accident  is  viewed,”  observed  John 
W right,  44  we  cannot  too  soon  address  oursclves  to  Heaven.  We 
know  not  how  long  it  may  be  in  our  power  to  do  so.” 

44  Again  desponding,”  cried  Catesby.  44  But  no  matter.  You 
will  recover  your  spirits  anón.” 

John  Wright  shook  his  head,  and  Catesby  pulling  bis  cap 
over  his  brows  to  lude  his  features,  walked  forth  into  the  court- 
yard.  He  found,  as  lie  expected,  that  general  consternaron 
prevailed  amongst  the  band.  The  men  were  galhered  togethcr 
in  little  knots,  and,  though  they  became  silent  as  he  approached, 
he  perceived  they  were  discussing  the  necessity  of  a surrender. 
Nothing  daunted  by  these  unfavourablc  appearances,  Catesby 
harangued  them  in  such  bold  teruis  that  he  soon  inspired  tbem 
with  some  of  his  own  confidence,  and  completely  rcsteadied 
tlieir  wavering  feelings. 

Elated  with  his  success,  he  caused  a cup  of  strong  ale  to  be 
given  to  each  man,  and  proposed  as  a pledge  the  restoration  of 
the  liomish  Church.  He  then  returned  to  the  house,  and  sum- 
moning  the  other  conspirators  to  attend  him  in  a chamber  on 
the  ground-floor,  they  all  prayed  long  and  fervently,  and  con- 
cluded  by  administering  the  sacrament  to  each  other. 
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It  was  now  thought  neccssary  to  llave  tlie  damage  done  by 
the  explosión  repaired,  and  a few  hours  wcre  employed  in  thc 
operation.  Evening  was  fast  approaching,  and  Catesby,  wlio 
was  anxiously  expecting  the  return  of  Sir  Everard  Digby,  sta- 
tioned  bimself  on  the  turreted  walls  of  the  mansión  to  look  out 
for  him.  But  he  carne  not ; and,  fcaring  some  raischance  must 
llave  befallen  him,  Catesby  descended.  Desirous  of  conccaling 
bis  misgivings  from  his  companions,  he  put  on  a cheerful  man- 
ner,  as  he  joined  them. 

“ I am  surprised  ere  this  that  we  llave  not  been  attacked,” 
vemarked  Percy.  * “ Our  encmies  may  be  waiting  for  the  dark- 
ness,  to  take  us  by  surprise.  But  they  will  be  disappointed.” 

“ I can  only  aecount  for  the  delay  by  supposing  they  llave 
encountered  Sir  Everard  Digby,  and  the  forcé  he  is  bringing  to 
us,”  remarked  Christopher  Wright. 

“ It  may  be  so,”  returned  Catesby,  “ and  if  so,  we  shall  soon 
Icarn  the  result.” 

In  spite  of  all  Catesby’ s efForts  he  failed  to  engage  his  compa- 
nions in  conversation,  and  feeling  it  would  best  suit  his  present 
frame  of  mind,  and  contribute  most  to  their  safety,  to  lceep  in 
constant  motion,  he  proeeeded  to  the  court-yard,  savv  that  all 
the  defences  were  seeure,  that  the  drawbridge  was  raised,  the 
sentinels  at  their  posts,  and  everything  prepared  for  the  anti- 
cipated  attack.  Every  lialf  hour  he  thus  raade  his  rounds  ; and 
when  towards  midnight  he  was  going  forth,  Percy  said  to  him, 

“ Do  you  not  mean  to  take  any  rest,  Catesby  ? ” 
cc  Not  till  I am  in  my  grave,”  was  the  moody  reply. 

Catcsby’s  untiring  energy  was  in  fact  a marvel  to  all  his  fol- 
lowers.  His  i ron  frame  seemed  not  to  be  susceptible  of  fatigue; 
and  even  when  he  returned  to  the  house,  he  continued  to  pace 
to  and  fro  in  the  passage  in  preference  to  lying  down. 

“ Rest  tranquilly,”  he  said  to  Christopher  W right,  who  offer- 
cd  to  take  his  place.  “ I will  rouse  you  on  the  slightest  ap- 
proach  of  danger.” 

But  though  he  preserved  this  stoical  exterior,  Catesby’s  breast 
was  toril  by  the  keenest  pangs.  He  could  not  liide  from  him— 
self  that,  to  serve  his  own  ambitious  purposes,  he  had  involved 
many  (till  he  had  deluded  them)  loyal  and  worthy  persons 
in  a treasonable  project,  which  must  now  termínate  in  their 
destruction,  and  their  blood,  he  fcared,  would  rest  upon  his 
head.  But  what  weighed  heaviest  of  all  upon  his  soul  was  the 
probable  late  of  Viviana. 

“ If  I were  assured  she  would  escape,”  he  thought,  I should 
care  little  for  all  the  rest,  even  for  Fawkes.  They  say  it  is  never 
too  late  to  repent.  But  my  repentance  shall  lie  between  my 
Maker  and  myself.  Man  shall  never  know  it.” 

The  night  was  dark,  and  the  gloom  was  rendered  more  pro- 
found  by  a dense  fog.  Fearing  an  attack  might  now  be  at- 
tempted,  Catesby  renewed  his  vigilance.  Marching  round  the 
edge  of  the  moat,  he  listened  to  every  sound  that  might  betray 
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the  approach  of  a foe.  For  some  time,  nothing  occurred  to 
excite  his  suspicions,  until  about  an  hour  after  midnight,  as  he 
was  standing  at  the  back  of  the  house,  he  fancied  he  dctected  a 
stealthy  tread  on  the  other  side  of  the  fosse,  and  soon  became 
convinced  that  a party  of  men  were  there.  Determined  to  as- 
certain  their  movements  bcfore  giving  the  alarm,  he  held  his 
brcath,  and  drawing  a petronel,  remained  perfectly  motionless. 
Presently,  though  he  could  discern  no  object,  he  distinctly 
heard  a plank  laid  across  the  moat,  and  could  distinguish  in  the 
whispered  acccnts  of  onc  of  the  party  the  voice  of  Topcliffe.  A 
thrilí  of  savage  joy  agitated  his  bosom,  and  he  internally  con- 
gratulated  himself  that  revenge  was  in  his  power. 

A footstep,  though  so  noiseless  as  to  be  inaudible  to  any  ear 
less  acute  than  his  own,  was  now  heard  Crossing  the  plank,  and 
feeling  eertain  it  was  Topcliffe,  Catesby  allowed  him  to  land, 
and  then  suddenly  advancing,  kicked  the  plank,  on  which  were 
two  other  persons,  into  the  water,  and  unmasking  a dark  lan- 
tern,  threw  its  light  upon  the  face  of  the  man  near  him,  who 
proved,  as  he  suspected,  to  be  Topcliffe. 

Aware  of  the  advantage  of  making  a prisoner  of  importance, 
Catesby  controlled  the  impulse  that  prompted  him  to  sacnfice 
Topcliffe  to  his  vengeance,  and  firing  his  petronel  in  the  air  as 
a signal,  he  drew  his  sword,  and  sprang  upon  him.  Topcliffe 
attempted  to  defend  himself,  but  he  was  no  match  for  the  skill 
and  impetuosity  of  Catesby,  and  was  instantly  overpowered  and 
thrown  to  the  ground.  By  this  time,  Percy  and  several  of  the 
band  had  come  up,  and  delivering  Topcliffe  to  the  charge  of 
two  of  the  stoutest  of  them,  Catesby  turned  his  attention  to 
the  other  assailants.  One  of  them  got  across  the  moat ; but  the 
other,  encumbered  by  his  arms,  was  floundering  about,  when 
Catesby  pointing  a petronel  at  bis  head,  he  was  fain  to  surren- 
der,  and  was  dragged  out. 

A volley  of  musketry  was  now  fired  by  the  rebels  in  the 
supposed  direction  of  their  opponents,  but  it  could  not  be  ascer- 
tained  what  execution  was  done.  After  waiting  for  some  time, 
in  expectation  of  a further  attack,  Catesby  placed  a guard  upon 
the  spot,  and  proceeded  to  examine  Topcliffe.  He  had  been 
thrown  into  a cellar  benealh  the  kitchen,  and  the  two  men  were 
oij  guard  over  him.  He  refused  to  answer  any  of  Catesby’s 
questions,  though  enforced  by  threats  of  instan t death.  On 
searching  him  some  letters  were  found  upon  him,  and  thrust- 
ing  them  into  his  doublet,  Catesby  left  him,  with  the  strictest 
injunctions  to  the  men  as  to  his  safe  custody. 

He  then  proceeded  to  examine  the  other  captive,  and  found 
him  somewhat  more  tractable.  This  man  informed  him  that 
Topcliffe  had  intended  to  steal  into  the  house  with  the  design  of 
capturing  the  conspirators,  or,  failing  in  that,  of  setting  fire  to 
the  premises.  He  also  ascertained  that  TopcliffVs  forcé  consisted 
only  of  a dozen  men,  so  that  no  further  attack  need  be  appre- 
hended. 
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Notwithstanding  this  information,  Catesby  determined  to  be 
on  the  safe  side,  and  doubling  the  sentinels,  he  stationed  one  of 
the  conspirators,  all  of  whom  liad  sprung  to  arms  at  his  signa], 
at  each  of  the  exposed  points.  lie  then  withdrew  to  the  man- 
sión, and  examincd  Topcliffe’s  papers.  The  first  despatch  he 
opcned  was  one  from  the  Earl  of  Salisbury,  bearing  date  about 
the  early  part  of  Fawkes’s  confinement  in  the  Tower,  in  which 
the  Earl  expressed  his  determinaron  of  wringing  a full  confes- 
sion  from  the  prisoner.  A bitter  smilc  curled  Catcsby’s  lip  as 
he  read  this,  but  his  brow  darkened  as  he  proceeded,  and  fouud 
that  a magniíicent.  reward  was  offered  for  his  own  arrest. 

“I  must  have  Catesby  captured,”  ran  the  missive, — “so  see 
yon  spare  no  pains  to  take  him.  I would  rather  all  escaped 
than  he  did.  His  execution  is  of  the  last  importance  in  the 
matter,  and  I rely  upon  your  bringing  him  to  rae  alivc.” 

“ I will  at  least  baulk  him  of  tliis  satisfaction,”  muttered 
Catesby.  “ But  what  is  this  of  Viviana  ?” 

Reading  further,  he  found  that  the  Earl  had  issued  the  same 
orders  respecting  Viviana,  and  that  she  would  be  rigorously 
dealt  witli  if  cap  tu  red. 

“ Alas  ! ” groaned  Catesby  ; “ I hope  she  will  escape  these 
inhuman  butcners.” 

The  next  despatch  he  opened  was  from  Tresham,  and  witli  a 
savage  satisfaction  he  found  that  the  traitor  was  apprehcnsive 
of  double-dealing  on  the  part  of  Salisbury  and  Mounteagle.  He 
stated  that  he  had  been  put  under  arrest,  and  was  detained  a 
prisoner  in  his  own  liouse  ; and,  fearinghe  should  be  sent  to  the 
Tower,  besought  Topcliffe  to  use  his  influence  witli  the  Earl  of 
Salisbury  not  to  deal  unfairly  witli  him. 

“ He  is  rightly  served  ! ” cried  Catesby,  with  savage  exulta- 
tion.  “ Heaven  grant  tliey  may  deal  with  him  as  he  dealt  with 
us  i " 

The  consideration  of  these  letters  furnished  Catesby  with  food 
for  much  bitter  reflection.  Pacing  the  room  to  and  fro  with 
uncertain  footsteps,  he  remained  more  than  an  hour  by  himself, 
and  at  last  yielding  to  the  promptings  of  vengeance,  repaired 
to  the  cellar  in  which  he  had  placed  Topcliffe,  with  the  intention 
of  putting  him  to  death.  What  was  his  rage  and  exasperation 
to  find  both  the  guard  and  the  prisoner  gone  ! A door  was  open, 
and  it  was  evident  the  fugitives  had  stolen  to  the  moat,  and, 
swimming  noiselessly  across  it  in  the  darkness,  had  sccurely 
effected  their  retreat. 

Fearful  of  exciting  the  alarm  of  his  followers,  Catesby  con- 
trolled  his  indignation,  and  said  nothing  of  the  escape  of  the 
prisoner  to  any  but  his  confedcrates,  who  entirely  approved  of 
the  policy  of  silence.  All  continued  on  the  alert  during  the  re- 
mainder  of  the  night,  and  no  one  thóught  of  seeking  repose  till 
it  was  fully  light,  and  all  danger  of  a surprise  at  an  end. 

Day  dawncd  late  and  dismally.  The  fog  that  had  hung  round 
the  mansión  changed  just  before  daybreak  into  drizzling  rain, 
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and  this  increased  ere  long  to  heavy  and  drenching  showers. 
Everything  looked  gloorny  and  depressing,  and  the  conspirators 
were  so  disheartened,  that  they  avoided  each  other’s  regards. 

Catesby  mounted  the  walís  of  the  mansión  to  reconnoitre. 
The  prospect  was  forlorn  and  melancholy  to  the  last  degree. 
The  neignbouring  woods  were  obscured  by  mist;  the  court-yard 
and  garden  flooded  with  rain ; and  the  waters  of  the  moat 
spotted  by  the  heavy  shower.  Not  an  object  was  in  view  except 
a hind  driving  cattlc  to  a neighbouring  farm.  Catesby  shouted 
to  him,  and  the  fellow  with  evident  reluctance  approaching  the 
brink  of  the  moat,  he  inquired  whether  he  had  seen  any  troops 
in  the  neighbourhood.  The  man  answered  in  the  negative,  büt 
said  he  had  heard  that  an  engagement  had  taken  place  in  the 
night,  about  five  miles  from  thence,  near  Hales  Owen,  between 
Sir  Everard  I)igby  and  Sir  Richard  Walsh,  and  that  Sir  Ever- 
ard’s  party  had  been  utterly  routed,  and  himself  taken  prisoner. 

This  intelligence  was  a severo  blow  to  Catesby,  as  it  destroyed 
the  last  faint  iiope  he  had  clung  to.  For  some  time  he  conti- 
nued  wrapt  in  thought,  and  then  descended  to  the  lower  part  of 
the  house.  A large  fire  had  been  kept  up  during  the  night  in 
the  hall,  and  round  this  the  greater  part  of  the  band  were  now 
gathered,  drying  their  wet  clothes,  and  conversing  together.  A 
plentiful  breakfast  had  been  served  out  to  them,  so  that  they 
were  in  tolerably  good  spirits,  and  many  of  them  talked  loudly 
of  the  feats  they  meant  to  perform  in  case  of  an  attack. 

Catesby  heard  these  boasts,  but  they  fell  upon  an  idle  car. 
He  felt  that  all  was  over;  that  his  last  chance  was  gone;  and 
that  the  struggle  could  not  be  rauch  longer  protracted.  Enter- 
ing  the  inner  room,  he  sat  down  at  table  with  his  companions, 
but  he  ate  nothing,  and  continued  silent  and  abstracted. 

“ It  is  now  my  turn  to  reproach  y ou,”  observed  Grant.  “ You 
look  deeply  depressed.” 

“ Sir  Everard  Digby  is  a prisoner,”  replied  Catesby,  stcrnly. 
u His  capture  grieves  me  sorely.  He  should  have  died  with  us  ! ” 

All  echoed  the  wish. 

Catesby  aróse  and  closed  the  door. 

“ The  attack  will  not  be  many  hours  delayed,”  he  said ; “ and 
unless  there  should  be  some  miraculous  interposition  in  our  be- 
half,  it  must  end  in  our  defeat.  Do  not  let  us  survive  it,”  he 
continued  carncstly.  “ Let  us  swear  to  stand  by  each  other  as 
long  as  we  can,  and  to  die  together.* J 

M Agreed  ! ” cried  the  others. 

“ And  now,”  continued  Catesby,  “ I must  compel  myself  to 
takc  some  nourishment,  for  I have  much  to  do.” 

Having  swallowed  a few  mouthfuls  of  bread,  and  drained  a 
goblet  of  wine,  he  again  visited  every  part  of  the  habitation, 
examined  the  arms  of  the  men,  encouragcd  them  by  his  looks 
and  words,  and  becarne  satisfied,  unless  some  unlooked-for  cir- 
cumstance  occurred  to  damp  their  ardour,  they  would  offer  a de- 
termined  and  vigorous  resistance. 
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64  If  I could  only  come  off  victorious  in  this  last  conilict,  I 
should  die  contení,”  thought  Catesby.  44  And  I do  not  despair 
ofit.” 

The  rain  continued  till  eleven  o’clock,  when  it  eeased,  and  the 
mist  that  had  attended  it  partially  cleared  off.  About  noon, 
Catesby,  who  was  on  the  look-out  frora  the  walls  of  the  man- 
sión, descried  a large  troop  of  horsemen  issuing  from  the  wood. 
He  immediately  gave  the  alarm.  The  bell  was  rung,  and  all 
sprang  to  arms. 

By  this  time,  the  troop  had  advanced  within  a hundred  yards 
of  the  housc,  and  Catesby,  who  had  rushcd  into  the  court-yard, 
mounted  a turret  near  the  gate  to  watch  their  movements,  and 
issue  his  commands.  The  royalists  were  headed  by  Sir  Richard 
Walsli,  who  was  attended  on  the  right  by  Sir  John  Foliot,  and 
on  the  left  by  Topcliffe.  Immediately  behind  them  were  Ketel- 
bye,  Salwayc,  Conyers,  and  others  who  had  accompanied  the 
possc  comitatus  the  day  before.  A trumpet  was  tlien  sounded, 
and  a proclamation  was  made  in  a loud  voice  by  a trooper, 
eommanding  the  rebels  in  the  King's  ñame  to  surrender,  and 
to  deliver  up  their  leaders.  The  man  had  scarcely  concluded 
his  speech  when  lie  was  for  ever  silenced  by  a shot  from  Catesby. 

A loud  and  vindictive  shout  was  raised  by  the  royalists,  and 
the  assault  instantly  commenced.  Sir  Richard  Walsh  direct- 
ed  the  attaclc  against  the  point  opposite  the  drawbridge,  while 
Sir  John  Foliot,  Topcliffe,  and  the  others  dispersed  themselves, 
and  completely  surrounded  the  mansión.  Several  planks  were 
tlirust  across  the  moat,  and  in  spite  of  the  efforts  of  the  rebels 
many  of  the  assailants  effected  a passage. 

Catesby  drove  baclc  the  party  under  Sir  Richard  Walsh,  and 
with  his  own  hand  hewed  asunder  their  plank.  In  doing  this 
he  so  much  exposed  liimself  that,  but  for  the  injunctions  of  the 
Sheriff  who  commanded  his  followers  not  to  fire  upon  him,  he 
must  have  been  slain. 

The  other  rebel-leaders  displaycd  equal  courage,  and  cqual 
indifference  to  danger,  and  though,  as  has  just  been  stated,  a 
considerable  number  of  the  royalists  had  got  across  the  moat, 
and  entered  the  garden,  they  had  obtained  no  material  advan- 
tage.  Sir  John  Foliot  and  Topcliffe  commanded  this  party, 
and  encouraged  them  to  press  on  ; but  such  a continued  and 
well-directed  firing  was  kept  up  upon  them  from  the  walls  and 
Windows  of  the  mansión  that  they  soon  bogan  to  show  symptoms 
of  wavering. 

At  this  juncture,  and  while  Topcliffe  was  trying  to  keep 
his  men  together,  a concealed  door  in  the  wall  was  oponed,  and 
Catesby  issued  from  it  at  the  head  of  a dozen  men.  He  in- 
stantly attacked  Topcliffe  and  his  band,  put  several  to  the  sword, 
and  drove  those  who  resisted  into  the  moat.  Foliot  and  Top- 
cliffe  with  difficulty  escaped  across  the  plank,  which  was  seized 
and  pullcd  over  to  his  own  side  by  Catesby. 

But  the  hope  which  this  success  inspired  was  instantly 
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qucnclied.  Loud  shouts  were  raised  from  the  opposite  wing  of 
the  mansión,  and  Catesby  to  bis  great  disraay  perceived  from 
the  vol limes  of  smoke  ascending  from  it  tliat  it  was  on  fire. 
Uttering  an  exclamation  of  rage  and  despair,  he  commanded 
thosc  with  him  not  to  quit  their  prcsent  position,  and  set  oft’in 
the  direction  of  the  lire. 

He  found  that  an  outbuilding  liad  been  set  in  flames  by  a 
lighted  brand  thrown  across  the  moat  by  a trooper.  The  author 
of  the  action  was  named  John  Sírcete,  and  was  afterwards  ren- 
dered  notorious  by  another  feat  to  be  presently  related.  KíForts 
were  made  to  extinguish  the  conflagration,  but  such  was  the  con- 
fusión prevailing  that  it  was  found  wholly  impossible,  and  it  was 
feared  that  the  cíestruction  of  the  whole  mansión  would  ensue. 

Disaster  after  disaster  followed.  Another  party  liad  crossed 
the  moat,  and  burst  into  the  court-yard.  In  the  desperate  con- 
flict  that  ensued  Rookwood  was  shot  througli  the  arm,  and  se- 
verely  wounded  by  a pike,  and  was  borne  into  the  house  by 
one  of  his  followers,  whomhe  entreated  to  kill  him  outright,  but 
was  refused  the  request. 

Meantime,  the  drawbridge  was  lowered,  and  with  loud  and 
exulting  shouts  the  great  body  of  the  royalists  crossed  it. 
Catesby  now  perceived  that  the  day  was  irretrievably  lost. 
Calling  to  Christoplier  Wriglit,  who  was  standing  near  him,  to 
follow  him,  and  rushing  towards  the  court-yard,  he  reached 
it  just  as  the  royalists  entered  it. 

In  numbers  both  parties  were  pretty  well  matched,  but  the 
rebels  were  now  thoroughly  disheartened,  and  seeing  how  mat- 
ters  must  end,  many  of  them  threw  down  their  arms,  and  beg- 
ged  for  mcrcy.  A destructive  lire,  however,  was  still  kept  up 
on  the  royalists  by  a few  of  the  rebels  stationed  on  the  walls 
of  the  mansión,  under  the  command  of  John  Wright. 

Putting  hiniself  at  the  liead  of  a few  faithful  followers,  Cates- 
by fought  with  all  the  fury  of  despair.  Christoplier  Wright 
was  shot  by  his  side.  Grant  instantly  sprang  forward,  but  was 
cut  down  by  a trooper.  Catesby  was  too  busily  oecupied  to  at- 
tend  to  the  fate  of  his  eompanions,  and  seeing  Thomas  Winter 
mar  him,  callcd  to  him  to  come  on,  when  he  perceived  that  his 
riglit  arm  was  disabled  by  a bolt  from  a cross-bow. 

“ I can  figlit  no  longer,”  said  Tilomas  Winter. 

“ Tlien  die,”  cried  Catesby. 

<i  He  shall  die — on  the  scaffold,”  rejoined  Topclifle,  who  liad 
heard  the  exclamation.  And  rushing  up  to  Thomas  Winter,  he 
seized  him,  and  conveyed  him  to  the  rear  of  his  party. 

Catesby  continued  to  fight  with  sueh  determined  bravery  that 
Sir  Richard  Walsh,  seeing  it  would  be  vain  to  take  him  alive, 
withdrew  bis  restrictions  from  his  men,  and  ordered  them  to  slay 
him. 

13y  tliis  time,  most  of  the  rebels  hud  thrown  down  their  arms. 
Those  on  the  walls  liad  been  dislodged,  and  John  Wright,  re- 
fusing  to  yield,  liad  been  slaughtered.  Catesby,  however,  who 


GUY  FAWKES. 


9 


liad  bcen  joined  by  Percy  and  half  a dozen  mcn,  made  a last 
desperate  c liar  ge  upon  the  enemy. 

In  doing  this,  bis  sword  shivered,  and  he  would  have  fallen 
back,  but  found  himself  surrounded  by  his  foes.  Percy  was  cióse 
behind  bim,  and  keeping  together,  they  fought  back  to  back.  Kven 
in  this  disabled  State  they  made  a long  and  desperate  resistance. 

“ Remember  your  oatli,  Percy  cried  Catesby.  “ You  have 
6worn  not  to  be  taken  to  the  scaffold.” 

“ Fear  nothing,”  replied  Percy.  “ I will  uever  quit  this 
spot  alive.” 

The  words  werc  scarcely  out  of  his  mouth  when  he  fell  to  the 
ground  mortally  wounded,  and  the  same  shot  that  liad  pierced 
his  breast  liad  likewise  stricken  Catesby.  It  was  fired  by  the 
trooper,  John  Streete,  who  has  just  been  mentioned. 

Collecting  all  his  forcé,  Catesby  struck  a few  terrible  blows 
at  his  opponents,  and,  dashing  through  them,  made  for  the  house. 
Just  as  he  reached  the  door,  which  was  standing  open,  bis  strength 
failed,  and  he  fell  to  the  ground.  In  this  condition  he  dragged 
himself  into  the  vestibule,  where  there  was  a large  wooden  statufe 
of  tlic  Virgin,  and  clasping  his  arms  around  it  pressed  his  lips  to 
the  feet  of  the  image.  He  was  followed  by  Streete,  with  his  drawn 
sword  in  one  hand  and  a pe  t ron  el  in  the  other,  prepared  to  fínish 
his  work.  But  ere  he  could  reach  him,  Catesby  liad  expired. 

“ So,”  exclaimed  Topdiffe,  who  carne  up  the  next  moment, 
with  Sir  Richard  Walsh,  <c  we  have  been  robbed  of  our  prey. 
The  Earl  of  Salisbury  will  never  forgive  me  for  this  disappoint- 
ment.” 

“I  am  glad  I have  done  it,  though,”  observed  Streete.  u To 
kill  t wro  sucli  traitors  with  one  shot  is  something  to  talk  of.” 

<c  You  will  be  well  rewarded  for  it,  no  doubt,”  said  Topcliffe, 
sarcastically. 

“ I care  not  whether  I am  or  not,”  rejoined  Streete.  " I 
have  done  my  duty,  and  besides  I have  avenged  my  comrade 
Richard  Truenmn,  who  was  shot  by  this  traitor  when  he  read 
the  proclamaron.” 

“ I will  take  care  that  your  brave  action  is  duly  represented 
to  his  Majesty,”  observed  Sir  Richard  Walsh. 

And  he  failed  not  to  keep  his  promise.  Streete  received  a 
pensión  of  two  shillings  a day  for  the  rest  of  his  life — no  incon- 
siderable sum  in  those  days. 

The  conflict  w as  now  at  an  end,  for  though  somc  few  of  the 
inore  desperate  of  the  rebels  continued  to  struggle  after  their 
leaders  liad  fallen,  they  were  soon  disarmed.  Sir  Richard 
Walsh  and  Topcliffe  went  in  search  of  the  other  conspirators, 
and  finding  Rookwood  and  Grant,  who  though  severely  wound- 
ed were  not  dead,  lying  in  the  hall,  immediately  secured  them. 
Rookwood  on  their  approach  made  an  effort  to  píunge  his  dagger 
into  his  breast,  but  his  hand  w'as  stayed  by  Sir  Richard  Walsh. 

u At  least,  we  shall  not  go  away  quite  empty-handed,”  cried 
Topcliffe  ; “ but  these  are  but  sorry  substitutes  for  Catesby.” 
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<6  lías  Catesby  escapee!  ? ” demanded  Grant,  faintly. 

“ Ay,  to  the  other  world,”  replied  Topcliffe. 

“ He  has  kept  his  word,”  groaned  Grant. 

im  He  may  have  escapcd  some  part  of  his  punishment,”  said 
Topcliffe,  bitterly  ; “ but  the  worst  remains.  His  quarters  will 
be  exposed  on  every  gate  in  London,  and  his  head  on  the  bridge. 
As  to  you,  traitors,  you  know  your  doom.” 

And  are  prepared  for  it,”  rejoined  Grant. 

A guard  being  left  over  the  prisoners,  Sir  Richard  Walsh 
and  Topcliffe  then  went  to  see  that  the  other  captives  were 
properly  secured.  Some  few  lmving  made  their  escape  into  the 
adjoining  íields,  they  were  pursued  and  recaptured. 

The  whole  of  the  prisoners  were  then  conveyed  to  Stourbridge, 
where  they  were  lodged  in  the  gaol,  after  which  Sir  Richard 
Walsh  despatched  a messenger  to  the  Earl  of  Salisbury  and  the 
Lords  of  the  Council  acquainting  them  with  what  he  had  done. 

“ And  now,”  said  Topcliffe,  who  had  accompanied  him  thus 
far,  “ I shall  start  for  Ordsall  Hall  to  look  after  Viviana  Rad- 
cliffe  and  Gameta 


ClIArTER  vi. 

HAGLEY. 

Rorert  W ínter,  it  may  be  remembered,  immediately  after 
the  explosión,  quitted  Holbeach,  and  did  not  return  to  it.  lie 
procecded  to  the  neighbouring  thicket,  and  while  wandering 
about  in  a State  bordering  on  distraction  encountered  Ste- 
phen  Littleton,  who  had  likewise  deserted  his  companions  on 
the  same  day.  Acquainting  him  with  the  disastrous  occurrence 
that  had  takcn  place,  and  stating  his  impression  that  both  God 
and  man  were  against  them,  and  that  it  would  be  vain  as  well 
as  impious  to  struggle  longer,  he  proposed  to  him  to  surrender  ; 
but  Stephen  Littleton  so  strongly  combated  this  opinión,  that 
he  at  last  consentcd  to  make  an  effort  to  escape.  This,  however, 
was  no  easy  matter,  and  they  could  devise  no  plan  that  appeared 
feasible.  Both  were  well  provided  with  money ; but  under 
present  circumstances  it  would  be  of  little  use  to  them.  A large 
price  was  set  on  their  hcads ; and  the  whole  country  being 
alarmed,  they  scarcely  knew  where  to  seek  shelter.  After  a 
long  debate,  they  quitted  the  covert,  and  keeping  olear  of  all 
habitations,  took  the  direction  of  Stourbridge. 

On  approaching  the  Stour,  at  a point  opposite  Churchill, 
where  they  knew  the  river  was  fordable,  they  perceived  Sir 
Richard  Walsh’s  forcé  approaching,  and  threw  themselves  into 
a ditch  to  avoid  observation.  It  was  quite  dark  when  they  again 
ventured  forth,  and  at  the  peril  of  their  lives  they  forded  the 
Stour,  which  was  swóllen  more  than  it  had  been  in  the  morning 
by  the  long-continued  rain.  Their  design  was  to  proceed  to 
Ilagley,  the  residence  of  Stephen  Littleton's  sister,  Mrs.  Lit- 
tleton, and  to  claim  her  protcction.  This  magniíicent  mansión 
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lay  about  two  miles  on  the  other  side  of  the  river,  in  the  lieart 
of  an  extensive  park,  but  they  were  obliged  to  take  a circuitous 
route  of  nearly  double  the  distance  to  reach  it,  and  when  at 
length  they  arrived  there,  and  were  about  to  steal  into  the 
court-yard,  they  found  it  occupied  by  a part  of  Sir  Richard 
Walsh’s  troop. 

Overeóme  by  anxiety  and  fatigue,  and  scarcely  knowing  whi- 
ther  to  proceed,  they  recrossed  the  park,  and  sought  out  the 
cottage  of  a poor  woman,  whose  two  sons  liad  joined  their  ill- 
fated  expedition,  and  were  at  that  moment  under  arms  at  IIol- 
beach.  She  was  a good  Catholic,  and  they  thought  they  might 
coníide  in  hcr.  Arriving  at  her  cottage,  they  glanced  in  at  the 
window,  and  perceiving  her  as  they  eoncluded  alone,  and  cook- 
ing  a small  piece  of  meat  at  the  íire,  they  raised  the  latch,  and 
entered  the  house.  The  woman  turned  at  their  approach,  and 
uttering  a cry  of  surprise  and  alarm,  pointed  towards  a back 
room.  They  then  saw  that  they  liad  betrayed  themselves,  but 
the  caution  carne  too  late,  and  a stalwart  trooper,  alarmed  by 
the  cry,  issued  from  the  back  room.  Froni  the  wretchcd  ap- 
pearance  of  the  new  comers,  he  at  once  guessed  that  they  were 
rebels,  and  felt  satisfied  from  the  richness  of  their  garb,  dirtied 
and  stained  as  it  was,  that  they  were  persons  of  consequence. 
Accordingly,  he  drew  a brace  of  petronels,  and  holding  them  at 
their  heads,  commanded  them  to  surrender. 

They  were  too  much  taken  by  surprise,  and  too  enfeebled 
to  offer  resistance,  and  the  trooper  calling  to  the  oíd  woman 
to  bring  a cord  to  bind  them,  at  the  same  time  unloosed  his  own 
girdle,  with  wliich  he  fastened  Robert  Winter’s  arms  behind  his 
back.  In  doing  this,  he  was  compelled  to  lay  down  his  petronels, 
and  he  liad  scarcely  done  so  when  the  woman  snatched  them  up, 
and  gave  them  to  Stephen  Littleton,  who  presented  them  at  his 
head. 

It  was  now  the  turn  of  the  conspirators  to  triumph.  In  an- 
other  instant  Robert  Winterwas  released  by  the  oíd  woman,  and 
the  pair  throwing  themselves  upon  the  trooper,  forcedhim  to  the 
ground.  They  then  draggcd  him  to  the  back  room,  and  stripped 
hini  of  his  habiliments,  whicli  Stephen  Littleton  put  on  instead 
of  his  own  clothes,  and  binding  him  liand  and  foot  returned  to 
the  oíd  woman.  At  the  request  of  Robert  Winter,  she  furnished 
him  with  a suit  of  clothes  belonging  to  one  of  her  sons,  and  then 
set  before  them  the  best  entables  she  possessed.  They  were 
ravenously  liungry,  and  soon  disposed  of  the  viands.  Mean- 
wliile,  their  hostess  told  them  that  the  whole  counfcry  was  in 
arms  against  them  ; that  Mrs.  Littleton  being  suspected,  though 
she  had  always  been  adverse  to  the  design,  her  house  liad  under- 
gone  a rigorous  searcli ; but  that  Mr.  Humphrey  Littleton,  not 
having  taken  any  part  in  the  insurrection,  had  not  as  yet  been 
arrested,  though  it  was  feared  he  would  be  proved  to  be  con- 
nected  with  the  plot.  She  eoncluded  by  strongly  counselling 
them  to  use  the  utmost  caution,  and  to  expose  themselves  as 
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little  as  possible.  This  they  told  her  they  intended  to  do,  and 
expressed  great  anxiety  as  to  what  would  befall  hcr  when  they 
were  gone. 

“ I do  not  desire  to  shed  blood,  if  it  can  be  helped,M  said  Ste- 
phen  Littleton;  u but  in  a case  of  necessity  like  the  present, 
wbere  life  must  be  weighed  against  life,  I hold  it  to  be  lawfuL 
Shall  we  put  the  trouper  to  death  ? ” 

“ Not  unless  your  own  safety  requires  it,  good  sirs,”  she 
said.  “ I shall  quit  this  cottage  soon  after  you  have  left  it,  and 
obtain  a safe  asylum  with  one  of  niy  ncigíibours.  It  matters 
not  what  bccomes  of  me.  Having  lost  my  two  sons,  for  I con- 
sider  them  as  already  dead,  I have  nothinff  left  to  bind  me  to 
life.” 

Unable  to  malee  any  reply,  the  conspirators  remained  for 
some  time  silent,  when,  by  the  poor  woman’s  advice,  they  with- 
drew  to  an  upper  chamber,  and  stretching  themselves  ou  a bed 
sought  a few  hours*  repose.  The  oíd  woman  kept  watch  below, 
and  they  gave  her  one  of  the  petronels,  with  strict  injunctions 
to  blow  out  the  trooper’s  brains  if  he  attempted  to  move.  No- 
thing,  however,  occurred  to  alarm  her,  and  at  three  o’clock  she 
awakened  them. 

Offering  the  woman  a handsome  reward,  which,  however,  she 
deelined,  they  then  set  out ; and  shortly  afterwards  their  hostess 
quitted  her  habitation,  and  withdrew  to  the  cottage  of  a neigh- 
bour,  where  she  remained  concealed  for  some  weeks,  and  tnen 
died  of  grief  on  learning  that  her  sons  had  been  slain  during  the 
assault  of  Holbeach  by  the  royalists. 

Kecruited  by  the  rest  they  had  enjoyed,  the  conspirators  pur- 
sued  their  course  over  the  fields.  The  weather  was  the  same  as 
that  which  disheartened  their  confederates  at  Holbeach,  and  the 
rain  fell  so  hcavily  that  they  had  soon  not  a dry  t bread  upon 
them.  But  being  now  disguised,  they  were  not  under  so 
much  apprehension  of  detection.  Shaping  their  course  towards 
Rowley  Regis,  in  Staffordshire,  which  lay  about  five  miles  from 
Hagley,  where  a farmer  named  Pclborrow,  a tenantof  Humphrey 
Littleton,  resided,  and  whom  they  tliought  would  befriend  them, 
they  proceeded  swiftly  on  their  way,  but,  though  well  acquaint- 
ed  with  the  country,  they  were  so  bewildered  and  deceivcd  by 
the  fog,  that  they  straycd  matcrially  out  of  their  course,  and 
when  it  grew  light,  found  themselves  near  Weoley  Castle,  and 
about  four  miles  from  Birmingham. 

Confiding  in  their  disguises,  and  in  their  power  of  sustaining 
the  characters  they  assumed,  they  got  into  the  high  road,  and 
approaching  a farm-house,  Stcphen  Littleton,  who  had  tied  bis 
companion’s  arms  behind  him  with  bis  belt,  represented  himself 
as  a trooper  conveying  a prisoner  from  Stourbridge  to  Bir- 
mingham, and  in  consequence  of  this  obtained  a brcakfast  from 
the  farmer.  After  their  meal  was  over,  the  host,  who  had  eyed 
them  suspiciously,  observed  to  the  supposed  trooper, — 

u You  will  overtake  some  of  your  comrades  before  you  reach 
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Egbaston,  and  had  better  lose  no  time  in  joiniñg  them.  You 
are  known  to  me,  my  masters,”  he  added,  in  a tone  that  could 
not  be  heard  by  the  household ; “ but  I will  not  betray  you. 
Get  you  gone.” 

The  conspirators  did  not  fail  to  act  upon  the  suggestion,  and 
as  soon  as  tney  got  out  of  sight,  struclc  across  the  country  in 
the  direction  of  Kowley  Kegis,  and  arrived  at  the  farm-housc 
which  was  their  destination,  in  about  an  hour. 

Pelborrow  chanced  to  be  in  a barn  adjoining  bis  house,  and 
alone,  and  on  sccing  them  readily  oífered  to  liide  them.  No 
one  had  noticed  their  approach,  and  earefully  conccaling  them 
amid  the  hay  in  the  loft,  he  proceeded  about  bis  business  as  if 
nothing  had  happened.  He  could  not  just  theh  procure  them 
provisions  without  exciting  suspicion,  but  when  night  arrived, 
brought  them  a sufficient  supply  for  the  next  day. 

In  this  way  tliey  passeíl  nearly  a week,  never  venturing  to  stir 
forth,  for  they  had  been  traced  to  the  neighbourhood,  and  con- 
stan t search  was  going  on  after  them.  Pelborrow  had  great  dif- 
íiculty  in  keeping  bis  men  out  of  the  barn,  and  the  disappearance 
of  the  provisions  excited  the  suspicions  of  his  female  domestics, 
who  began  to  think  all  was  not  right.  He  therefore  intimated 
to  the  conspirators  that  they  must  change  their  quarters,  and  in 
the  dead  of  the  night  they  removed  to  the  house  of  another  far- 
mer  named  Perkes,  residing  on  the  borders  of  Ilagley  Park,  to 
whom  Pelborrow  had  confided  the  secret  of  their  being  in  the 
neighbourhood,  and  who,  on  the  promise  of  a large  reward, 
readily  undertook  to  secrete  them. 

Perkes  met  them  at  a little  distance  from  his  house,  and  con- 
ducted  them  to  a barlcy-mow,  whcre  he  had  contrived  a hiding- 
place  amid  the  straw  for  them.  A woman-servant  and  a man 
were  both  let  into  the  secret  by  Perkes,  and  a sum  of  money 
given  him  for  that  purpose  bribed  them  to  silence.  Here  they 
rcmained  cióse  prisoners,  unable  to  stir  forth,  or  oven  to  change 
their  habiliments  for  nearly  six  weeks,  during  which  time  they 
received  constant  intelligence  from  their  protector  of  what  was 
going  forward,  and  learnt  that  the  search  for  them  had  not  re- 
laxed.  They  were  not  without  hope,  however,  that  the  worst 
was  ovcr,  when  an  incident  occurrcd  that  gave  them  serious 
uneasiness. 

One  night  Perkes,  who  was  a stout,  hale  yeoman,  and  had 
formerly  been  warrener  to  Mrs.  Littleton,  went  to  catch  conies, 
with  a companion  named  Poynter,  and  returned  luden  with  spoil. 
After  drill king  a cup  or  two  of  ale  together,  the  pair  separated, 
and  Poynter  feeling  iatigued  with  his  exertions,  as  well  as  drowsy 
with  the  ale  he  had  swallowed,  determined  to  pass  the  night  in 
his  friend’s  barn,  and  entering  it  clambered  up  to  the  loft,  and 
laid  hiuiself  in  the  straw.  In  doing  this,  he  slipped  into  the 
lióle  made  for  the  conspirators,  who,  aroused  by  bis  fall,  instantly 
seized  him.  Terrified  to  death,  and  fancying  he  had  fallen  into 
the  hands  of  gipsies  or  other  plunderers,  Poynter  roared  for 
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mercy,  which  they  were  not  at  first  disposed  to  show  him  ; but 
the  poor  wretch,  finding  into  whose  hands  he  had  fallen,  be- 
sought  them  in  such  piteous  tenns  to  spare  his  life,  affirming  with 
thc  strongest  oaths  that  he  would  ncver  betray  them,  that  they 
consented  to  spare  him,  on  condition  of  his  remaining  with  them 
as  long  as  they  should  occupy  their  place  of  concealment. 

When  Perkes  appeared  in  the  morning,  he  was  not  a little 
surprised  at  finding  his  comradc  caught  in  such  a trap,  but  en- 
tirely  approved  of  the  course  taken  by  the  conspira tors.  Poyn- 
ter,  as  may  be  supposed,  was  no  willing  captive  ; and  being  con- 
stantly  pondering  on  the  means  of  escape,  and  of  obtaining  the 
reward  for  the  apprehension  of  the  conspirators,  at  last  hit  upon 
the  following  expedient.  While  engaged  in  the  poaching  expe- 
dition  with  Perkes,  he  had  received  a sliglit  wound  in  the  leg, 
and  the  cióse  confinenient  to  which  he  was  now  subjected,  in- 
flamed  it  to  such  a degree  as  to  render  it  highly  dangerous. 
This  he  represented  to  the  conspirators,  who,  however,  would 
not  suífer  him  to  depart  ; but  desired  Perkes  to  bring  him  some 
ointment  to  dress  his  wound.  The  request  was  complied  with, 
and  feigning  that  it  was  necessary  to  approach  the  light  to  ap- 
ply  it,  Poynter  scrambled  up  the  slraw,  apparently  for  that  solé 
purpose.  He  did  not  attempt  to  fly  for  several  days  ; but  at 
last,  when  they  were  grown  less  suspicious,  he  slided  dovvn  the 
other  side  of  the  loft,  and  made  good  his  retreat. 

The  conspirators  saw  the  error  they  had  committcd  when  it 
was  too  late.  Not  daring  to  pursue  him,  they  remained  in 
fearful  anticipation  of  an  arrest  throughout  the  day.  But  they 
were  not  disturbed  until  night,  when  Perkes  made  his  appear- 
ance.  They  told  him  what  had  happcned  ; but  he  did  not  ap- 
pear  to  be  mucli  alarmed. 

“ I do  not  think  you  need  be  afraid  of  him,”  he  said.  u Let 
me  have  some  money,  and  I will  go  in  quest  of  him  at  once,  and 
will  bribe  him  to  silence.” 

cc  Here  are  íifty  marks,”  replied  Stephen  Littleton.  t£  If  that 
is  not  enough,  take  more.” 

“ It  will  amply  suffice,”  replied  Perkes.  “ I will  answer  for 
his  silence.” 

This  assurance  greatly  relieved  the  conspirators,  and  they 
were  made  completely  easy  by  the  return  of  Perkes  in  less  than 
an  hour  aftcrwards,  who  told  them  he  had  seen  Poynter,  and 
had  given  him  the  money,  binding  him  by  the  most  solemn 
oaths  not  to  betray  them. 

I have  still  better  news  for  you,  my  masters,”  he  added. 
“ Mrs.  Littleton  has  set  out  for  London  to-day  ; and  I have  re- 
ceived orders  from  Mr.  Humphrey  Littleton  to  bring  you  to 
the  hall  at  midnight.” 

This  last  intelligence  completed  their  satisfaction,  and  they 
awaited  Perkes’s  return  with  impatience.  Shortly  before  inid- 
night,  he  carne  to  summon  them,  and  they  set  forth  together. 
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Perkes's  house  lay  about  a mile  from  the  hall,  and  thcy  soon 
entered  the  park.  The  night  was  clear  and  frosty, — it  was  now 
the  middle  of  December, — and  as  the  conspirators  trod  the  crisp 
sod,  and  gazed  at  the  noble  but  leafless  trees  around  them,  they 
silently  returned  thanks  to  Heaven  for  their  restoration  to  free- 
dom.  Humphrey  Littleton  was  waiting  for  them  at  the  end  of 
an  avenue  near  the  mansión,  and  tenderly  embraced  them. 

Tears  of  joy  were  shed  on  both  sides,  and  it  seemed  to  Hum- 
phrey Littleton  as  if  his  brother  had  been  restored  from  the 
grave.  Distnissing  Perkes  with  warm  thanks,  and  promises  of  a 
further  recompcnce,  thcy  then  entered  the  house  by  a window 
which  had  been  left  purposely  open.  Humphrey  Littleton  con- 
ducted  them  to  his  own  chamber,  where  fresh  apparel  was  pro- 
vided  for  them,  and  to  poor  wretches  who  had  not  been  able 
to  put  off  their  attire  for  so  long  a period,  the  luxury  of  the 
ehange  was  indescribably  great. 

The  arrival  of  the  prisoners  was  kept  secret  from  all  the  housc- 
liold  except  the  man-cook,  John  Ocklie,  upon  whose  íidelity 
Humphrey  Littleton  thought  he  could  rely.  A good  supper 
was  prepared  by  this  man,  and  brought  up  into  his  master’s 
chambcr,  where  the  conspirators  were  now  seated  before  a hearth 
heaped  with  blazing  logs.  The  conspirators  needed  no  solieita- 
tion  to  fall  to,  and  they  did  ampie  justice  to  the  good  things 
before  them.  Ilis  spirits  beitig  raised  by  the  good  cheer,  Ro- 
bert  Wintcr  observcd  to  the  cook,  who  was  in  attendance  upon 
them, 

u Ah  ! Jack,  thy  mistress  little  thinks  what  guests  are  now  in 
her  house,  who  have  neither  seen  fire  ñor  tasted  a hot  morsel 
for  well-nigh  two  months.” 

“ Ay,  it  is  a sad  matter,”  returned  the  cook,  shaking  his 
hcad, “ and  1 wish  I could  ofíer  your  worships  a flask  of  wine, 
or  a cup  of  stout  ale  at  the  least.  But  the  butler  is  in  bed, 
and  if  I were  to  rouse  him  at  this  hour  it  might  excite  his  sus- 
picion.  If  you  are  willing,  sir,”  he  added  to  Humphrey  Little- 
ton,  “ I will  hie  to  my  mother’s  cottage  in  the  park,  and  bring 
a jug  of  ale  from  her.” 

This  was  agreed  to,  and  the  cook  left  the  house.  Ilis  solé 
object,  however,  was  to  instruct  his  mother  to  give  the  alarm, 
so  that  the  conspirators  might  be  arrested  before  morning. 

On  reaching  her  cottage,  he  was  surprised  to  see  a light  within 
it,  and  two  men  there,  one  of  whom  was  Poynter,  and  the  other 
Mrs.  Littleton’s  steward,  Robert  Ilazlewood.  Poynter  had 
acquainted  Hazle wood  with  all  he  knew  respecting  the  conspi- 
rators, supposing  them  still  in  the  barley-mow,  and  they  were 
discussing  the  best  means  of  arresting  them,  when  the  cook 
entered  the  house. 

“ The  birds  are  flown,”  he  said,  “ as  you  will  find,  if  you 
search  the  nest.  But  come  to  the  hall  with  a sufficient  forcé 
betimes  to-morrow  morning,  and  I will  show  you  where  to  find 
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them.  I sliall  claim,  however,  my  share  of  the  reward,  tliough 
I must  not  appear  in  the  matter.” 

Ilaving  fully  arranged  their  plan,  he  procured  the  ale  from 
his  mother,  and  returned  to  the  hall.  The  conspirators  soon 
disposed  of  the  jug,  threw  themselves  on  the  couch  iu  the  room, 
and  instantly  dropping  asleep,  enjoyed  siich  repose  as  only  falls 
to  the  lot  of  those  who  have  similarly  suffered.  And  it  was  well 
they  did  sleep  soundly,  for  it  was  the  last  tranquil  night  thcy 
ever  enjoyed. 

Humpnrey  Littleton,  who,  as  has  been  stated,  reposed  impli- 
cit  confidence  in  the  cook,  liad  committed  the  key  of  the  chamber 
to  him,  strictly  cnjoining  him  to  cali  them  in  the  morning ; and 
the  fellow,  feeiing  secure  of  his  prey,  retired  to  rest. 

About  seven  o’clock,  he  burst  suddenly  into  the  room,  and 
witli  a countenance  of  well-feigned  alarm,  which  struck  terror 
into  the  breasts  of  the  conspirators,  cried, 

<c  Master  Hazlewood  and  the  oflicers  are  below,  and  say  they 
must  search  the  house.  Poynter  is  with  them.'” 

“The  villain  has  betrayed  us,”  cried  Stephen  Littleton. 
“ Fools  that  we  were  to  spare  his  life.” 

<É  There  is  no  use  in  lamenting  your  indiscreción  now,  sir,1” 
replied  the  cook,  “ leave  it  to  me,  and  I will  yet  effect  your 
escape.” 

66  We  place  ourselves  cntirely  in  your  haiids,”  said  Stephen 
Littleton. 

“ Go  down  stairs,  sir,”  said  the  cook,  u and  hold  Master 
Hazlewood  in  conversation  for  a few  minutes,  and  I will  engage 
to  get  the  gentlemen  safely  out  of  the  house.'” 

Humphrey  Littleton  obeyed,  and  descending  to  the  steward, 
told  him  he  was  willing  to  conduct  him  to  every  room  in  the 
house. 

“ I am  certain  they  are  hcre,  and  shall  not  quit  it  till  I find 
them,w  rejoined  Hazlewood.  “ Ah  ! 11  he  exclaimed,  as  if  struck 
by  a sudden  thought,  “ you  say  they  are  not  in  the  house.  Per- 
haps  they  are  in  the  gardcn  — in  the  summer-house.  We  will 
go  and  see.” 

So  saying,  he  took  half  a dozen  of  his  men  with  him,  leaving 
Poynter  and  the  rest  with  Ilumphrey  Littleton,  who  was  quite 
perplexed  at  his  conduct. 

Meanwhile,  the  cook  led  the  two  conspirators  along  the  gal- 
lery,  and  from  thence  down  a back  staircase,  which  brought 
them  to  a small  door  communicating  with  the  garden.  A few 
seconds  were  lost  in  opening  it,  and  when  they  issued  forth  they 
encountered  Hazlewood  and  his  men,  who  instantly  arrested 
them.  The  unfortunate  conspirators  were  conveyea  under  a 
strong  guard  to  London,  where  they  were  committed  to  the 
Tower,  to  take  their  trial  with  their  confederates. 


AN  APOLOGY  FOR  NOSES. 

BY  CHARLES  HERVEY. 

We  read  in  Romance,  Poem,  Novel,  and  Play, 

Re  the  subject  mysterious,  tragic,  or  gay, 

In  Forget-me-not,  Keepsake,  and  all  other  Animáis, 
Voyages,  Essays,  Tales,  Ilandbooks,  and  Manuals, 

Of  soul-piercing  eye, 

Of  brow  fa¡r  and  liigb, 

Of  locks  that  with  ravens*  jet  plumage  may  vie, 

Of  cbeeks  that  disclose 
Warmer  blush  tlian  the  rose, — 

But  tell  me  what  poet  lias  sung  of:  the  Nose  ? 

’Tis  a cutting  disgrace 
To  each  well-moulded  face, 

Its  best  feature  by  scornful  neglect  to  abase : 

Ye,  who  write  verse  or  prose, 

Will  nmke  thousands  of  foes, 

If  ye  follow  the  fashion  in  slighting  the  nose. 

As  in  eyes  folks  are  apt  to  prefer  black  or  bluc, 

As  in  hair  a rich  auburn  ’s  a popular  huc, 

As  a maidenly  blush  is  more  charming  to  view 
Than  the  lovcliest  ílow'r  that  in  garden  ere  grew, 

As  the  lips  should  appear  for  a warm  kiss  to  sue. 

As  the  breath  should  be  sweeter  than  rose  wash'd  with  dew, 
So  the  nose,  to  be  perfect,  (for  tho'  'tis  true,  no  man 
Can  be  perfect,  liis  nose  may,)  should  sureiy  be  Román. 
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Tliere  are  noses  of  all  sorts, — pugs,  aquilines,  crooks, 

Cocks,  Grccians,  Dutch  tea-pots,  snubs,  hat-pcgs,  aiul  hooks, — 
Nay,  the  list,  1 daré  say,  woulcl  admit  of  extensión. 

As  the  gemís  depénds  on  the  form  and  dimensión  ; 

And  seldom,  if  ever, 

(I  perhaps  may  add  never,) 

Will  you  find  two  alike,  tho*  for  years  you  endcavour  ; 

Tho’  a man  search,  unfetter’d  by  hind'rance  or  trammel,  he 
Need  not  expect  to  see  two  in  a family. 

By  many  *tis  said 
That  a mind  may  be  read 
By  a critical  glimpse  at  the  bumps  on  the  head, 

While  others  maintain 
That  as  daylight  'tis  plain, 

Tliere  *s  a method  more  easy  sueh  knowledge  to  gain  ; 

Tliey  profess  all  your  habits  and  feelings  to  trace, 

If  you  '11  only  allow  them  to  look  in  your  face. 

Again,  who  does  not  from  experience  know, 

Men  are  seldom  admired  if  tlieir  foreheads  are  low  ? 

A fine  open  brow  ¡s  imagined  to  be 
A mirror  whcrcin  the  wliole  heart  we  can  see. 

IIow  often  do  poets  say,  we  may  descry 
A proud  haughty  soul  in  a dark  fiashing  eye  ? 

While  a glance  soft  and  tender  (as  who  caunot  prove  ?) 
Expresses  confiding  afleqtion  and  love. 

Ye  bards,  hide  your  heads — now  a Champion  is  come 
To  redress  the  wrong'd  noses  of  Greece  and  of  lióme, 

And,  defying  the  boasted  success  of  Phrenology, 

Will  establish  a Science,  and  cali  it  Nose-ology  ! 

Now  each  learn’d  M.D. 

Will  doubtless  agree 
On  the  virtues  of  analysation  with  me ; 

Ñor  will  any  oppose 
(When  the  faets  I disclose) 

My  project  of  thus  analysing  the  nose ; 

Tho', — if  I would  convince  either  silly  or  sensible, — 

A few  faets  (or  fictions)  are  quite  indispensable. 

Imprimís — A nose,  be  its  form  wlmt  it  may, 

Sliould  be  decently  large,  (or,  as  some  people  say, 

A nose  you  could  find  in  a bottle  of  hay,) 

Not  like  those  you  may  see  in  the  Street  any  day, 

But  something  more  out  of  the  usual  way, 

Like  (if  wcll  I remember)  the  nose  of  Lord  Grey, 

Or  his,  whose  proud  lióme  you  may  pause  to  survey, 

If  towards  Hyde-Park- Comer  you  happen  to  stray  ; 

(And  here,  I may  venture  a tribute  to  pay 
Of  respect  to  the  nose,  whicli  in  many  a fray 
Secured  the  brave  leader's  victorious  ¿way, 

In  spite  of  Soult,  Marmont,  Massena,  and  Ney  ;) 

'Tis  a fact,  tho'  a hero  in  mind  and  in  body, 

If  a man  has  a small  nose  he  looks  a Tom  Noddy. 

I 've  hinted  beforc, 

(And  none  but  a bore 
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Says  a tliing  more  than  once,  so  enough  on  that  score,) 

What  shape  I like  best ; 

But  T nevcr  professed 
To  lay  down  the  law  as  regards  others,  lest 
My  readers  might  fancy  ray  motives  wcrc  sinister, 

And  trust  me  no  more  tlian  they  would  a Prime  Minister. 

Now  I think,  ev’ry  man 
Should  give  “ sops  in  the  pan  ” 

To  the  fair-sex,  when  he  conscientiously  can  ; 

So  in  this  present  case, 

With  the  very  best  grace 
T own  that,  to  set  off  a feminine  face 
Peeping  'neath  a smart  cap,  with  an  edging  of  lace, 

A Grecian  nosc  is  by  no  means  out  of  place ; 

But  stop  there,  my  dears,  Lucy,  Ellen,  and  Jacqueline, 

Ifc's  no  use  your  teasing,  I can’t  bear  an  aquilino. 

Paul  Bedford,  Paul  Bedford,  *t  would  ill  become  me 
To  omit  a poor  tribute  of  homage  to  thee, 

E*en  now  in  my  mind’s  eye  I sec  thee  once  more, 

Like  a dignified  lion  beginning  to  roar  ; 

While  the  sound  of  thy  voice  thro*  eacli  star  ti  ed  ear  goes, 

And  Echo,  half  frightened,  repeats  “ Jolly  Nose  ! ” 

Ah,  Paul ! only  think, 

Tho'  men  now-a-days  shrink 

From  a song  lest  by  chance  it  should  tempt  ’em  to  drink, 

It  was  not  so  with  thee, 

As  a proof  of  which,  see 

(Tho*  so  many  are  sold — out  of  print  it  may  be — ) 

Thy  portrait  in  every  music  depót , 

Exclusively  published  by  D’Almaine  and  Co. 

Por  thy  chant  is  a triumph  o'cr  dull  melancholy, 

And  thy  very  phiz  proves  that  the  nose  musí  be  jolly. 

Search  I listóos  page 
From  the  earliest  age, 

Trace  the  portraits  of  warrior,  poet,  and  sage; 

Or,  to  solve  your  doubts,  seck 
Any  s tatué  cintiquc> 

It  matters  not  whether  'tis  Román  or  Greek, 

For  its  nose  to  the  truth  of  my  doctrine  will  speak : 

'Tis  a prominent  feature  in  wortliies  like  Plato, 

Or  Sócrates,  Seneca,  Ctesar,  or  Cato  ; 

But  you  '11  find  snubs  predomínate  (Reader,  I 'm  serious,) 

In  every  bust  that  exists  of  Tiberius. 

Bcsides,  the  mere  ñame 
Could  formerly  claim 

For  its  lucky  possessor  no  small  share  of  fame, 

As  in  his  case,  whose  writings  I once  was  quite  pat  in, 

(And  should  be  now,  but  1 ’ve  forgotten  my  Latin, 

Tho*  I 've  left  school  some  time,  'tis  with  sharne  that  I say  so,) 
T was  once  so  fond  of  Ovidius  Naso ! 

Look  closely,  and  tlien  contradict,  if  you  can, 

That  the  Nose  is,  and  must  be,  a type  of  the  Man.  • 
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RICHARD  SAVAGE. 

A ROMANCE  OF  REAL  LIFE. 

EDITE  D,  WITH  OCCASIONAL  NOTE», 

BY  CHARLES  WHITEHEAD, 

AÜTHOtt  OP  “THE  SOLITA  RY." 

ILLUST1UTED  DY  JOHN  LEECH. 

INTRODUCTION. 

A few  words  only  will  be  necessary  to  the  introduction  of 
the  following  work.  It  is  by  no  means  of  importance  that  the 
reader  should  be  informed  how  this  autobiographical  memoir  of 
Richard  Savage  fell  into  my  hands,  and  thence  carne  into  the 
possession  of  the  publisher.  Perhaps  it  is  a secret  not  hastily  to 
be  disclosed  ; perhaps  it  is  a secret  not  worth  the  telling.  This, 
however,  maybe  said  respectingit: — I found  it  in  no  oíd  oak-chest, 
— I purloined  it  from  no  library  of  u a ccrtain  nobleman,” — I 
purchased  it  from  no  cheesemonger,  who  told  me  that  a person 
who  had  evidently  seen  better  days,  carne  into  bis  shop  last 
week,  and  with  a heavy  sigh  laid  the  MS.  upon  the  counter,  and 
stickling  for  a turn  of  the  scale,  and  the  highest  current  price, 
sold  it  as  waste-paper  for  one  and  eightpence. 

After  a diligent  perusal  of  the  work  now  about  to  be  submit- 
ted  to  the  public,  and  a comparison  of  the  events  it  records 
with  the  facts  stated  in  the  admirable  lite  of  Savage  writtcn  by 
Dr.  Johnson,  I fínd  no  sucli  material  discrcpance  as  should  lead 
me  to  infer  that  this  work  might  not  have  been  written  by 
Savage  himself.  I have  seen  a few  specimens  of  his  prose  ; one, 
a performance  of  exquisito  humour,  whicb,  were  it  re-published, 
would  probably  be  held  to  be  greatly  superior  to  anything  that 
will  be  found  in  his  autobiography.  Still,  if  we  are  to  believe 
the  present  work  to  be  the  composition  of  Savage  at  all,  it  must 
be  reráembered  that  it  is  avowedly  written  in  prison  ; and  al- 
though  Dr.  Johnson  tells  us  that  amid  all  the  disadvantages 
and  miseries  which  attend  the  residence  in  a gaol,  Savage  pre- 
served  his  scrcnity  unruffled,  and  even  devoted  a portion  of  his 
time  to  poetical  labours,  yet  I cannot  but  think  that  his  (so 
called)  serenit.y  was  merely  an  outward  appearance  of  calmness  ; 
for  the  poetry  he  wrote  in  Bristol  gaol  is  greatly  inferior  to 
compositions  undertaken  at  an  earlier  and  happier  period  of  his 
life  — if,  indeed,  happiness  and  Savage  could  at  any  time  of  his 
existence  be  supposed  to  be  connectecl. 

It  will  not  fail,  I suspect,  of  being  remarked, — since  it  struck 
me  forcibly  during  the  perusal  of  this  autobiography, — that  the 
levity,  or  the  gaiety,  or  by  whatever  ñame  it  may  be  termed, 
which  is  introduced  into  it,  is  the  diversión  or  the  relief  of  an 
unhappy  man,  bent  upon  the  complction  of  a very  painful,  al- 
though  a self-imposed  task,  and,  with  all  the  anxiety  of  morbid 
pride,  desirous  to  conceal  from  the  reader  the  anguish  his  narra- 
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tive  revives  within  his  breast.  Still  more  obvious  is  the  intent, 
frequently  disclosed,  to  impose  upon  the  reader,  and  even  upon 
himself,  by  sophistical  excuses,  and  shallow  attempts  at  pallia- 
tion  of  his  conduct  in  several  particulars,  a resource  to  which, 
however,  he  disclaims  at  the  outset.  This  is  the  common  artí- 
fice of  pride,  which  were  indeed  despicable,  did  it  not,  in  spite  of 
itsclf,  discover  a sense  of  shame. 

The  work  eontains  allusions  here  and  there  which  seem  somo 
times  to  require  explanation.  Where  I have  deemed  it  to  be 
necessary  1 have  subjoined  a short  note.  I believe  the  whole, 
with  these  aids,  will  be  perfectly  intelligible. 

In  conclusión,  although  nearly  a century  has  elapsed  since 
the  death  of  this  unfort uñate  and  erring  man,  let  me  bespeak 
for  him,  “ a wretch  w as  he  affectingly  calis  himself  in  the  dedi- 
cation  of  a poem  to  Queen  Caroline,  cc  whose  days  were  fewer 
than  his  sorrows let  me  bespeak  for  him,  I say,  that  indulgent 
and  charitable  construction  of  his  conduct  which  a year  after 
his  death  was  pleaded  for  him  with  so  touching  an  earnestness 
by  Samuel  Johnson,  his  illustrious  biographer  and  friend. 

This  it  were  needless  now  to  do,  but  that  a very  few  years 
sincc  an  attempt,  not  altogether  unsuccessful,  was  made  to  throw 
utter  and  contemptuous  discredit  upon  his  story,  so  implicitly 
believed  and  set  forth  to  the  world  by  Johnson.  To  this  ill- 
eonsidered,  ill  argued,  and  ignorant  attempt,  and  to  its  author, 
1 will  not  more  particularly  allude.  The  hand  that  wrote  it  is 
now  as  powerless  as  that  of  Richard  Savage. 


CIIAPTER  I. 

Wheneveh  I am  seduced  into  reflection — for  I confess  I have 
no  turn  for  it  — nothing  strikes  me  more  forcibly  than  the  in- 
curable selfishness  of  mankind,  myself  of  the  number.  In 
prison,  and  likely  to  remain  so,  — abandoncd  by  my  friend s, — 
my  enemies  (how  I scorn  and  despise  them  !)  exulting,  jubilant 
over  my  downfal,  — laying  their  cool  heads  together,  their  coid 
hearts  left  at  borne,  — and  reciting  over  the  íinger  and  thumb 
all  the  acts  of  his  life  which  precipítate  the  proof  that  Richard 
Savage  must,  of  nccessity,  have  come  to  this  at  last, — what 
should  Richard  Savage  do,  but  as  he  does  now,  snap  his  unoc- 
cupied  fingers  at  the  world  ? bid  his  enemies  and  his  friends — 
there  is  no  difference  between  them  — say  their  worst  of  him  at 
leisure,  and,  if  they  can,  do  bctter  at  speed  ? and  afterwards  go 

to  the housetop,  and  pvay,  if  it  be  only  like  the  Pharisee?  I 

was  just  upon  commending  them  to  a lower  place  ; but  they 
may  wait  till  they  are  fetched. 

Yes,  this  have  I to  do.  Since  the  public  will  no  longer  have 
me  piecemeal,  they  shall  take  me  in  the  lump.  If  they  will  not 
purchase  my  brains  for  the  fu  ture,  as  1 have  been  accustomed 
to  offer  them,  by  small  portions  at  a time,  let  them  buy  the 
whole  carease.  I will  write  my  own  history,  and  make  some 
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rnan’s  agency,  been  indebted  for  a parent.  Ha  ! ha  ! he  shot 
near  the  mark  once  or  twice. 

Nature  had  plantcd  a heart  in  the  bosom  of  Ambrose  Free- 
man, although,  perfectly  unaware  of  its  existence,  he  himself 
never  appealed  to  it.  He  felt  a becoming  respect  for  wealth 
and  title,  and  for  those  who  possesscd  them ; and  indulged  a 
strong  and  natural  contempt  for  the  deadly  sin  of  poverty.  He 
could  be  as  blind  as  a bat  when  a pretty  fellow  slipt  a couple  of 
pieces  into  bis  hand,  and  as  deaf  as  a beetle  when  a broken- 
down  tradesman  whispered  something  into  his  ear  about  a large 
family  and  the  horrors  of  a prison.  Still,  I have  heard,  out  of 
his  vocation,  when  the  maii’s  natural  tendencies  had  fair  play, 
it  rnight  be  seen  that  he  was  merely  ignorant,  and  that  he 
would  have  felt  for  others  if  he  had  been  taught  to  do  so. 

Freeman  treated  me  with  singular  kindness,  and  conceived 
for  me  as  strong  an  aflcction  as  he  was  capable  of  feeling  for 
any  human  being.  Tliis  might  happen  because  he  had  no  chil- 
dren  of  his  own,  or  because  I was  not  his  own  child,  or,  which 
is  most  likely,  because  Mrs.  Freeman  was  in  the  habit  of  sub- 
jecting  me  to  very  barbarous  usage.  He  would  take  me  abroad 
on  Sundays  into  the  Malí,  and  point  out  to  me  the  great  folks 
with  whom,  probably,  the  course  of  his  profession  had  made 
him  acquainted.  For  several  successive  years  he  convcyed  me 
to  May  Fair,*  to  see  the  celebratcd  Lady  Mary  dance  upon  the 
tight  ropo,  and  to  partake  the  other  amusements  of  that  once 
delightful  resort ; and  he  sometimes  introduced  me  to  the  con- 
vivial  companionship  of  the  gentlemen  of  his  own  fraternity, 
whose  humour  it  was  to  plant  me  upon  the  table,  and  to  recom- 
mend  to  me  the  solace  of  an  occasional  whiff,  and  the  stimulus 
of  strong  beer. 

Nevertheless,  I did  not  discover,  I imagine,  any  correspond- 
ing  amount  of  fricndship  for  Ambrose.  The  truth  is,  Freeman 
was  not  satisfied  with  being  kind  to  me,  but  would  take  frequent 
opportunities  when  he  was  drunk,  which  was  nearly  every  night, 
of  impressing  upon  me  how  veri/  kind  he  was  ; how  excessively 
grateful  I ought  to  be,  and  what  strcnuous  eíforts  I was  bound 
in  after  life  to  rnake,  that  my  benefactor’s  grey  liairs  should  not 
stick  up  on  end  at  my  ingratitude,  but  be  carefully  smoothed 
down  by  the  hand  of  filial  affection.  In  addition  to  this — I have 
often  cursed — (for  boys  do  curse  in  their  way,  and  their  curses 
are  in  effect  very  like  the  maledictions  of  us  full-grown  sinners) 
— I have  often  cursed,  I say,  the  officious  and  pernicious  friend- 
ship  of  the  fellow.  He  frequently  fell  upon  his  wife  when  he 
discovered  that  she  had  been  laying  hands  upon  me ; the  conse- 

# This  fair  was  so  called  from  its  being  lield  in  the  inonth  of  May.  It  lasted 
several  days,  and  was  resorted  to  by  all  classes  of  the  people,  and  in  great  numbers. 
It  was  suppressed  as  a nui sanco  in  the  year  1709.  I need  scarcoly  add,  that  the 
fashionable  district  still  known  by  the  ñame  of  May  Fair,  occupies  the  space  on 
w'hich  it  waa  held.  Tho  (C  celebrated  ” Lady  Mary  was  a girl  greatly  admired  at 
the  time  for  her  beauty,  shape,  and  agilitv. 
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quence  of  which  was,  as  I felt  to  my  cost,  that  I got  a more  ma- 
lignant  drubbing  un  the  next  day,  when  my  protector  was  from 
lióme,  and  un  able,  therefore,  to  interfere  in  my  behalf. 

When  I was  about  nine  years  of  age,  an  event  befel  in  the 
family  which,  to  one  of  the  parties  at  least,  was  of  no  common 
importance.  Freeman  was  apprized  that  entertainments  of 
more  than  ordinary  variety  were  about  to  take  place  at  Hockley- 
in-the-hole.#  Besides  the  usual  entertainments  of  cock-fighting, 
prize-fighting,  and  bear-baiting,  a bull  was  to  be  turned  loose 
with  fi re- works  all  over  him,  and  a mad  ass  was  to  be  baited, — 
temptations  which  Ambrose  felt  himself  under  no  necessity  of 
endeavouring  to  resist.  During  a pause  in  these  refined  per- 
formances, Freeman  casting  his  eyes  around,  descried  a person 
against  whom  he  had  in  his  pocket  a writ  of  long  standing,  and 
he  accordingly — for  even  the  delights  of  the  bear-garden  must 
give  way  to  businesa — prepared  to  serve  it  upon  the  uncon- 
scious  victim.  In  his  endeavour  to  do  so,  however,  his  object 
got  wind ; and  souie  unscrupulous  enthusiasts  in  the  cause 
of  liberty,  who  either  had  reason  to  hold  the  class  of  which 
Ambrose  was  a worthy  member  in  abhorrence,  or  who  had 
adopted  the  common  prejudice  against  the  body  in  general, 
laid  hands  upon  the  specimen  before  them,  and  bore  him  away 
in  triumph  to  a contiguous  pump,  where  he  underwent  a coid 
bath  ; no  novelty,  indeed,  but  which  transcended  all  former 
water-works  of  the  same  kind,  whether  in  his  experience  as  to 
himself,  or  in  his  remembrance  as  to  others.  From  the  effects 
of  this  ill-usage  Ambrose  never  recovered.  A coid  settled  upon 
his  lungs,  fever  supervened,  and  he  was  carried  ofF — the  invari- 
able case  ! — just  about  the  time  he  felt  he  could  be  least  spared, 
and  precisely  when  he  was  most  unwilling  to  depart. 

I have  hinted  at  Mrs.  Freeman’s  inhuraanity  towards  me.  It 
must  be  said  — but  whether  it  cxtenuates  the  barbarity  of  the 
woman's  conduct,  or  may  be  deemed  an  aggravation  of  it,  is  a 
question  hardly  wortli  the  decisión — that  she  really  did  not 
know  who  my  paren ts  were,  — whether  they  were  rich  or  poor, 
gentlc  or  simple,  living  or  dead.  I had  bcen  committed  to  her 
care  by  her  own  brother,  one  James  Ludlow,  a man  who  had 
been  for  many  years  in  the  Service  of  the  Lady  Masón,  and  who 
had  constantly  answered,  if  he  did  not  satisfy,  his  sisteFs  inqui- 
rios rcspecting  my  birth,  by  stating  that  I was  under  the  pro- 
tection  of  his  mistress  ; that  there  were  reasons  why  I should 
bear,  as  I had  borne,  the  ñame  of  Freeman  ; and  that  if  his 

* There  was  a kind  of  amphitheatre  here,  dedicated  originally  to  bull-baiting, 
prize-fighting,  bear-baiting,  and  other  amusements  of  that  intense  description  ; and 
it  was  not  only  attended  by  butchers,  drovers,  und  great  crowds  of  all  varieties  of 
mob,  but  likewise  by  dukes,  lords,  knights,  squires,  &c.  There  were  seats  partí  cu  - 
lnrly  set  apart  for  the  quality,  ornamented  with  oíd  tapestry  hangings,  into  which 
none  were  admitted  under  half-a-crown  at  least.  Its  neighbourhood  was  notorious 
for  sheltering  thicves,  pickpockets,  and  other  infamous  cliaracters,  and  for  breeding 
bull-dogs. 
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sister  was  contented  to  restrain  her  curiosity  till  thc  proper  time 
arrived,  she  would  probably  be  made  as  wise  in  her  generation, 
as  to  thc  seeret  in  question,  as  any  otlier  of  the  children  of  men. 
Not  one  word  of  all  which  did  Mrs.  Freeman  believe,  she  being 
one  of  that  class  of  sagacious  persons  whose  incredulity  increases 
in  proportion  to  the  amount  of  information  furnished,  and  who 
are  never  so  certain  of  the  falsity  of  a story  as  when  there  ap- 
pears  a degree  of  probability  on  the  face  of  it. 

This  brother  of  hers,  Ludlow,  had  never  cultivated  au  inti- 
macy  with  Freeman;  on  the  contrary,  an  exceeding  distaste  of 
each  other's  company  had  manifested  itself  upon  all  occasions 
when  chance  brought  them  together.  Ludlow,  although  twenty 
years  younger  than  his  brother-in-law,  was  as  precise  and  formal 
as  the  other  was  irregular  and  difluse  ; and  as  his  predilections 
seldom  led  him  to  the  alehouse,  and,  when  they  did,  never  car- 
ried  him  beyond  one  tankard,  Freeman  had  long  since  abjured 
him,  protesting  that  he  was  a solemn  and  sobcr  noodle,  upon 
whom  it  was  not  worth  his  while  to  waste  his  company. 

Ludlow,  accordingly,  several  years  previously  to  thc  death  of 
Freeman,  liad  merely  made  a quarterly  cali  upon  his  sister,  for 
the  purpose  of  paying  into  her  hand  the  sum  agreed  upon  for 
my  heep , and  of  defraying  the  expenses  of  my  school  and 
clothing.  When,  however,  the  obstacle  to  his  visits  was  re- 
moved, he  carne  as  often  as  his  leisure  permitted,  and  never  ap- 
peared  so  happy,  or  so  little  miserable  (for  Ludlow  was  a very 
grave  person),  as  when  lie  was  silently  drawing  from  his  pocket, 
and  dispensing  those  palatable  presen ts,  which  of  all  others  are 
the  most  acceptable  to  children.  It  was  not  long  before  I became 
sensible  of  the  kindness  of  my  disinterested  benefactor.  I could 
perceive  that  he  had  gradualíy  acquired  an  influence  over  Mrs. 
Freeman,  which  he  exerted  in  my  behalf  with  such  success,  as 
in  a few  months  materially  decreased  the  amount  of  punisliment 
she  had  been  wont  to  inflict  upon  me ; and,  for  the  purpose  of 
doing  away  altogether  with  an  odious  and  troublesome  practice, 
which  had  nothing  but  custom  to  recommend  it,  I entered  into 
a tacit  compact  with  my  mother  (for  so  I had  been  taught  to 
cali  her)  that,  in  consideration  of  certain  monies  to  be -placed  at 
her  disposal,  as  I from  time  to  time  received  them  from  Ludlow, 
she  on  her  part  was  utterly  to  relinquish  all  further  right  of 
assault  and  battery  upon  my  animal  structurc.  Mrs.  Freeman 
was  not  unwilling  to  fall  into  this  arrangement ; for,  by  the 
time  I had  attained  my  tenth  year,  I not  only  would  not  submit 
passively  to  her  correction,  but  resisted  lustily  both  with  hands 
and  feet ; and  whenever  these  combats  took  place,  might  more 
properly  be  said  to  be  overmatched  than  concjuered. 

One  day,  Ludlow  made  his  appearance  with  a very  uncommon 
checrfulness  of  aspect.  His  sister  remarked  it. 

“ I don’t  know,”  said  he,  u whether  you  will  be  pleased  by 
what  I am  about  to  tell  you ; but  I believe  you  are  soon  to  lose 
little  Richard.” 
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Mrs.  Freeman  first  held  up  her  hands,  and  then  darted  a long 
ílnger  towards  me. 

44  And  what,  in  mercy’s  ñame,  are  you  going  to  do  with  the 
boy  now  P ” 

44  He  is  to  be  sent  to  St.  Albans  to  school.” 

44  St.  Albans  ! ” cried  Mrs.  Freeman  ; 44  where  ’s  that  ? As 
tbough  be  didn’t  get  plenty  of  learning  from  Oíd  Staines.”  And 
she  pushed  me,  her  erudite  charge,  out  of  the  way.  44  He’s  too 
much  for  me,  with  his  books  and  his  writing,  already.  I ’ve  no 
notion  of  teaching  boys  so  much.” 

44  But  somebody  else  has/’  said  Ludlow,  drily.  44  And  Lady 
Masón  wishes  to  see  him  to-morrow  morning,  and  desires  that 
you  will  accompany  him.” 

44  And  this  is  to  be  the  end  of  all  my  care  and  pains,”  com- 
plained  Mrs.  Freeman,  44  after  all  I Ve  done  for  him  ! 1 "m  sure 
I Ve  been  more  like  a mother  to  him  than  anything  else.  Ha  ! 
you  may  grin,  you  graceless  young  villain  ! 11  and  she  held 
forth  her  menacing  fist.  44  I Ve  only  been  too  good  to  you.” 

46  W ell,”  said  Ludlow,  handing  her  a written  direction,  44  don’t 
be  later  than  eleven.” 

44  Her  ladyship  might  come  to  me,  I think,”  muttered  Mrs. 
Freeman,  placing  the  paper  in  a broken  tea-cup  on  the  mantel- 
piece,  and  then  turning  suddenlv  short  round,  44 1 ’ll  tell  you 
what,  James,  I shall  make  so  bold  as  to  ask  her  ladyship  who 
are  the  child’s  parents.  I won't  let  liim  go  without  knowing — 
no,  indeed.” 

44  It  will  do  you  no  good — that,”  returned  Ludlow,  hastily  ; 
44  but  much  harm.  If  you  ask  any  questions  of  the  kind,  Mar- 
tha,  Lady  Masón,  I know,  will  be  greatly  oífended,  and  will  do 
nothing  for  you.  She  does  intend  to  give  you  something  very 
handsome  for  your  care  of  Richard.” 

Mrs.  Freeman  pulled  out  the  sleeves  of  her  gown,  and  twitch- 
ing  at  the  bosom  of  it,  took  a seat. 

44  Why,”  she  said,  44  James  Ludlow,  you  know  I love  the  boy 
as  my  own,  and — ” 

44  And  one  day,  perhaps,  will  be  told  to  whom  he  belongs,” 
interrupted  her  brother. 

44  Ah  ! one  day  ! — a day  I shall  never  see,  I doubt,”  said  Mrs. 
Freeman,  with  a forced  sigh.  44  Come  hither,  Dick.” 

I approuched.  She  tenderly  took  my  head  between  her  two 
hands,  and  leaning  back  in  her  chair,  gazed  at  me,  her  head 
fondly  jerked  on  one  side.  That  done,  she  advanced  her  shaking 
visage  towards  me  till  her  nose  touched  mine,  and  saluted  me  in 
a sort  of  rapture.  44  Blcss  you,  my  Dick,  must  1 part  with 
you  ? ” and  a stare  and  a gulp  followed. 

I liad  too  much  cause  to  doubt  the  sincerity  of  Mrs.  Freeman  V 
affection  to  be  at  all  moved  by  this  unwonted  exhibition.  Not 
so  Ludlow,  who,  watery-eyed  fellow  ! was  deeply  affeeted,  and 
who,  wringing  his  sistcr’s  liand,  assured  her  that  I was  going 
where  I would  be  wcll  taken  care  of,  and  where  1 should  be 
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tríade  a bright  man,  and  that  hereafter  she  would  see  reason  to 
be  proud  of  me. 

Ón  the  next  morning,  thc  woman  and  I — she  arrayed  in  her 
best  available  apparel,  and  I combed  out  and  soaped  till  my 
face  was  as  stifF  and  shiny  as  a vizard-mask — held  our  important 
way  towards  the  court-end  of  the  town,  and  in  due  time  found 
ourselves  at  the  door  of  Lady  Masón.  We  were  received  by 
Ludlow,  who  ushered  us  in  silence  np  a broad  flight  of  stairs, 
and  thence  into  a magnificent  apartment,  telling  us  to  wait  there 
till  he  apprized  his  mistress  of  our  arrival.  Mrs.  Freeman  was 
not  a little  dauntcd  by  thc  splcndour  of  the  place;  and,  thougli 
rcady  to  drop,  as  she  said  (and  so  was  I),  would  not  permit 
either  lierself  or  me  to  occupy  one  of  those  44  Lawk  ha*  mercy  ! 
what  heavenly  ! ” chairs. 

44  What  heaps  of  chany  ! Dick,”#  she  said,  gazing  wonderingly 
around.  44  I wonder  where  it  all  comes  from  ! Tables  covered 
with  it — two  beaufets  full  of  it — mantelpiece  crowded  witli  it  í 
Goggles  ! Dick,”  (a  favourite  word  of  hers,  44  g°gg^es  ”)  “I 
wonder  what  they  cali  those  two  green  animáis,  one  in  each 
córner,  holding  up  their  lieads,  with  their  mouths  open  and  their 
eyes  shut, — to  see  what  God  will  send  ’em,  I suppose.  A poor 
chance,  I doubt.  Ugly  beasts  ! Well,  it ’s  good  of  ’em,  if  they 
have  such  ill-favoured  creatures  in  foreign  parts,  only  to  send 
their  likenesses  herc.  Hush  ! — here  she  comes,  1 think.” 

The  door  opened,  and  a lady  of  venerable  aspect  entered  the 
room,  partly  supported  by  a stick,  and  leaning  on  Ludlow’s  arm. 
He  carefully  led  her  to  her  seat,  and  declining  his  head,  ap- 
peared  to  rcccivc  her  commands. 

fc4  You  may  bring  him  to  me  now,”  I heard  her  say. 

Ludlow  took  me  by  the  hand.  His  own  trembled  as  he  whis- 
pered, 

44  Come  to  Lady  Masón,  my  dear ; she  wishes  to  see  you  ;w 
and  he  placed  me  by  the  arm  of  her  chair. 

44  Good  heavens  ! how  like — how  very  like,  Mr.  Ludlow  1 Do 
you  not  perceive  ? 99  she  exclaimed,  shrinking,  as  it  were,  from 
me. 

Ludlow,  with  glistening  eyes,  and  bowing,  silently  assented. 

44  Oh  ! my  sweet  fellow  ! my  poor  dear  child  ! 11  resumed  her 
ladyship,  44  what  a fatc  is  yours  ! — and  mine,”  she  added,  sorne- 
whut  wildly,  smoothing  my  heir  back  from  my  forehead,  and 
gazing  upon  me  intently.  Tears  presently  gushed  from  her 
eyes,  she  clasped  me  fervently  to  her  bosom,  and  her  head  sink- 
ing  upon  my  small  shoulder,  she  sobbed  aloud. 

* Tt  would  seem  tliut  Lady  Masón  liad  fallen  ín  with  the  fashion  that  began 
about  this  time  to  be  very  prevalent,  of  collecting  useless  hoards  of  china.  It  was 
indulged  for  some  years  at  greut  expense,  and  to  an  almost  astonishing  extent. 
Nothing  was  to  be  seen  in  a room  bm  vast  pvramids  of  tlie  warc  in  beaufets,  on 
chimney-pieoes,  and  wherever  they  could  be  placed  : insomuch  that  liouses  in,  those 
days  looked  more  like  shops  full  of  this  merchandise  for  sale,  than  habitations  fur- 
nished  with  sueli  tliingsfor  use  or  convenience.  Addison  has  ridiculed  this  absurd 
rage  more  than  once  in  the  Tatler. 
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This  was  so  different  a scene  from  any  to  which  I had  been 
accustomed,  that  my  heart  was  melted.  I lifted  up  my  voice, 
and  would  have  blubbered  in  riglit  earnest,  but  was  checked  by 
the  upraised  fist  of  Mrs.  Freeman,  who,  witli  liideous  but  intel- 
ligible  grimaccs,  commanded  me  to  desist. 

Lady  Masón  after  some  time  recovered  her  calmness,  and 
wiped  away  my  tears  with  her  handkerchief. 

“ My  love  is  a very  good  boy,  is  he  not  ? I know  he  is,”  she 
said,  with  a faint  smile. 

My  reply  was  such  as  may  be  expected  : — I answered  that  I 
was. 

“ Our  Richard  is  a very  good  boy  ? ” inquired  her  ladyship, 
addressing  Mrs.  Freeman,  who,  thus  appealed  to,  carne  forward 
with  many  bobs  and  curtseys. 

" Why,  your  good  ladyship,”  replied  Mrs.  Freeman,  min- 
cingly,  “ I can’t  but  say  lie  is  in  general  a very  good  young 
gentletnan,  but — ” 

“ But  what  P ” said  her  ladyship. 

“ Why,  ma’am,  Master  Richard  is  such  a spirit — so  passion- 
ate  like,  and  won’t  bear  control.” 

Lady  Masón  directed  a glance  at  Ludlow,  and  shook  her 
head  with  a slight  shrug.  ÍC  But  he  is  going  to  school,”  she 
said,  turning  to  me,  ÍC  where  he  will  learn  how  wicked  it  is  to 
give  way  to  his  passions.  lie  will  be  taught  better  there ; for 
he  is  to  be  a gentleman  one  of  thesc  days.” 

Do  you  liear  that,  Master  Richard  ?”  cried  Mrs.  Freeman. 
“ I ’m  sure  you  ought  to  go  down  on  your  knees  for  such  a 
goodness.  Make  your  best  bow  to  her  ladyship.1’ 

I did  so,  and  was  withdrawn  by  Ludlow  to  the  other  end  of 
the  room.  A long  conversaron  ensued  bctween  Lady  Masón 
and  Mrs.  Freeman,  during  which  my  ears  detected  the  chinking 
of  gold.  When  it  broke  up,  the  face  of  “ my  mother  n shone 
lnmmously,  and  she  carne  towards  me  and  embraced  me  with  an 
affectionate  fervour,  which  I not  only  did  not  return,  but  tried 
my  utmost  to  avoid. 

When  Ludlow  led  me  towards  his  lady  for  the  purpose  of 
taking  leave,  she  almost  stiíled  me  with  kisses,  — made  me  pro- 
mise that  I would  be  the  best  and  cleverest  boy  in  the  world, — 
repeated  her  assurance  that  I was  one  day  to  be  a gentleman, — 
and  placed  in  my  hand  a guinea,  with  an  injunction  against 
spencling  too  mucli  of  it  at  once.  We  were  then  taken  down  to 
Ludlow’s  prívate  room,  where  refreshment  was  provided  for  us, 
and  where  Mrs.  Freeman  once  more  pressed  her  brother  very 
hard  for  an  explanation  touching  the  mystcry  of  my  birth,  but 
without  success. 

“ Goggles,  lad,”  said  she,  squeezing  my  ear,  “ you  ’re  some- 
body,  at  all  events, — I see  that  plain  enough  ; and  may  at  last 
come  to  be  the  owner  of  this  fine  house,  and  all  it  contains — and 
there  ’s  plenty  of  one  thing  and  ano t her,  I doubt.11 

I had  my  own  thoughts  upon  the  subject,  and  looked,  I be- 
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lieve,  at  Ludlow  as  though  I liad.  He  was  slightly  discon- 
certed. 

“ You  licard  what  Lady  Masón  told  Richard,”  lie  said,  ad- 
dressing  his  sister.  “ I can  say  no  more.” 

“ You  can,  if  you  will,”  retorted  Mrs.  Freeman. 

“ I won’t,  then.” 

“Ah  ! ” cried  Mrs.  Freeman,  rising;  “ obstínate  as  a pig.” 

“ You  will  remember,”  said  Ludlow,  “ tliat  you  are  not  to 
inform  your  ueighbours  where  Richard  is  gone.  That  you 
faithfully  promised  her  ladyship,  you  know ; and  on  tliat  de- 
pends — ” 

“ I can  keep  a secret,  I hope,”  exclaimed  Mrs.  Frecman,  has- 
tily.  “ When  anything  is  to  be  kept  secret,  I *m  above  letting 
it  be  known.” 

“ Obstinate  as  a pig  then , I suppose,”  returned  Ludlow. 

“ You  llave  me  there,”  said  his  sister,  with  a sportive  slap  on 
the  shoulder.  “ Well,  her  ladyship  is  very  mucli  of  the  lady,  I 
must  say  that  of  her,  and  has  done  what ’s  handsome  by  me. 
Come  along,  Dick.  You  ’re  very  like  somebody,  it  seems : a 
pity  any  one  shóuld  be  like  you;  and  there’s  a secret  for 
you 

Lady  Masón ’s  guinea  was  too  fresh  in  my  pocket  to  suffer  me 
to  take  offence  at  any  ill-conditioned  jests  at  my  expense.  I 
conten ted  myself,  therefore,  by  making  a wide-mouthed  grin  as 
she  turned  her  back,  and  by  a farcical  imitation  of  her  gait  and 
gesture  as  she  proceeded  through  the  hall. 

Ludlow  accompanied  us  lióme  in  a coach,  and  in  the  afternoon 
took  me  to  several  shops,  where  sucli  artieles  of  clothing  were 
ordered  as  were  necessary  to  my  genteel  appearance  at  school  ; 
and  it  was  arranged  that  on  the  following  W ednesday  he  was  to 
cali  for  me,  for  the  purpose  of  escorting  me  to  St.  Albans. 

CHArTER  II. 

Alueady  T almost  repent  me  of  the  task  I llave  entailed  lipón 
myself.  Altogether  unused  to  this  species  of  literary  composi- 
tion,  I feel  as  though  I should  never  kindle  in  it.  A couplet 
that  stings,  or  a verse  that  resounds,  or  even  tinkles,  delights 
the  mind,  or  at  least  satisfies  the  ear.  Poetry  is  a garden  in 
which  a man  sets  the  best  flowers  he  can  procure  ; but  this  is 
downright  hay-making.  How  I sliall  manage  the  “ he  saids  ” 
and  the  “ she  saids,” — as  the  vulgar  say,  — the  carte  and  tierce 
of  conversation,  I know  not.  Nevertheless,  I must  on  ; so,  with 
a large  brush  and  a wide  canvass,  T resume  my  fresco  painting. 

Ludlow  made  his  appearance  punctually  on  the  morning  ap- 
pointed  for  my  departure,  and  tenderly  released  me  from  the 
affectionate  gripe  of  Mrs.  Freeman,  who,  now  that  I was  about 
to  leave  her  for  ever,  discovered  agreeable  qualities  and  social 
virtues  in  me,  of  which  neither  hersclf  ñor  her  chargc  liad  here- 
tofore  been  conscious.  We  left  her  in  tears,  genuine  or  spu- 
rious,  I know  not ; and  making  the  best  of  our  way  to  the  inn, 
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took  our  seats  in  the  coach,  and  were  in  duc  time  convcyed  to 
the  place  of  our  destination. 

Ludlow  ordered  dinner  at  the  Nag’s  ITead,  at  which  we  liad 
been  set  down,  and  a pin t of  burnt  sherry  for  immediate  con- 
sumption,  and  led  the  way  to  the  coffee-room ; and  here,  having 
first  explained  that  the  two  fat  elderly  maiden  ladies  in  the 
coaeh  — sisters,  he  supposed  — had  so  “gallowed”  his  brains 
with  their  inccssant  tattlc,  that  he  hardly  kncw  what  he  ought 
to  say,  or  how  he  ought  to  say  it,  the  worthy  creature  earnestly, 
and  with  tears  in  his  oyes,  bestowed  upon  me  an  unaccustomed 
quantity  of  very  good  advice,  which  I gratefully  received,  and 
which,  I am  sorry  to  confcss,  went  hand  in  hand  with  my  very 
good  intentions  to  the  place  appointed,  time  out  of  mind,  for  the 
reccption  of  t lióse  moral  superfluities. 

Dinner  being  ended,  and  the  afternoon  drawing  on  apace, 
Ludlow  went  forth  and  secured  the  Services  of  a round-faced 
rustic,  upon  whose  impregnable  skull  my  trunk  was  placed,  and 
under  whose  guidance  we  ibund  our  sel  ves  in  a short  time  at  the 
door  of  Mr.  Burridge. 

The  pedagogue  was  at  lióme,  and  at  leisure, — for  it  was  half- 
holiday, — and  sent  word  out  that  we  were  to  be  admitted  to  his 
presence.  When  we  entered  the  apartment,  we  bcheld  a gigantic 
íigure  reclined  almost  horizontally  in  a very  large  chair.  He 
was  smoking  a pipe,  and  had,  it  would  seem,  recentlv  divested 
himself  of  an  enormous  rusty  periwig,  which  lay  clu tened  in  his 
huge  fist  upon  the  table.  lie  regarded  us  in  silence  for  some 
moments  through  the  smoky  veil  by  which  he  was  surrounded, 
and  tlien  rising  leisurely,  he  laid  aside  his  pipe,  and  carne  to- 
wards  us. 

“ This  letter,  sir,”  said  Ludlow,  “ will  explain  for  what  pur- 
pose  I wait  upon  you,”  handing  it  to  bina. 

“ A letter,  ch  ! ” said  Burridge,  whipping  a pair  of  spec- 
tacles  out  of  his  waistcoat  pocket,  and  jerking  tliem  on  the 
bridge  of  his  nose.  “ Let  ’s  see — Francis  Burridge,  Esquire — 
Esquire  ! ” and  he  gave  a loud  whistle.  “ Ah  ! well — very  good 
• — just  so,”  he  added,  at  intervals,  as  he  hastily  perused  the 
letter. 

“ This  tells  me,”  said  he,  holding  the  letter  from  him,  that 
I am  to  take  this  little  fellow — what  ’s  his  ñame?  Richard 
Freeman — under  my  care,  under  my  tuition.” 
cc  Yes,  sir,”  said  Ludlow. 

u And  that  he  is  to  remain  with  me  during  the  holidays.” 
Lutllow  bowed. 

That  implies  that  the  lad’s  parents  are  dead  : is  it  so  ? ” 

66  I believe  tliey  are,”  replied  Ludlow,  hesitating. 
cc  Ah  ! not  certain?”  said  Burridge.  “ Perhaps  there’s  more 
life  than  death  in  the  matter,  eh  ?” 

c<  I really  do  not  know,”  replied  Ludlow,  disconcerted. 

“ Ah  ! well  ! ” returned  Burridge.  Who  is  Ilenrietta  Ma- 
són ? ” 
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“ My  lady,”  rcplied  Ludlow,  “ the  Lady  Masón.1” 

“ Tlie  Lady  Masón  ! Oh  ! I beg  her  par  don,”  cried  Bur- 
ridge, with  a low  bow,  <c  that  ’s  it  : I always  bow  to  a title.” 
He  rang  the  bell.  “ Bring  some  wine,”  as  the  servant  entered. 

Ludlow  began  to  plead  headache,  but  was  stopped  by  the  fa- 
miliar hand  of  Burridge  upon  his  mouth. 

66  Now,  sir,”  said  he,  when  the  wine  was  put  on  the  table,  “ I 
crave  pardon — your  ñame  ? ” 

“ Ludlow,  sir.” 

“ Well,  Mr.  Ludlow,*”  and  he  slapped  his  brawny  leg,  “ let 
us  drink  to  the  speedy  progress  of  our  young  student ; and 
we  ’ll  give  him  a glass  too,  to  damp  him  down,  as  printers  do 
their  paper,  before  he  goes  into  the  press.  Let  us  hope  he  ’ll 
contain  something  good  when  he  comes  out  of  it.” 

I hope  so,  indeed,”  said  Ludlow,  earnestly,  setting  down  his 
glass.  “ Will  you  forgive  me?”  he  resumed,  after  a pause, 
“ but  I trust — I feel  no  doubt — indeed,  I know  that  he  will  be 
treated  kindly.  I am,  sir,”  — and  poor  Ludlow  smiled  with  a 
kind  of  mournful  humility, — “ I am  greatly  attached  to  him.” 
Mr.  Burridge  raised  his  blaek  brows,  and  gazed  into  the 
meek  countenance  of  the  other.  “ Ah  ! well — you  like  him,”  he 
remarked,  at  length.  “ Why,  yes,  we  shall  treat  him  kindly 
enough,  I daré  say.  We  keep  a school,  Ludlow,  not  a slaugli- 
ter-house  ; we  are  not  cannibals,  but  Christians  ; men,not  mon- 
sters.  But,  sir,”  and  here  he  shook  his  finger  in  the  air,  u Mr. 
Shakspeare,  an  author  strangely  neglected  in  these  our  times, 
albeit  the  greatest  genius  that  ever  appeared  in  England,  except 
Milton,  and  in  all,  save  sublimity,  he  surpasses  even  that  stu- 
pendous  genius, — Mr.  Shakspeare  has  proposed  this  question  : 
* Treat  a man  aecording  to  his  deserts,  and  vvho  shall  escape 
whipping?>  Now,  sir,  if  that  be  true,  and  I believe  it  is,” 
winking  his  eye  knowingly,  and  pointing  with  his  thumb  over  to 
me,  “ d ’yc  think  the  boys  ought  to  go  scot-free,  eh  ?” 

“ No,  indeed,”  said  Ludlow.  <c  JDo  you  hear  what  Mr.  Bur- 
ridge says,  Richard  ? You  must  take  care.” 

“ So  he  will,”  cried  Burridge,  putting  on  his  periwig.  “ The 
truth  is,  the  temples  of  Greece  and  Home  are  ‘ bosom'd  high  in 
tufted  trees,’  — birch-trees,  Mr.  Ludlow, — and  I never  knew  a 
boy  yet  who  could  find  his  way  to  those  temples  without  going 
through  those  trees.  But  come,  Dick,  take  leave  of  your  friend  : 
he  is  anxious  to  go.” 

So  saying,  Mr.  Burridge  hummed  the  end  of  an  oíd  song, 
which  I afterwards  discovered  was  the  only  one  ever  committed 
to  memory  by  that  gentleman,  and  taking  a turn  or  two,  left 
the  room. 

“ Not  anxious  to  go,  dear  Richard,”  said  Ludlow,  slipping 
half  a guinea  into  my  hand,  and  kissing  my  forehead  ; “ but  if 
I stayed  longer,  I should  not  reach  London  to-night.  God  bless 
you  ! Remembcr  me  kindly,  will  you  ? It  shall  not  be  long 
before  I see  you  again.” 


RICHARD  SAVAGE. 


on 

/v  J 

My  heart  was  heavy  wheu  iuy  only  fricnd  left  me ; and  when 
I heard  the  street-door  fairly  cióse  upon  him,  I began  to  weep. 
Burridge  surprised  me  in  this  dismal  plight. 

“ What ! whimpcring  ?”  said  he.  44  Cease  wailing  and  gnash- 
ing,  my  young  Heraclitus : we  shall  soon  be  very  good  friends, 
I daré  say.  Here,  take  heart,  and  another  glass  of  wine,  and 
leave  crying  to  girís  who  have  knocked  their  dolls’  heads  ofF,  and 
can’t  put  them  on  again.  There  ! a laugh  becomcs  you  much 
better.  Now,  what  do  you  say,  my  man?’1  and,  my  head  be- 
tween  his  hands,  he  lifted  me  on  to  a chair.  4í  Who  has  been 
giving  you  the  rudiments — where  have  you  been  to  school  ? ” 

44  With  Oíd  Staines,”  said  I. 

44  Oíd  Staines — ah  ! well — let  ’s  see  what  hue  your  mind  has 
acquircd  from  Oíd  Staines.'” 

Here  he  put  a variety  of  questions  to  me  touching  my  ad- 
vancement  in  English  grammar,  my  answers  to  which  were 
clearly  far  from  satisfactory ; for  he  knitted  his  brows,  and 
shook  his  head  in  token  of  disapproval,  and  with  a protruded 
lip  stood  for  a while  in  meditation. 

44  Ah  ! well ! — xoell  ? No — ill,”  he  said,  at  length, 44  very  ill — 
very  ill,  indeed.  What  was  the  ñame,”  he  continued,  suddenly 
turning  to  me,  44  of  the  Bceotian,  eh  ? the  blundering  bumpkin 
— the  brute  who  taught  you  all  he  knew,  and  coulcln’t  help  it, 

46  Oíd  Staines,”  I repeated. 

44  Oíd  Staines  !”  eclioed  Burridge,  throwing  up  his  arms; 
44  Dicky  Freeman,  such  oíd  stains — oíd  blots,  rather — ouglit  to 
be  expunged  from  creation.  But  come  with  me;  we’ll  begin  to- 
morrow  to  rub  out  these  oíd  stains.” 

So  saying,  he  swung  me  with  one  arm  from  the  chair  in  a 
volant  circle,  and  taking  my  liand  in  his  led  me  into  the  sehool- 
room. 

44  Metcalfe,”  said  he,  addressing  a dingy  oíd  fellow,  begrimed 
with  snuíf  from  nosc  to  knecs,  who  was  seated  at  a desk  mend- 
ing  pens,  44  cali  the  boys  out  of  the  play-ground.  Bid  them 
come  hither — all  of  them — instan tly.” 

Metcalfe  passed  his  hands  along  his  shiny  galligaskins,  and 
then  flapped  his  paunch  vigorously,  causing  a cloud  of  dust  to 
fly  out  of  his  waistcoat,  and  rising  with  a grunt  made  leisurely 
for  a door  at  the  other  end  of  the  room. 

44  Stand  you  here,  Freeman,”  said  Burridge,  planting  me  at 
the  foot  of  an  elevated  desk,  which  lie  ascended. 

Presently  in  straggled  a number  of  boys  of  various  sizes, 
ages,  and  appearance,  who,  catcliing  the  master’s  eye  as  he  stood 
towering  before  them,  ranged  tliemselves  in  something  like 
order,  and  awaited  his  speec.h,  which,  prefaced  by  a terrific  mo- 
ni tory  smiting  on  the  desk  with  a large  wooden  ruler,  ran  in 
pretty  nearly  these  words  : — 

44  Young  gentlcmen — ah  ! well!  young  gentlemen,  for  so  you 
are,  or  rather,  for  so  I mean  to  make  you,  — behold  this  young 
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fcllovv-student  whom  I here  present  to  yon.  He  is  strange  and 
shy,  and,  no  doubt,  not  a little  disconcerted  at  present ; be  it 
yours  to  consolé,  to  enliven,  to  eucourage  him.  Cheer  liim,  iny 
brave  fellows, — cheer  him,  my  good  lads.  Re  at  once  the  rule 
and  the  example  of  good  manners.  He  ’s  but  a little  lad,  you 
see,  make  rnuch  of  him.  (Fshaw  ! litl/e — make /m/cA — very  poor 
that !)  In  short,  since  I constantly  incúlcate  kindness,  humani- 
ty,  and  politeness,  do  show,  though  it  be  for  the  first  time,  that 
I have  not  laboured  in  vain.” 

This  address  being  brought  to  a conclusión,  Mr.  Burridge  de- 
scended from  his  desk. 

“ Go  amongst  them,  Pick,r>  said  he  with  a singularly  sweet 
and  benevolent  smile,  patting  me  on  the  head,  “ and  make  as 
many  friends  as  you  can.  Metcalfe,  I want  you.  Follow  me 
to  my  study,”  and  he  stalked  away ; the  dingy  usher,  having 
gone  through  the  same  manual  operations  as  before,  following  at 
a humble  distance. 

Burridge’s  speech,  delivered,  as  it  liad  been,  in  the  most  per- 
suasive  manner  a remarkably  sonorous  voice  could  adopt,  en- 
couraged  me  greatly.  I advanced,  therefore,  into  the  middle  of 
the  room,  and  procecded  to  sean  the  countcnances  of  my  school- 
fellows,  with  a view  of  striking  up  a friendship  with  one  or 
more  of  them.  T liad  not  stood  long  thus,  however,  when  a pulí 
of  my  hair  from  behind  caused  me  to  start  round  with  indignant 
surprisc.  My  eyes  lighted  upen  a row  of  faces  of  singular 
gravity,  with  a hand  over  each  inoutli  as  of  pliilosophical  specu- 
lation.  As  I turned  scowling  from  these  grave  Muftis,  hopeless 
of  detecting  the  delinquent,  a second  visitation  of  the  same  na- 
turc  awakcned  my  fury,  and  turning  short  upon  my  heel,  with 
a rapid  swing  of  my  arm  I prostrated  a small  wretch,  upon 
whose  upturned  visage  still  lingered  a slight  vestige  of  mischiev- 
ous  glee,  which  was  instan taneously  succeeded  by  a look  of  woe. 
The  lamentations  of  this  victim  opened  the  throats  of  the 
smaller  fry.  “ He  won't  fight;”  cc  He  dareift  fight;  ” “What’s 
his  ñame  ?”  resounded  on  all  sides. 

“ I say,  you  sir,”  cried  a boy  older  and  taller  tlian  myself, 
starting  briskly  up  to  me,  u what  's  your  Dame?” 

ÉC  Go  it,  Sinclair  ! — that  ’s  it,  Sinclair  ! ” shouted  the  ingenu- 
ous  youths. 

(Boys  are  the  generous,  noble,  high-minded  beings  their 
grand mothers  inspire  philosophers  to  cali  them.) 

“ What  ’s  your  ñame,  I tell  you  ? 11  repeated  Sinclair. 

ÉC  Richard  Freeman,”  said  I,  sturdily. 

“ Well — have  you  a mind  to  fight?  ” 

cc  Any  one  of  my  own  size/’  I answered  ; and  I should  like 
to  catch  the  coward  that  pulled  my  hair  just  now.” 

Although  I said  this  readily  and  resol utely  enough,  a sense  of 
my  unfriended  condi  don  lay  heavy  at  my  heart,  and  mingled 
grief  and  rage  rose  into  my  throat.  I would  have  averted  my 
head  to  conceal  the  tears  that  sprang  to  my  eyes  ; but  at  this 
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moment  a tap  on  the  shoulder  engaged  my  attentlon.  I looked 
up,  and  saw  a boy  about  Sinclair’ s age.  He  kindly  took  me  by 
the  liand. 

“ I ’m  Gregory  — Tom  Gregory,”  said  he;  cc  never  mind 
them — I ’ll  stand  by  you.” 

In  the  mean vv hile,  Sinclair  liad  been  taking  counscl  with  his 
companions. 

“ I ‘‘ll  see  what  he’s  made  of,”  he  observed  as  he  broke  from 
them,  sagaciously  nodding  his  head.  Thereupon  the  young 
gen t lemán  in  a kind  oí’  dance,  receded  a few  paces,  and  with  his 
tongue  between  his  teeth,  and  one  eye  cocked  as  though  to  eu- 
able  him  to  take  a surer  aim,  he  advanced  towards  me  in  the 
same  lively  manner,  and  struck  me  across  the  face  with  his  open 
hand. 

Two  boys,  with  very  good  intentions,  instantly  seized  me  by 
the  arms.  “ You  are  no  match  for  him “ Don't  flght  him,” 
said  they. 

But,  had  he  been  the  deviPs  own  imp,  I liad  flown  upon  hiña 
for  that.  Bursting  from  their  hold,  I rushed  headlong  upon 
my  assailant,  and  dealt  him  sucli  a blow  upon  the  under  jaw  as, 
had  he  not  withdrawn  his  insolent  tongue,  might  perhaps  have 
abridged  it.  As  it  was,  he  recoiled,  with  an  expression  of  face 
almost  pitiable. 

66  Enougb,”  said  Tom  Gregory,  interposing.  “ Well  done, 
Freeman  ! Sinclair,  you  are  a coward  to  strike  a boy  younger 
than  yourself.” 

u I *11  fíght  him,”  said  I,  going  up  to  him.  I remembered  to 
have  taken  down  such  an  ignoble  swaggerer  once  liefore,  who 
had  interfered  with  my  ainusement  in  Lincoln’s  Inn  Fields. 
44  llave  you  a mind  to  fíght  ? **  repeating  his  words. 

44  Yes,  I have,’*  he  replied. 

No  more.  Two  detachments  of  lads  seized  upon  us  severally, 
and  hurried  us  into  the  play-ground,  behind  a large  elm  tree, 
and,  set  face  to  face,  we  began  lo  bruise  cach  other  without 
ccremony. 

Sinclair  proved  himself  to  be  no  coward,  or,  perhaps,  shame 
did  the  work  of  courage;  but  he  was  utterly  ignoran t of  the 
noble  Science  to  which  the  renowned  Mr.  Broughton,*  before  I 
left  London,  lent  such  additional  lustre.  He  lacked  also  my 
activity  and  quickness  of  manual  retort ; so  that,  afier  a pro- 
longed  combat,  in  which  many  blows  wcre  exchanged,  tnree 
black  eyes  were  given,  and  much  blood  was  shed,  he  gave  in, 
and  reluctantly  proclaimed  me  the  conqúeror. 

I have  no  wisli  to  moralize  over  the  instability  of  human 
friendship  at  this  early  stage  of  my  history.  I shall  have  abun- 
dant  opportunities  of  doing  so  hereafter.  Suífice  it,  nearly  all 
Sinclair^  friends  now  became  mine ; and  they  who  had  been 
most  active  in  the  unworthy  purpose  of  urging  him  to  tyrannise 

* This  rc(loiil)tc>(l  pri'/efiglitcr  is  frc*4uently  alluded  to  by  Fielding.  Particular 
of  bis  lite  und  behaviour  must  be  sought  elsewhere. 
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over  an  unoffending  boy,  hoping  that  he  might  succeed,  were 
the  first  to  desert  him  on  the  faiiure  of  his  enterprise.  Of  such 
boys  are  the  nien  madc  who  have  a haud  in  making  misan- 
thropes,  and  madmen,  and  philosophers ; and  who  cali  me,  and 
who  will  continué  to  do  so  till  I am  forgotten,  a scurvy  fellow, 
a vagabond,  a villain  ; and  who  are  very  precise,  and  correct, 
and  honest,  and  all  that,” — and  all  ¿his,  too — poor,  rich,  piti- 
ful  rogues. 

When  the  battle  was  ended,  we  removed  from  under  the  elm- 
trec  to  a more  opon  space,  and  our  adherents  bestirred  tliem- 
selves  in  fetching  water  from  an  adjoining  pump  to  clear  our 
disfigured  faces,  and  ascertain  the  real  amount  of  our  respective 
injuries.  While  we  were  thus  engaged,  forming  a mu  te  but 
busy  circle,  a darkness  suddenly,  and  for  a moment,  “overcame 
us  like  a summer  cloud,”  and  something,  expanding  as  it  de- 
scended, fell  in  the  midst  of  us.  It  was  the  master’s  rusty  peri- 
wig  ! A number  of  eyés  were  instantly  cast  upward  towards 
a well-known  window  at  the  back  of  the  house,  at  which  the 
prodigious  visage  of  Burridge  was  disclosed,  with  a cruel  calm- 
ness  upon  it,  brimful  of  a coming  tempest.  The  major  portion 
of  boys  forthwith  dispersed  themselves  in  all  directions,  assuming, 
as  they  went  their  ways,  various  airs  of  indiffereüce,  as  though 
the  matter  in  liand  liad  only  just  before  engaged  their  passing 
attentión.  The  chief  accessaries,  however,  stood  fixed  — spell- 
bound. 

<cYou,”cried  Burridge,  addressing  Gregory,  who  liad  con- 
stituted  himself  my  secund, — “ you  take  up  that,”  pointing  to 
the  portentous  mass  of  hair,  “ and  with  Dixon,  Sinclair,  and 
Freeman,  come  instantly  to  my  room  ” This  said,  the  face  was 
withdrawn. 

“ Don’t  be  afraid,  Freeman,”  cried  Gregory,  who  liad  a spice 
of  the  wag  in  his  composition,  lifting  the  wig  from  the  ground, 
and  placing  it  on  his  own  head,  66  we  "re  in  the  right,  at  all  events. 
Come  along ! ” And  awáy  we  went,  Sinclair  and  Dixon  crawl- 
ing  ruefully  behind. 

Burridge  looked  plaguy  gloomy  as  we  carne  into  his  pre- 
sence, — his  elbow  on  the  arm  of  his  chair, — his  cheek  upon  his 
hand,  and  his  legs  apart,  stretched  out  to  their  full  length. 

u Ah  ! well ! tliese  are  iloings — not  pretty  but  ugly  doings,” 
said  he.  u Tell  me,  you  Gregory,  how  this  face-mauling  fell  out?” 

Hereat  Gregory  furnished  a plain  and  succinct  account  of  the 
w lióle  transaction. 

“ And  why  did  you  permit  this  great  lad  to  fight  this  little 
one  ? ” demanded  Burridge,  when  the  other  liad  concluded. 

Because  I hoped  he  would  thresh  him,  and  thought  he 
could,”  answered  Gregory,  and  because  if  he  hadn't,  I would 
have  done  it  for  him.” 

The  master  presséa  his  lips  together  with  his  fingers.  “ Leave 
the  room,  sir  ! ” he  exclaimed  in  a stern  voice  ; I will  speak 
to  you  another  time.” 
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“And  you,”  he  continued,  turning  to  Bixon, — “ you  go  after 
him  ; but,  slowly,  and  as  rnuch  like  a hound  as  you  can.  You’ll 
improve  at  it  in  time.  I shall  not  speak  to  you  again.  Speak 
toyourself:  ask  yourself  which  of  the  two  is  thc  greater  pol- 
troon,  you  or  Sinclair  and  taking  him  by  the  ear,  he  guided 
him  to  the  door.  “As  for  you,  Sinclair,  what  pains  have  you 
taken  for  a sound  threshing  ! If  Freeman  hadn’t  given  you  a 
cufling,  Gregory  would  ; or  if  Gregory  hadn't,  I should  : you 
went  upon  three  chances,  and  the  íirst  proved  a certainty- 
Sneak  henee ; and  when  you  can  bear  to  look  at  your  own  face, 
perlmps  you  may  be  able  to  look  into  Freeman’s ; and  then  I 
liope  you  will  beg  his  pardo n.  Go  away — go  away  1 ” 

Sinclair  departed  muttering  a sentence,  of  whicli  “ I won’t,  I 
know,”  was  all  that  reached  my  ear. 

“ But  what  is  this  ? ” cried  Burridge,  with  an  awfully  severe 
look:  “you  are  a íighter,  are  you,  Mister  Richard  Freeman? 
a Bares,  a mauler  ? an  Entellus,  a bruiser,  eh  ? ” 

“ I wouldn’t  have  fought,  sir,”  I replied,  “ only  he  struck  me 
íirst.” 

“ Struck  you  íirst  í ” exclaimed  Burridge  in  a terrible  tone. 

“Yes,  sir,”  said  I,  nothing  daunted ; “and  wasn't  I right  ? 
Wouldn’t  you  have  done  the  same,  sir,  if  it  liad  been  you  ?” 

Burridge  walkcd  to  the  window.  “ Yes,  by  G — , yes,  I be- 
lieve  I should,”  he  said  between  his  teetb, — <c  I rather  think  I 
should/*  He  turned  quickly  round.  “ Bless  your  black  eye 
and  your  swollen  nose,”  he  cried,  “ you  are  a fellow  of  fire, 
Dick.  That  spirit  of  yours  will  either  make  or  mar  you.  Go 
along  to  thc  schoolroom.  You  have  laid  the  foundation  of  a 
lasting  peace  tliere,  Bick.” 

And  so  1 found  I liad.  Thenceforth  it  was  tolerably  smooth 
water  with  me,  ruffled  at  intervals  by  Sinclair,  who  could  wran- 
gle,  and  was  an  adept  in  the  art  of  half-applicable  bluster,  and 
who  maintained  a servile  crew  of  backcrs  ; but  he  never  hazard- 
ed  an  open  quarrel.  Perfectly  conscious  of  the  advantage  I had 
gained,  I was  at  no  pains  to  conceal  my  contempt  and  defiance 
of  him  ; and  upon  all  occasions  bore  myself  as  one  who  dcsircd 
nothing  better  than  an  opportunity  of  repeating  the  chastise- 
ment  1 had  inflicted  upon  him.  Tn  the  meanwhile  I niade  rapid 
progress  in  my  studies,  and  secured  the  esteem  and  affection 
of  Burridge,  who  desean ted  upon  my  qualifi catión s to  Ludio w, 
when  he  carne  to  see  me,  which  was  usually  once  a quarter,  with 
an  earnestness  and  a warmth  that  made  the  tears  trickle  down 
the  poor  fellow’s  face. 

Mrs.  Freeman  had  died  about  two  years  after  my  cstablish- 
ment  at  St.  Albans.  This  calamity  (as  I heard  it  was)  to  her, 
was  but  small  grief  to  me.  I had  never  lo  ved,  or  even  liked 
the  woman.  She  had  from  my  infaney  impressed  upon  my 
mind  the  fact  that  she  was  no  mother  of  mine  ; and  her  conduct 
towards  inc  had  rendered  that  impression  indclible.  She  had 
never  treated  me  like  a mother.  What  have  I written  ? She 
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liad  never  treated  me  likc  a mother  ? Lct  it  stand  ; altliough  it 
is  not  altogether  true.  I proeeed. 

As  I grew  older,  it  was  not  unusual  with  me  in  my  leisure 
hours  to  ponder  over  my  future  probable  destination  ; but  ihe 
one  difíiculty  presented  itsclf  at  the  outsct,  and  brought  to  nothing 
every  conclusión  at  which  I sought  blindly  to  arrive.  “ Who 
am  I?”  was  the  constant  cjuestion  I proposed  to  myself,  and 
the  frequent  inquiry  I made  of  Ludlow,  who  commonly  shook 
my  hand  and  bis  own  head  in  silence  ; or  put  me  off  with  some 
vague  answer,  which  increased  while  it  baffled  my  curiosity. 
It  is  true  1 experienced  none  of  those  yearnings  of  the  soul,  but 
few  of  those  palpitations  of  the  hcart  which  we  rcad  of  in  fietion, 
and  which  are  indeed  fictitious.  I íelt  little  of  that  mysterious 
and  indescribable  love  towards  the  authors  of  my  being,  with 
which  the  gentry  of  romance  are  so  expletively  possessed.  To 
be  plain,  1 did  not  care  a rush  about  persons  whom  I had  never 
remembered  to  have  seen,  and  who  did  not  appcar  particularly 
anxious  to  give  me  an  opportunity  of  seeing  thern ; whom  I had 
never  known,  and  who  clearly  did  not  wisli  to  know  me.  My 
pride,  however,  began  to  rise  within  me.  Ludlow,  I looked 
upon  in  the  light  oí*  a factor  between  Lady  Masón  and  myself. 
I had  long  been  impatient  of  his  solemn  secrecy,  for  which  I 
could  find  or  furnish  no  sufficient  reason.  I was  resolved  to 
apply  to  him  once  more,  and  in  the  event  of  his  contumacy,  to 
appeal  to  Lady  Masón.  Burridge  had  set  me  upon  this.  He 
counselled  prayers  and  entreaties.  I designed,  should  these 
fail,  to  add  threats. 

I had  been  four  years  under  the  tutelage  of  Burridge,  when, 
one  day  Ludlow  made  his  appearance  before  him,  with  a mourn- 
ful  seriousness  of  aspect.  1 was  called  into  the  room. 

“ Come  hither,  Dick,”  said  Burridge,  heckoning  me  towards 
thcm.  “ Ilere  ’s  your  friend  — friend  ? ah,  well  ! no  matter  — 
liere  *s  Ludlow  come  to  take  you  away  from  me.1’ 

u At  Lady  Mason's  command,”  interposed  Ludlow,  cc  but 
rauch  against  my  will, — had  I a riglit  to  express  it.” 

u Humph  ! 99  grunted  Burridge.  “ Why,  sir,  I haven’t  half 
done  with  him  yet.  I want  to  introduce  him  to  a few  Greek 
gentlemen  of  my  acquaintance,  very  reser  ved  people,  who  re- 
quirc  much  respect  and  attention  before  one  can  become  inti- 
mate  with  thern.  I don’t  think  I ^11  let  him  go.  Look  you, 
Ludlow  ; I designed  him  for  Cambridge,  by  way  of  compensa- 
tion  for  a certain  blockhead  they  were  troubled  with  some  five- 
and  twenty  years  since.  I ’ll  tell  you  wliat  ; I ’ll  lend  him  — 
mark,  1 11  lend  him  to  Lady  Masón  for  one  month  ; if,  at  the 
expiration  of  that  period  he  be  not  forthcoming,  look  to  it ; or 
rather,  look  for  me:  to  London  up  come  I,  trundling;  whip 
him  under  my  arm,  and  away  with  him,  to  be  beard  of  once 
again”' — here  Burridge  nodded  his  head  significan tly  — “ when 
his  father  appcars,  to  claim 

Ludlow  wras  greatly  dist ressed.  u I am  sure.  Lady  Masón/1 
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stammering, — cc  the  friendly  intercst  you  take  in  Richard’s  wel- 
fare — the  uncommon — a — a — the — but  1 musí  obcy  my  orders.” 
This  last  he  brought  out  liastily,  but  witli  an  efFort. 

“Ah,  well ! ” rcturned  Burridge,  “ miíst — ugly  word  ; I 
never  liíced  it.  * Cau’t’  and  c must1  are  the  two  devils  that  claw 
out  the  eyes  of  É will.**  Sir,”  he  continued  in  bis  natural  tone, 
“you  are,  I doubt  not,  a very  honest,  good  little  man  ; but  you 
are  a little  man.  Now,  what  business  has  a little  man  like  you 
to  be  lugging  about  a grcat  secrct,  which,  1 sec,  is  a vast  deal 
too  heavy  for  yon  ? ” 

“ A great  secret,  sir  ! ” faltered  Ludio w. 

“ Yes,  sir,  a grcat  secret,  that  has  outgrown  its  clothes,  and 
soon  won’t  ha  ve  a rag  to  cover  it.  I was  one  of  the  cióse  gen- 
tlemen  myself  once  ; and  I brought  myself  to  a fine  pass  with 
my  closeness.  Thus  it  was.  I married  a young  and  pretty 
woman,  without  a farthing ; and  I kept  the  marriage  secret ; 
but  I was  fouud  out,  ncvcrtheless.  Then  my  father  disinherited 
me  — that,  also,  I strove  to  keep  particularly  secret ; but  it  got 
wind,  and  blew  all  over  the  town.  Then  my  creditors  liunLed 
me  in  and  out,  and  out  and  into  all  manner  of  lodgings,  where  I 
designed  to  be  very  secret.  Next  my  wife,  poor  dear ! died  of 
a broken  heart,  — having  kept  that  all  along  a profound  secret. 
Then  I fell  into  extreme  poverty,  and  all  my  friends  left  me; 
but  that  is  no  secret.  Never  to  confide  or  to  harbour  secrets — 
that  is  a secret  wortli  knowing.” 

“ That  is  very  true,  sir,”  returned  Ludlow  ; “but  servantsare 
not  free  agents.  They  are  not , Mr.  Burridge,”  he  repeated,  al- 
most  vehemently,  observing  that  the  other  shook  his  head. 

“ Ah  ! well — a pity  ! ” said  Burridge. 

“ Let  me  entreat,”  cried  Ludlow,  “ as  well  for  the  sake  of 
Lady  Masón  as  of  Richard,  that  you  will  take  no  steps  at  pre- 
sent  to  discover  what  it  is  so  necessary  should  remain  concealed. 
Why  do  I ask  this?  not  for  myself,  but  for  his  salce,  first ; for 
Lady  Mason’s,  second  ; for  my  own,  last.” 

“Cilibly  spoken,”  remarked  Burridge.  “What  say  you, 
Richard — Frecmnn  ? ” 

I answered,  that  1 liad  the  fullest  coníídencc  in  Ludlow  ; that 
I was  assured  he  meant  all  for  the  best ; and  1 suggested  that 
very  likelv  Lady  Masón  liad  recalled  me  so  abruptly,  for  the 
purpose  of  disclosing  all  she  knew  of  my  birth.  I added,  plain- 
ly  enough,  that  I liad  a right  to  dcmand  this  picce  of  justice  at 
her  hands;  and  that,  if  necessary,  I should  do  so. 

This  speech  had  a sensible  effect  upon  Ludlow.  He  was  em- 
barrassed. 

“ It  is  but  for  a time,”  he  said.  “ /,  at  least,  design  that  all 
shall  one  day  be  explained.” 

“ Enough  of  this  perversión  of  the  gift  of  speech, — a truce  to 
this  mysterious  mouth-work  ! ” exclaimed  Burridge.  “ This 
boy  will  prove  an  CEdipus  for  your  Sphinx,  I doubt  not. 
Should  you  rcquire  my  assistance,  Dick,  you  know  where  to 
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find  me.  T leave  you  to  him,  sir,  for  tlie  presenté  turning  to 
Ludlow,  fií  and  intfeed  it  is  no  business — although  I niake  it  a 
concern — of  mine.  Goy  and  take  leave  of  your  friends,  and  of 
your  enemies — for  I suspect  you  have  acquircd  both  in  this  our 
microcosm.” 

OfTom  Gregory — between  whom  and  myselfan  en  tire  friend- 
ship  liad  subsisted  from  the  first  hour  of  our  acquaintance,  — I 
took  an  affcctionate  leave ; and  badc  a cordial  farewell  to  some 
others,  wbo  might  inore  properly  be  termed  partizans  tlian 
friends.  Finally,  I frankly  ofFered  my  liand  to  Sinclair,  assuring 
him — which  was  really  the  truth, — that  I bore  him  no  ill-will ; 
and  declaring  that,  sincc  we  should,  perhaps,  never  meet  again, 
it  would  gratify  me  to  remember  that  we  liad  parted  on  good 
terms.  The  awkward  cub  sullenly  rejected  my  advances  ; de- 
termined,  as  it  would  seem,  that  1 should  retam  to  the  last  my 
advantage  over  him.  I have  reason  to  believe  that  he  never  for- 
got  the  contemptuous  smile  which  his  brutal  folly  called  to  my 
lips. 

“ Ilere,  Dick ! ” exclaimed  Burridge,  as  I re-entered  his 
study,  “ Ludlow  and  luggage  are  waiting  for  you.  Let  me  sce : 
you  are  now  upon  fifteen  years  of  age : four  years  have  you  and 
I been  very  good  friends.  Four  time3  forty — one  hundred  and 
sixty.  Surely  I can  spare  you  two  out  of  one  hundred  and 
sixty  guineas.  Buy  a Ilorace,  Dick,  with  one  of  them.  Ho- 
race  ! so  easily  construed  — so  diílicult  to  transíate ! And, 
mark  ; don’t  listen  to  what  the  fools  tell  you  about  Sallust ; his 
style  is  a fine  one.  And  never  believe  that  Virgil  was  so  mueh 
greater  than  Ovid.  Nosey  liad  as  much  poetry  in  him  as  the 
Mantuan.  And  always  think  for  yourself — and  do  think,  and 
think  of  me  sometimes.  And There,  go  I” 

1 kissed  the  good  man’s  hand  reverently,  and  gratéfully  ex- 
pressed  my  obligations  for  his  care,  his  kindness,  and  his  affection. 

“ Pish  í ” said  he,  looking  up  at  the  ceiling.  “ Away  with 
him,  Lu  ^ the  last  córner  of  my 


I thought  1 liad  none  left.  I shall  see  you  wlien  I come  to 
London  during  the  holidays.” 

lie  shook  Ludlow  warmly  by  the  liand.  “ My  honest  friond, 
let  this  boy  be  fairly  treated — fairly  — openly.  What  the 
deuce  ! YVho  is  his  coxcomb  of  a father  ? ” 

«He  will  be  treated  wcll,  sir,”  said  Ludlow. 

Burridge  pointed  to  his  heart. 

44  Upon  my  honour,  all  will  be  done  for  the  best  — all  is  for 
the  best.” 

“Then  I believe  you,”  returned  Burridge.  “ Ilere,  thou  man 
of  strength,”  to  the  porter  in  the  hall,  44  shoulder  your  burden. 
A heavy  trunk,  and  a liglit  heart,  Richard,  are  good  travelling 
companions.” 

And  away  we  went  to  the  Nag^s  Head.  Ludlow  all  sadness 
and  silence.  1,  all  curiosity  and  impaticnce. 


heart. 


You  found  it  when 
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OH,  PERJBOKINATIONS  WITH  UNCLE  TIM  AND  MK.  BÜSKY,  OF 
LITTIiE  BRITAIN,  DRYSALTER. 

BY  GEORGE  DANIEL. 

“ Dost  tliou  think  because  thou  art  virtuous  there  shall  be  no  raore  cakes  and 
ale  ? ” Sil  AKSI’E  ARE . 


CUAPTEK  XVIII. 

With  the  fullest  intention  to  rise  early  the  next  morning,  without 
deliberating  for  a mortal  half-hour  whether  or  not  to  turn  round 
and  take  t’  other  nap,  we  retired  to  a tranquil  pillow. 

But  what  are  all  our  good  intentions? 

Vexations,  vanities,  inventions ! 

Macadamizing  what? — u eertain  spot, 

To  “ ears  polite  w politeness  never  mentions — 

Tattoos,  t*  amuse,  froin  empty  drums. 

Ah  ! who  timéis  spectacles  shall  borrow  ? 

And  say,  be  gay  to-day — to-morrow — 

When  query  if  to-morrow  comes. 

To-morrow  carne ; so  did  to-morrow's  bright  sun ; and  so  did  Mr. 
Bosky's  brisk  knock.  Good  report  always  preceded  Mr.  Bosky, 
like  the  bounce  with  whicli  champagne  scuds  its  cork  out  of  the 
bottle  ! But  (there  are  two  sides  of  the  question  to  be  considered — 
the  inside  of  the  bed  and  the  out  /)  tliey  found  us  in  mucli  such  a 
brown  study  as  we  llave  just  described.  Leaving  the  Laurea t to  en- 
4joy  bis  triumph  of  punctuality,  (an  “ alderman’s  virtue”!)  and 
“Good  morning  to  your  niglitcap/*  carollcd  undcr  our  window,  we 
lost  no  time  in  equipping  ourselves,  and  were  soon  seated  with  him 
at  breakfast.  Pie  was  in  the  happiest  spirits.  “ ’Tis  your  birthdut/, 
Eugenio  ! Wear  this  ring  for  ray  sake  ; let  it  be  friendship's  talis- 
mán to  unite  our  hearts  in  one.  Here,”  presentí ng  some  tablets 
beautifully  wrought,  is  Unele  Timothy's  oflering.  Mark/*  point- 
ing  to  the  following  inscription  engraved  on  the  cover,  “ by  what 
poetical  alchemy  he  hatli  transmuted  the  silver  into  gold ! 99 

Life  is  short,  the  wings  of  time 
Bear  away  our  early  prime, 

Swift  with  them  our  spirits  fly, 

The  heart  grows  chill,  and  dim  the  eye. 

Seize  the  moment ! snatch  the  treasure ! 

Sober  hasle  is  wisdom’s  leisure. 

Summer  blossoms  soon  decay ; 

“ Gather  the  rosc-buds  whilc  y ou  muy  ! " 

Barter  not  for  sordid  store 
Health  and  peace  ; ñor  covet  more 
Than  may  serve  for  frugal  fare 
With  some  chosen  friend  to  sharel 
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Not  for  others  toil  and  heap, 

But  yourself  the  Harvest  reap ; 

N ature  smiling,  seerns  to  say, 
u Oathcr  thc  rose-biuls  while  yon  vuiy  ! 99 

Learning,  Science,  truth  sublime, 

Fairy  fancies,  lofty  rhyme, 

Flowers  of  exquisite  perfume  1 
Blossoms  of  immortal  bloom  ! 

With  the  gentle  virtues  twin’d, 

In  a beauteous  garland  bind 
For  your  youthful  brow  to-day, — 

“ Gat/icr  thc  i'osc-buds  while  you  may  ! 99 

Life  is  short — but  not  to  those 
Who  early,  wisely  pluck  the  rose. 

Time  he  fties — to  us  'tis  given 
On  his  wings  to  fly  to  Heaven. 

Ah  ! to  reach  those  realms  of  light, 

Nothing  must  impede  our  flight ; 

Cast  we  all  but  Hupe  away  ! 

“ Gathcr  thc  rose-btufe  while  we  muy  ! 99 

With  emotions  that  lie  “too  deep  for  tcars,”  Eugenio  pressed  the 
birthday  gift  to  his  trembling  lips,  and  treasured  it  in  his  bosom  ! 

In  due  course  we  glided  raerrily  on  oíd  Father  Thames.  Now  a 
sail  up  or  down  the  river  has  always  been  pleasant  to  us  in  propor- 
tion  as  it  has  proved  barren  of  adventure.  A collision  with  a coal- 
barge  or  steam -packet, — a sudden  squall  oíT  Chelsea  Reach,  may 
do  vastly  well  to  relieve  its  monotony : but  we  had  rather  be 
dull  than  be  ducked.  We  were  therefore  glad  to  find  the  water 
smooth,  the  wind  and  tide  in  our  favour,  and  no  particular  disposi- 
tion  on  the  part  of  the  larger  vessels  to  run  us  down.  Air.  Bosky, 
thinking  that  at  some  former  period  of  our  lives  we  might  have  be- 
lield  the  masts  and  sails  of  a ship,  the  steeple  of  a church,  the 
sinoke  of  a patent  shot  inanufactory,  tlie  coal-whippers  weighing  out 
their  black  diamonds,  a palace,  and  a penitentiary,  forbore  to  expa- 
tiate  on  the  picturesque  objeets  that  presented  themselves  to  our 
passing  view  : and,  presuming  that  our  visión  had  extended  beyond 
some  score  or  two  of  garden-pots  “all  a-growing,  all  a-blowing,” 
and  as  much  sky  as  would  cover  half-a-crown,  he  was  not  over  pro- 
fuse  of  vernal  description.  But,  knowing  that  there  are  as  many 
kinds  of  minds  as  nioss,  he  opened  his  inquisitorial  battery  upon  the 
waterman.  At  first  Barney  Binnaele,  thougli  a pundit  among  the 
wet  wags  of  Wapping  Oíd  Stairs,  fought  shy ; but  there  is  a free- 
masonry  in  fun ; and  by  degrees  he  ran  through  all  the  changes 
from  the  simple  leer  to  the  broad  grin  and  horse-laugh,  as  Mr. 
Bosky  “ poked”  his  droll  sayings  into  him  right  and  left.  He  had 
his  predilections  and  prejudices.  The  former  were  for  potations 
drawn  from  a case  bottle  presented  to  him  by  Air.  Bosky,  that  made 
his  large  bine  lips  smack,  and  his  eyes  wink  again  ; the  latter  were 
against  steamers,  the  projectors  of  which  he  would  have  placed  at 
the  disposal  of  their  boilers ! His  tirade  against  the  Thames  Tunnel 
was  hardly  less  severe  ; but  he  reserved  the  magnums  of  his  wrrath 
for  the  Greenwich  railroad.  What  in  some  degree  reconciled  us  to 
Barney’s  anathemas  were  his  wife  and  children,  to  whom  his  wherry 
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gaye  their  daily  bread : and  though  these  gigantic  monopolies  might 
feather  the  nests  of  wealthy  proprietors,  they  would  not  let  poor 
Barney  Binnacle  feather  either  his  nest  or  his  oar. 

“ There  's  truth  in  what  you  say,  Master  Barney,”  observed  the 
Laureat,  “ the  stones  went  merrily  into  the  pond,  but  the  foolish 
frogs  could  not  fish  out  the  fun.  I am  no  advócate  for  the  philoso- 
phy  of  expedieney.” 

“ Surely,  Mr.  Bosky,  you  would  never  thlnk  of  putting  a stop  to 
improvement ! 99 

“ My  good  friends,  I would  never  llave  man  become  the  victim  of 
his  ingenuity  — a mechanical  suicide  ! Where  brass  and  iron,  liot 
water  and  coid,  can  be  made  to  mitígate  the  wear  and  tear  of  his 
thews  and  sinews,  let  tlicm  be  adopted  as  auxiliaries,  not  as  princi- 
páis. I am  no  political  economist.  I despise  the  muddle-headed 
dreamers,  and  their  unfeeling  crudities.  But  for  thcm  the  heart  of 
England  would  have  remained  uncorrupted  and  sound.1  Trifle  not 
with  suífering.  Impunity  has  its  limit.  A flint  will  show  fire  when 

Írou  strike  it.  In  this  harsh  world  ninety-nine  persons  out  of  one 
íundred  must  toil  for  their  bread  before  they  eat  it ; beg,  implore, 
ask  /cave  to  toil, — some  philanthropists  say,  even  before  they  kunger 
for  it.  I have  therefore  yet  to  learn  how  that  which  makes  human 
labour  a profitless  drug  in  the  market  can  be  called  an  improvement . 
The  stewardships  of  this  world  are  vilely  performed.  What  bless- 
ings  would  be  conferred,  what  wrongs  prevented,  were  it  not  for  the 
neglect  of  opportunities  and  the  prostitution  of  means.  Is  it  our 
own  merit  that  we  have  more?  our  neighbour's  delinqueney  that  he 
has  less  ? The  infant  is  born  to  luxury ; — calcúlate  his  claims  ! 
Virtue  draws  its  last  sigh  in  a dungeon ; Viee  receives  its  tardy 
summons  on  a bed  of  down  ! The  titled  and  the  rich,  the  purse- 
proud  nobodies,  the  noble  nothings,  oecupy  their  'vantage  ground, 
not  from  any  merit  of  their  own  ; but  from  that  lucky  or  unlucky 
chance  which  might  have  brought  them  into  this  breathing  world 
with  two  heads  on  their  shoulders  instead  of  one ! ” 

We  never  knew  Mr.  Bosky  so  eloquent  before;  the  boat  became 
lop-sided  under  the  fervent  tliump  that  he  gave  as  a clcncher  to  his 
oration.  Bnrney  Binnacle  stared  ; but  with  no  stupid,  vacant  ex- 
pression.  II is  rugged  features  softened  into  a look  of  grateful  ap- 
provnl,  mingled  with  surprise. 

“ God  bless  your  honour  1 ” 

Thank  you,  Barney  ! Some  people's  celestial  blessings  are  plen- 
tiful  as  blackberries,  because  they  save  their  earthly  breeches- 
pockets.  But  a poor  man’s  blessing  is  a treasure  of  which  heaven 
keeps  the  register  and  the  key.” 

Barney  Binnacle  bent  on  Mr.  Bosky  another  inquiring  look,  that 
seemed  to  suy,  i(  IVIayhap  I 've  got  a bishop  on  board." 

“ If  every  gentleman  was  like  your  honour,”  replied  Barney, 


1 Wc  quite  a^ree  with  Mr.  Bosky.  Cant  and  utilitarianifim  have  produced  an 
insipid  uniformity  of  eharaeter,  a money-grubbing,  care-worn  inonotony,  that  cry 
aloot*  to  cccentridty  and  whim.  Men  are  thinking  of  tc  stratagems  and  wars,"  the 
inevitable  consequence  of  lots  of  logic,  luek  of  ainusement,  and  lean  diet.  No  man 
is  a traitor  over  turtle,  or  hatches  plots  with  good  store  of  capón  and  claret  in  his 
stomach.  liad  Cassius  been  a better  j ceder  lie  liad  never  conspired  against  Girsar. 
Tbree  meáis  a day,  and  supper  at  night,  are  four  substantial  reasons  for  not  being 
disloyal,  lank,  or  lachrymose. 
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when  his  thoughts  found  utterance,  “ we  should  llave  better  times ; 
and  a poor  fellow  wouldn’t  pulí  up  and  down  this  blessed  river 
sometimes  for  days  together,  without  yarning  a copper  to  carry 
home  to  his  hungry  wife  and  cliildren.”  And  he  dropped  his  oar, 
and  drcw  the  sleeve  of  his  threadbare  blue  jacket  across  his  weather- 
beaten  cheek. 

This  was  a result  tliat  Mr.  Bosky  liad  not  anticipated.  For,  if 
any  man  found  happiness  in  the  happiness  of  others  it  was  tlic 
Laureat  of  Little  Britain. 

íf  How  biting,"  he  rcinarkcd,  “is  the  brceze ! Egad,  my  teetli 
feel  an  inclination  to  be  so  too  ! " 

The  fresli  air  gave  him  the  wind  in  his  stomach ; a suflicient  apo- 
logy  for  the  introduction  of  a coid  pigeon-pie,  and  some  piquant 
etceteras  tliat  he  liad  provided  as  a whet  to  the  entertainment  in 
agreeable  perspective  at  Battersea  Bise.  Mr.  Bosky,  opining  that 
the  undulation  of  the  boat  was  likely  to  prevent  “ good  digestión," 
which  — tliough  everybody  here  lielped  liimself  — should  “ wait  on 
appetite,"  ordered  Barney  to  moor  it  in  some  convenient  creek ; and 
as  Barney,  not  having  been  polished  in  the  Chesteríield  school, 
seemed  mightily  at  a loss  how  to  dispose  of  his  hands,  Mr.  Bosky, 
who  was  well-bred,  and  eschewed  idleness,  found  tliem  suituble 
employment  by  inviting  their  owner  to  fall  to.  And  what  a merry 
party  were  we ! IIow  the  little  drysalter  enjoyed  to  behold  Barney 
Binnacle  make  no  more  bones  of  a pigeon  than  he  would  of  a lark, 
swallow  the  forced-meat  balls  as  if  tliey  liad  been  not  bigger  than 
Morrison's  pills,  demolish  the  tender  rnmp-steak  and  flaky  pie-crust 
with  a relish  as  sweet  as  the  satisfaction  that  glowed  in  his  own  be- 
nevolent  heart  and  countenance,  and  buzz  the  palé  brandy  (of  which 
Barney  could  drink  any  givcn  quantity)  like  sugared  cream.  The 
Laureat  was  magnifieently  jolly.  He  proposed  the  good  healths  of 
Mrs.  Binnacle  and  the  Binnacles  major  and  minor ; toasted  oíd 
Fatlier  Thames  and  his  Tributarles ; and  made  the  welkin  ring 
with 

MRS.  GRADY’S  SAINT  MONDAY  VOYAGE  TO  BATTERSEA. 


Six-foot  Timothy  Glover, 

Son  of  the  brandy-nos’d  bugleman, 
lie  was  a general  lo  ver, 

Though  he  was  only  a fugleman ; — 

Ogling  Misses  and  Ma’ams, 
jListing,  drilling,  drumming  'ein — 

Quick  thcy  shoulder*d  his  urms — 

Argumcntum  ud  hummivg  fem  / 

Mrs.  Grady,  iu  bonnet  and  scarf, 

Gave  Thady  the  slip  on  Saint  Monday, 

With  Timothy  tripp’d  to  Ilore’s  wharf, 

Which  is  cióse  to  the  Glasgow  and  Dundee. 

The  river  look’d  swelling  and  rough, 

A waterman  plump  did  invite  her; 
tc  One  heavy  swell  is  enough  ; 
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They  bargain’d  for  skipper  and  skifi'. 

Cry’d  Timothy,  “ This  is  a windy  go  ! '* 

It  soon  blew  a hurricane  stiff. 

And  blue  look’d  their  noses  as  indigo ! 

c<  Lack-a-daisy ! \vc  ’rc  iu  for  a souse ! 

The  fish  won’t  to-day  see  a rummer  set; 

Land  us  at  Somerset  II ouse, 

ür  else  we  shall  both  have  a summerset  1 ” 

They  through  the  bridge  Waterloo  whirl’d 
To  Lambeth,  a finer  and  fatter  see ! 

Their  shouldeT-of-mutton  sail  furl’d, 

For  a shoulder  of  mutton  at  Battersea. 

Tim  then  rang  for  coftee  and  tea, 

Two  Sally  Luns  and  a crumpet. 
iC  I don't  like  brcnun  sugar,”  said  he. 

“ If  you  don’t,”  thought  the  lad,  “ you  may  lump 

“To  crown  this  delightful  regale, 

VVaiter ! your  slumps,  jolly  boy,  stir ; 

A crown’s  worth  of  o^sters  and  ale, 

Ere  we  give  the  sail  homeward  a hoister!” 

“ Of  ale  in  a boiling-hot  vat, 

My  dear  daddy  dropp’d,  and  was.  Ah  ! boird.” 
€t  A drop  I can’t  relish  of  that 

In  which  your  papa,  boy,  was  parboird.” 

Fresh  was  the  breeze,  so  was  Tim  : 

“ IIow  pleasant  the  life  of  a Midge  is ; 

King  Neptune,  my  Service  to  him ! 

But  I ’ll  shoot  Father  Thames  and  his  bridges  l 

Ilis  levee  ’s  a frosty-faced  fair, 

VVhen  Jack  freezes  him  and  his  flounders; 

His  river-horse  is  but  a may’r. 

And  his  tritons  are  cockney  ten-pounders ! ” 

<(  Tim  Glover,  my  tale  is  a trite  'un  ; 

I owe  you  a very  small  matter,  see ; 

The  shot  I *11  discharge,  my  polite  'un, 

You  paid  for  the  wherry  to  Battersea. 

With  powder  I ’ve  just  fill’d  my  hom  ; 

See  this  pocket-pistol ! enough  is  it? 

You  ?ll  twig,  if  a gentleman  born, 

And  say,  c Mr.  Grady,  quant . sufficit 

Mrs.  Grady,  as  other  wives  do, 

Before  my  Lord  May’r  in  his  glory, 

Brought  Thady  and  Timothy  too. 

Cry’d  IJobler , “ O what  a lame  story  ! 

You  cruel  Teague,  lcst  tliere  accrue  ill, 

VVe'll  just  biud  you  over,  Sir  Thady, 

To  keep  the  peace.  — “ Iveep  the  peace,  jewel  ! 

Not  that  piece  of  work,  Mrs.  Grady ! ” 

Ilis  Lordship  he  gaped  with  surprise, 

And  gave  the  go-oy  to  his  giavity ; 

Ilis  cheeks  swallow’d  up  his  two  eyes, 

And  lost  in  a laugh  their  concavity. 
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Then  Grady  gave  Glover  his  fist, 

YVith,  “Truce  to  tbe  shindy  belween  us  ! " 

Each  lad,  vvhen  thc  ladies  had  kiss’d, 

Cut  offwith  his  halchet-faced  Venus  ! 

Ogling  misses  and  ma’ams, 

Listing,  drilling,  drumming  'em — 

Quick  they  shoulder’d  his  arms — 

Argumetitum  ad  humming  ’cm . 

The  concluding  chorus  found  us  at  the  end  of  our  excursión. 
Barney  Binnaclc  wus  liberally  rcwardcd  by  Mr.  Bosky ; to  each  of 
his  children  he  was  made  the  bearer  of  some  little  friendly  token ; 
and  with  a lieart  lighter  than  it  had  been  for  many  a weary  day,  he 
plied  his  oars  homeward,  contented  and  grateful. 

Talk  of  brimming  measure,”  cried  the  Laureat  exultingly,  “ I 
go  to  a better  murket.  The  overflowings  of  an  honest  heart  for  my 
money  ! ” 

In  forincr  days  undertakers  would  liire  sundry  pairs  of  sculls, 
and  row  to  Death’s  Door1  for  a day's  pleasure.  Then  it  was  not 
thought  infra  dig.  (in  for  a dig?)  to  invite  the  grave-digger : the 
mutes  were  the  noisiest  of  the  party  .;  nothing  palled  on  the  senses ; 
and  to  rehearse  the  good  things  that  were  said  and  sung  would  add 
some  pungent  pages  to  the  variorum  editions  of  Joe  Miller.2  But 
undertakers  are  grown  gentleman-like  and  unjolly,  and  Death's 
Door  exhibits  but  a skeleton  of  what  it  was  in  the  merry  oíd  times. 

We  were  cordiully  received  by  their  president,  the  coinical  coffin- 
maker,  who,  attired  in  his  “ Eníertaining  Gowu  ” (a  mourning  cloak), 
introduced  us  to  Mr.  Crape,  of  Blackwall ; Mr.  Sable,  of  Blackman- 
street;  Mr.  Furnish,  of  Blackfriars ; and  Mr.  Bluemould,  of  Black- 
heath : four  truant  teetotallers,  who  had  obtained  a furlough  from 
their  hcad-quarters,  the  Tea-Kettle  and  Toast-Ruck  at  Aldgate- 


1 44  The  Search  after  Claret,  or  a Vnitation  of  the  Vintners 4to.  1091,  ñames 
the  principal  London  Tavcrns  and  their  Sigas , as  they  then  existed.  But  themost 
curious  account  is  contained  in  an  oíd  hallad  callcd  a London  s Ordinary ; or  every 
Man  in  his  Jlumonr printed  before  lb’UO.  There  is  not  only  a humorous  list  of 
the  invertís,  but  of  the  pcrsons  who  frequented  them.  In  those  days  the  gentry 
patronised  the  King's  11  end  (in  July  10(14,  Pepys  dined  at  the  44  Ordinary  ” there, 
when  he  went  to  Ilyde  Park  to  see  the  cavaliers  of  Charles  II.  in  grand  reviewj  ; 
the  nobles , the  Crown;  the  kniyhts,  the  Goldcn  Flccce;  the  clcrgy , the  Mitre ; the 
vintners , the  Three  Tuns ; the  nsurers,  the  Devil ; the  friars,  the  Nuns  ; the 
ladies,  the  Feathers  ; the  huntsmtm,  the  Greyhovnd ; the  citizens,  the  llom ; the 
cooks,  the  Iloly  Lamb ; the  drunkards , the  Man  in  thc  Moon ; the  cuckolds,  the 
Mam;  the  watermcn,  the  Oíd  Swan ; the  marbiers,  the  Ship  ; the  hcggars , the 
Egg-Shell  and  Whip ; the  hutchcrs . the  Bull ; the  fUhmárigers,  the  Dolphin ; the 
bakcrsy  the  Cheal-Louf ; the  tailors , the  Shears ; thc  shocmakcrs,  the  Boot ; the 
hosiers , the  Leg ; th c Jletchcrs,  the  Robín  Ilood ; the  spcndthrift , the  Reggar's 
liush ; thc  Go/dsmilhs,  the  Three  Cupe;  th e papis/s,  the  Cross;  the  jwrtcrs,  the 
Labour  in  vain;  the  horse-courscrs,  the  JVhite  Nag.  lie  that  had  no  rnoncy 
iniglit  diñe  at  the  sign  of  the  Mouth  ; wliile 

u Tlie  chcater  will  diñe  at  the  Chccquer  ; 

The  pickpochet  at  the  Blind  Alehouse  ; 

’Till  taken  and  try’d,  up  Iíolborn  they  ride. 

And  inake  their  end  at  the  gallows.” 

2 Joe  Miller's  jests  were  first  collected  by  the  Rev.  John  Motley, — a ñame  *>¡n- 
gularly  uppropriate. 
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pump.  Messrs.  Hatband  and  Stiflegig,  and  Mr.  Shovelton,  hailed  us 
with  a friendly  grin,  as  if  desirous  of  burying  in  oblivion  the  recent 
emente  at  the  Pig  and  Tinder-Box.  The  club  were  dressed  in  black 
(from  Blackwell  Hall),  with  white  neckcloths  and  high  shirt-collars, 
stiff-starched  and  double-blued ; thcir  cluthes,  from  a peculiar  and 
professional  cut,  seemed  all  to  have  been  turned  out  by  the  same 
tailor ; they  inarched  with  a mcasurcd  step,  and  looked  exccedingly 
grave  and  venerable.  Dinner  being  announced,  we  were  placed  in 
the  vicinity  of  the  chair.  On  the  table  were  black  game  and  black 
curran t-j elly ; the  blackstrap  was  brought  up  in  the  black  bottle; 
the  knives  and  forks  had  black  handles ; and  Mr.  Rasp,  the  shroud- 
maker,  who  acted  as  vice,  recommended  from  bis  end  of  the  festive 
board  some  black-pudding  or  polony  in  mourning.  The  dessert  in- 
cluded  black  grapes  and  blackberries  ; the  rules  of  the  club  were 
printed  in  black-letter ; the  toasts  of  the  day  were  written  in  black 
and  white ; the  pictures  tliat  hung  round  the  room  were  in  black 
trames  ; a well-thumbed  Sir  Richard  Blackmore  and  Blackwood's 
Magazine  lay  on  the  mantel ; the  stove  'ivas  radiant  with  black-lead ; 
the  oíd  clock-case  was  ebony ; and  among  the  after-dinner  chants 
“ Black-ey’d  Su  san  " was  not  forgotten.  The  host,  Mr.  Robert 
Deatli,  had  black  wliiskers,  and  the  hostess  some  pretty  black  ring- 
lets ; the  surly  cook  looked  bluck  because  the  dinner  had  been  kept 
waiting ; the  ivaiter  was  a nigger ; and  the  barmaid  had  given  boots 
(a  ci-dcvant  blackleg  at  a billiard-table)  a black  cye.  A black  cat 
purred  before  the  fire ; a black-thorn  grew  opposite  the  door ; the 
creaking  oíd  sign  was  blackened  by  the  weather ; and,  to  complete 
the  sable  picture,  tliree  little  blackguards  spent  their  half-holiday  in 
pelting  at  it ! The  banquet  carne  off  pleasantly.  Mr.  Merripall, 
whosc  huinour  was  rich  as  crusted  port,  and  livcly  as  champagne, 
did  the  honours  with  his  usual  suaviter  in  modo , and  was  admirably 
supported  by  his  two  mutes  from  Turnagain-lane  ; by  Mr.  Catch- 
penny  Crambo,  the  bard  of  Bleeding-IIart-yard,  who  supplied  “ the 
trade  ’*  with  epitaphs  at  the  shortest  notice ; Mr.  Sexton  Shovelton, 
and  Profcssor  Nogo,  F.R.S.,  F.S.A.,  M.R.S.L.,  LL.B.,  a learned  lec- 
turer  on  Egyptian  mummies. 

“ Our  duty,”  whispered  Mr.  Bosky,  “ is  to 

Heur,  sce,  anil  say  nolliing, 

Eat,  drink,  and  pay  nothing  ! 99 

After  the  usual  round  of  loyal  and  patriotic  toasts,  Mr.  Merripall 
called  the  attention  of  the  brethren  to  the  standing  toast  of  the  day. 

“ Iligh  Cockolorums  and  gentlemen  ! ’Tis  easy  to  say  f Uve  and 
leí  Uve V but  if  everybody  were  to  live  we  must  clie.  Life  is  short. 
I wish  — present  company  alivays  exceptad  — it  "ivas  as  short  as  my 
specch  ! The  grim  tyrant  !” 

Verbum  sal.  ; and  there  rose  a cheer  loud  enough  to  have  made 
Deatli  demand  what  meant  those  noisy  doings  at  his  door. 

“ Silence,  gentlemen,  for  a duet  from  brothers  Hatband  and 
Stiflegig.” 

liad  toast-master  l'uule  1 bespoke  the  attention  of  the  Guildhall 


3 This  ominent  professor,  whose  sobriquet  is  “ Lungs having  to  sliout  tlie 
health  of  u the  three  present  Consuls  ” at  iny  Lonl  ÍNlayor's  fea&t,  proclaimed  the 
health  of  the  u Three  Per  Cent.  Cotisols.” 
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grandees  for  the  likc  musical  treat  from  Messrs.  Gog  and  Magog,  we 
should  hardly  llave  been  more  surprised.  Mr.  Bosky  looked  the  in- 
carnation  of  incredulity.  After  a few  preliminavy  openings  and 
shuttings  of  the  eyes  and  mouth,  similar  to  those  of  a wooden 
Scaramouch  when  we  pulí  the  wires,  Brothers  Hatband  and  Stiflegig 
began  (chromaiique), 


Hatband.  When  poor  mutes  and  sextons  have  nothing  to  do, 

What  should  we  do,  brother  ? 

Stiflegig.  Look  very  blue! 

Hatband.  Gravediggers  too  ? 

Stiflegig.  Sigh  “ malheureux  l ” 

Hatband.  Funerals  few  ? 

Stiflegig.  Put  on  the  screw  ! 

Hatband.  But  when  fevers  flourish  of  bright  scarlet  hue, 

What  should  we  do,  brother  ? 

Stiflegig.  Dance  fillalloo  ! 

Hatband.  When  blows  the  north-east,  and  grim  death  stalks  abroad, 

What  should  we  do  ? 

Stifleoio.  Eat  and  drink  like  a lord! 

Hatband.  When  rages  cholera  ? 

Stiflegig.  Sing  tol  lol  lera ! 

Hatband.  Colds  and  catarrhs? 

Stiflegig.  Bless  lucky  stars  ! 

Hatband.  When  the  bell  tolls? 

Stiflegig.  Repico ish  our  bowls  1 

13otu  JBleak  winter  to  us  is  a jolly  trump  card, 

j And  a fine  hot  May  makes  a fat  churchyard  ! 

Stiflegig.  Should  all  the  world  die,  what  the  deuce  should  we  do  i 

Hatband.  I '11  bury  you,  brother  I 

Stiflegig.  IMl  bury  you  ! 

Hatband.  I MI  lay  you  out. 

Stiflegig.  No  doubt ! no  doubt! 

Hatband.  I MI  make  your  shroud. 

Stiflf>gig.  You  do  ine  proud  ! 

Hatband.  1 MI  tu  ni  the  screw. 

Stiflegig.  The  same  to  you  ! 

Hatband.  When  you  're  past  ailing, 

1 MI  knock  a nail  in  ! 

Last  of  the  quorum, 

Ultimus  Cockolorum  1 

When  you  ’re  all  dead  and  buried,  zooks  ! what  shall  l do  ? 
'Ín/h '¡Ulwrul3 } Si n g Hi8h  Cockolorum,  and  dance  fillalloo  ! 


“ Gentlemen,”  said  Mr.  Merripall,  again  rising,  “ all  charged  ? 
MuUigrum's  Pili  / " 

Doctor  Dose,  a disciple  of  that  art  which  is  founded  in  con]ecture 
and  improved  by  murder,  returned  tlianks  on  the  part  of  Messrs. 
Mulligrum,  Thorogonimble  and  Co.  It  was  a proud  day  for  the 
pill ; which  through  good  report  and  evil  report  had  worked  its 
wuy,  and  fulfílled  bis  predictions  that  it  would  take  and  be  takcn. 
lie  would  not  nsk  the  Cockolorums  to  swallow  one.  — Ilere  the  t\vo 
mutes  made  horribly  wry  faces,  and  shook  their  heads,  as  mucli  as 
to  say  it  would  be  of  very  lili  le  use  if  he  did.  — It  was  suílicient  that 
the  pill  bore  the  stamp  of  their  approbation,  and  the  government 
three-halfpenny  one ; and  lie  begged  to  add,  that  all  pills  witliout 
the  latter,  and  the  initials  of  Mulligrum,  Thorogonimble,  and  Dose, 
were  counterfeits. 
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The  table  sparkled  with  wit.  Mr.  Merripall  cracked  his  walnuts 
and  jokes,  and  was  furiously  facetious  on  Mr.  Rasp,  a rough  dia- 
mond,  who  stood,  or  rather  sat  his  horse-play  raillery  with  dignified 
composure.  But  Lumber  Troopers 1 are  men,  and  llalph  Rasp  was 
a past  colonel  of  that  aneient  and  honourable  corps.  He  grew  more 
rosy  about  the  gills,  and  discharged  sundry  short  coughs  and  hyste- 
rical  chuckles,  that  betokened  a speedy  ebullition.  His  preliminary 
remark  merely  liinted  that  no  gentleman  would  think  of  firing  olF 
Joe  Millers  at  the  Lumber  Troop: — Ergo,  Mr.  Merripall  was  no 
gentleman.  The  comical  coffin-maker  quietly  responded  that  the 
troop  was  a nut  which  everybody  was  at  liberty  to  crack  for  tlie  sake 
of  the  kernel / A quip  that  induced  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Hatband  a 
loud  laugh,  while  tac  more  sombre  features  of  brother  Stiflegig  vo- 
lunteered  convulsions,  as  if  they  had  been  acted  upon  by  a galvanic 
battery.  Mr.  Rasp  coolly  reminded  Mr.  Merripall  that  the  grapes 
were  sour,  Brother  Pledge  having  black-balled  him.  This  drew 
forth  a retort  courteous,  delivered  with  provoking  serenity,  that  the 
fiction  of  the  hall  carne  most  opportunely  from  a gentleman  who  had 
always  three  blue  anes  at  everybody's  Service ! The  furnace  that 
glowed  in  Mr.  Rasp’s  two  eyes,  and  the  heavings  of  his  bosom  dis- 
covered  the  volcano  that  burned  beneatli  his  black  vclvct  vest.  His 
waistband  seemed  ready  to  burst.  Never  before  did  he  look  so  be- 
licose!  Now  Mr.  Bosky,  who  loved  fun  much,  but  liarmony  more, 
thinking  the  joke  had  been  carried  quite  far  enough,  threw  in  a 
conciliatory  word  by  way  of  soothing  angry  feelings,  which  so  won 
the  Lumber  Trooper’s  natu rally  kind  heart  that  he  rose  from  his 
seat. 

“ Brother  Merripall,  you  are  a cliartered  libertine,  and  enjoy  the 

Ímvilege  of  saying  what  you  will.  But  — but  you  were  a liUlc  too 
íard  upon  the  troop  — indeed  you  were!  My  grandfather  was  a 
Lumber  Trooper  — my  fatlier,  too  — you  knew  my  Jather,  Marma- 
duke  Merripall." 

u And  I knew  a right  honourable  man  ! And  I know  another  right 

honourable  man,  my  very  good  frietid,  his  son  ! And — but " 

’Tis  an  oíd  saying  and  a true  one,  that  adversity  tries  fViends.  So 
does  a momentary  quarrel,  or,  what  is  more  germane  to  our  present 
purpose,  a mischievous  badinage,  in  which  great  wits,  and  small 
ones  too,  will  occasionally  indulge.  Mr.  Merripall  had  been  wont — 
good  naturedly  ! — to  rnake  Mr.  Rasp  his  butt ; who,  though  he  was 
quite  big  enough  for  one,  sometimes  feit  the  sharp  arrows  of  the 


1 This  club  was  originally  held  at  the  Gentleman  and  Porter , New-street  Square, 
aml  the  Eayle  and  Child , Shoe  Lañe.  The  members  were  an  atckward  squad  to 
the  redoubtable  City  Trained  Banda.  It  being  found  double  liawirdous  to  trust 
any  one  of  them  with  a pinch  of  powder  in  his  cartouch-box,  and  the  points  of  their 
bayonets  not  unfrequently  coming  in  sanguinary  contact  with  eaeh  other’s  noses 
and  eyes,  their  mvakeis  were  prudently  changed  for  tobáceo  pipes,  and  their  car - 
touches  for  papera  of  right  Virginia.  The  privileges  of  the  Lumber  Trooper  are 
great  and  tnauifold.  He  may  sleep  on  any  bulk  not  already  occupied  ; he  may 
knock  down  any  watchman,  provided  the  watchumn  does  not  knock  him  down 
first  ; and  he  is  not  obliged  to  walk  lióme  straight,  if  he  be  tipsv.  ^ The  troop  are 
supported  by  Dacchus  and  Ceres  ; their  crest  is  an  Owl\  the  shicdd  is  charged  with 
a Punch  Hotel  between  a moon , a star , and  a lantern.  The  punch  is  to  drink,  and 
the  moon  and  star  are  to  light  them  home,  or,  for  luek  of  either,  the  lantern . Their 
motto  is,  In  Nocla  Lalatnur . 
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comical  coffin-maker's  wit  a thorn  in  his  “ too — too  solid  flesh."  The 
troop  -vvas  his  tender  point. 

“And  wlio  has  not  his  tender  point?"  said  Mr.  Bosky,  “except 
the  man  that  caught  coid  of  his  own  heart,  and  died  of  it !" 

Thehand  of  Mr.  Rasp  was  instantly  stretched  forth,  and  met  more 
than  halfway  by  that  of  Mr.  Merripall. 

“ Rrotber,"  said  the  presidenta  “ let  me  make  amends  to  the  troop 
by  requesting  yon  Avill  propose  me  as  a member.  Only,"  and  he 
shot  a sly  glance  from  his  comical  eye,  “ save  me  from  the  balls, 
black  and  blue,  of  that  Presbyterian  pawnbroker.  Posthumus  Pledge 
of  Pye-corner  ” 

Mr.  Rasp  promised  to  comply,  and  moreover  to  set  fortli  his 
friendo  military  prowess  to  the  best  advantage. 

“ I think,"  said  he,  “ your  división  stormed  the  Press-yard,  and 
captured  the  whipping-post,  during  the  Loyal  Aldersgate  Street  Vo- 
lunteer  campaigning  in  1805." 

“ Right,  brother  Ralph,"  replied  the  comical  coffin-maker ; “and 
Avilen  tíie  Finsbury  awkwardsquad  routed  your  left  Aving  in  the  City 
Road,  and  yon  all  ran  helter-skelter  into  the  boiled  buttock  of  beef 
8hop  in  the  Oíd  Bailey,  Ave  valiant  sharp-shooters  protected  your 
flank,  and  covered  your  inglorious  retreat ! " And  he  entertained 
the  company  Avith  this  appropriate  recitation  : — 

When  all  were  in  alarms, 

(Boney  threat’ning  to  invade  us,) 

And  (“  See  tlie  Conquering  Itero  comes  ! ’') 

General  Wheeler,  general  dealer 
ln  coftee,  treacle,  tea,  tobáceo,  plums, 

Snuff,  sugar,  spices,  at  Wholesale  prices. 

And  figs — (which,  ’s  life ! 

At  Fife 

He  sokl  in  drums  !) — 

Would  up  and  down  parade  us, 

Aud  cry,  “ Present  / 11  and  “ Shoulder  arms!” 

When  pert  apprentices,  God  bless  us! 

And  tailors  did  address,  and  dress  us, 

Witli  “Stand  at  case/1'  (up  to  your  knees 
In  mud  and  mire)  “Make  reai/y  ! Pire  ! " 

Singeing  the  curls  of  Moses  Muggs,  Fsquire — 

A Briton,  hot  for  fight  and  lame, 

Burning  to  give  the  foes  of  Bull 

Their  belly-full, 

Limp’d  forth — but  no  admission  ! — he  was  lame, 

“ Lame  !"  cried  the  Briton  ; “ zouuds  ! I say, 

I carne  to  fight,  and  not  to  run  away  ! ” 

“ The  red-coat,"  continued  Mr.  Merripall,  “has  no  visión  beyond 
1 eya:  right  /*  He  Avould  march  till  doomsday,  unless  commanded  to 
liált,  and  everlastingly  maintain  the  same  poker-like  position,  if  the 
Avord  Avere  not  given  him  to  stand  at  ease.  He  goes  forth  to  kill  at 
a great  rate,"  (£)r.  Dosc  pricked  up  his  ears,)  Ci  and  be  killcd  at  a 
símil  l rate  per  cliem,”  (the  mutes  looked  glum,)  “ carrying  into  battle 
a heart  of  oak,  and  out  of  it  a tirnber  toe ! " 

“ Our  visiters  ” was  the  next  toast. 

“ Gentlemen,"  said  the  President,  “ Ave  cannot  afford  the  expensive 
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luxury  of  drinking  your  liealths ; but  we  sincerely  join  in  ‘my  ser- 
vice  to  y ou/ ” 

Here  Dr.  Dose  passed  over  to  us  his  hox  — not  for  a pinch > but  a 
pul!  which  pill,  thougli  we  might  drink,  we  declined  to  sivallow . 
Mr.  Rasp  was  in  high  íeather,  and  plled  the  four  teetotallers  very 
liberally  with  wine.  Seeing  the  comical  coffin-maker  in  committee 
with  his  two  mutes,  he  chirruped  joyously. 


Mr.  Chairman,  I *11  thauk  you  uot 
Thus  to  keep  the  wine  in  the  pound; 

Hetter  by  half  a cannon  shot 

Stop  than  the  bottle  ! — so  push  it  round. 

Summer  is  past,  and  the  chilling  blast 
Of  winter  fades  the  red  red  rose; 

But  wine  sheds  perfume,  and  its  purple  bloom 
All  the  year  round  like  the  ruby  glows  i 

Fill  what  you  like,  but  drink  what  you  fill, 
Though  it  must  be  a bumper,  a bumper,  or  nil. 
Water  congeals  in  frost  and  snows, 

But  summer  and  winter  the  red  wine  flows  ! 

Now,  my  Cockolorums,  for  u volley  in  platoons ! 


Chorus. 


, The  blossoms  fall,  and  the  leaves  are  sear, 

J And  merry  merry  Christmas  will  soon  be  here ; 


"I  i wish  you,  gentles,  a happy  new  year, 
^ A pocket  full  of  money,  and  a barrel  fi 


money,  ; 


full  of  beer ! 


A messenger  arrived  with  a despatcli  for  Mr.  Merripall,  announ- 
cing  the  demise  of  Alderman  Callipash.  There  was  an  immediate 
movement  on  the  part  of  the  mutes. 

“ Gentlemen,”  said  the  president,  “ no  such  violent  hurry ; the 
alderman  will  wait  for  us.  Our  parting  toast  first  — The  Dance  of 
Death  ! Come,  brother  Crape,  strike  up  the  tune,  and  lead  the  ca- 
rant” 

Mr.  Crape  practised  an  introductory  caper,  in  the  process  of  which 
lie  kicked  the  shins  of  one  Cockolorum,  trod  upon  the  gouty  toe  of 
another,  and  then  led  oíF,  the  club  keeping  the  figure  with  becoming 
gravity,  and  chanting  in  full  chorus  : 

Undertakers,  hand  in  hand, 

Are  a jovial  merry  band  ; 

Tho'  their  looks  are  lamentable. 

And  their  outward  man  is  sable, 

Who  on  this  side  Charon’s  ferry 
Are  so  blythe  as  those  tbat  bury  ? 

Hark  ! liark  ! the  Parish  Clerk 
Tunes  bis  pitch-pipe  for  a lark  ! 

As  we  gaily  trio  along 

Booms  the  belTs  deep,  dull  ding-dong  ! 

Freaking,  screeking,  out  of  breath, 

Thus  we  dance  the  Dance  of  Death  ! 


The  cricket  cries,  the  owl  it  hoots, 
Music  meet  for  dancing  mutes  ! 
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When  burns  brightly  blue  the  taper, 

Sextons,  'ti s your  time  to  caper. 

Now  our  song  and  dance  are  done, 

Home  we  basten  every  one. 

Messrs.  Crape,  Crambo,  Sable,  Shovelton,  Hatband,  and  Stiflegig 
joined  a pleasant  party  outside  of  a hearse  that  liad  been  doing  duty 
in  the  neighbourhood  ; and  an  empty  mourning-coacli  accommodatcd 
Mr.  Rasp,  Mr.  Bíuemould,  Dr.  Dose,  and  Professor  Nogo.  Mr. 
Furnisli,  and  a few,  lieated  with  wine,  took  water  ; but  as  the  moon 
had  just  emerged  from  behind  a black  cloud,  and  shone  with  mild 
lustre,  we  preferred  walking,  particularly  with  the  j ocular  compa- 
nionship  of  Mr.  Hosky  and  Mr.  Merripall.  And  Deatlfs  door  was 
closed  for  the  night. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

IIad  we  been  inclined  to  superstition,  what  a supernatural  treat 
had  been  the  discourse  of  Mr.  Merripall ! His  tales  of  “ goblins 
damned  ” were  terrible  enougli  to  llave  bristled  up  our  hair  till  it 
lifted  our  very  hats  off  our  very  heads.  His  reminiscences  of  resur- 
rection  men  1 were  extensive  and  curious  ; he  knew  their  “ wlicre- 
abouts  ” for  ten  miles  round  London.  We  mean  not  to  insinúate 
that  Mr.  Merripall  had  any  share  in  bringing  his  departed  customers 
to  light  again.  He  was  a virtuoso,  and  his  cabinet  comprised  a 
choice  collection  of  the  veritable  cords  on  which  the  most  notorious 
crimináis  had  made  their  transit  from  this  world  to  the  next.  He 
was  rich  in  mendacious  caligraphy.  Malefactors  of  liberal  edil  catión 
obligingly  favoured  him  with  autograph  confessions,  and  affection- 
ate  epistles  full  of  penitence  and  piety ; while  the  less  learned  con- 
descendingly  affixed  contrite  crosses  to  any  document  that  auto- 
graplimania  might  suggest.  The  lion  of  his  library  was  an  illus- 
trated  copy  of  the  Newgate  Calendar,  or  New  Drop  Miscellany,  and 
round  his  study  its  principal  heroes  liung — in  frames ! lie  boasted 
of  having  shaken  by  the  liand  — an  honour  of  which  Oíd  Bailey 
amateurs  are  proudly  emulous — all  the  successful  candidates  for  the 
Debtors*  Door  for  tliese  lasttwenty  years ; and  wlien  IMr.  Bosky  de- 
clared  that  he  had  never  saluted  a dying  felón  with  “My  decir  sirf  " 
coveted  his  acquaintance,  and  craved  his  autograph,  he  sighed 
deeply  for  the  Laureaos  want  of  taste,  grew  pensive  for  about  a 
second,  and  then,  as  if  suddenly  recollecting  himself,  exclaimed, 

“ Gentlemen,  we  are  but  a stone's  throw  from  the  Owl  and  Ivy 
Busli,  where  a society  called f The  Blinkers  ' hold  their  nightly  reveis : 
it  will  well  repny  your  curiosity  to  step  in  and  take  a peep  at  tliem. 


1 Tworesurrection  men  stumbling  overa  fellow  riend  drunk  in  the  kennel,  bngrjcd , 
and  bore  him  away  to  a certain  anatomist.  The  prívate  bell  gave  a low  tinkle,  the 
side-door  down  a dark  court  opened  noiselessly,  tlie  sack  was  emptied  of  its  contents 
into  the  cellar,  and  the  fee  paid  down.  In  an  hour  or  two  after,  the  same  cere- 
mony  (the  snbject  buin^  really  defunct)  was  repeated.  The  bell  sounded  a third 
time,  and  the  anatomical  charnel-house  reccived  another  inmate.  The  tippler, 
having  now  slept  off  his  liquor*  began  to  grope  about,  and  iiuding  all  dark,  and 
himself  he  knew  not  where,  bellowed  lustily.  This  was  just  as  the  door  was 
closing  on  the  resurrection  men,  who  heing  asked  what  should  be  done  with  the 
noisy  fellow,  answered  coolly,  “ Kccp  him  lili  yon  want  him!” 
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Tbeir  president  lias  one  cyc  permanently  shut,  and  the  otlier  par- 
tially  open;  the  vice  has  two  open  eyes,  blinking  f like  winkin’;  all 
the  members  are  more  or  less  somnífero us  ; and  though  none  of 
them  are  allowed  to  fall  fast  asleep  at  the  club,  it  is  contrary  to  eti- 
quette  to  be  wide  awake.  Their  conversation  is  coníined  to  mono- 
syllables,  their  talk,  like  their  tobáceo,  being  short-cut.  Tlieir  three 
cheers  are  three  yawns ; they  sit  round  the  table  with  their  eycs 
sliut,  and  their  moutlis  open,  the  gape,  or  gap,  being  filled  up  with 
their  pipes,  from  which  rise  clouds  of  smoke  that  make  their  red 
noses  look  like  lighted  lamps  in  a fog.  To  the  Reverend  Nehemiah 
Nosebags,  their  chaplain,  I owe  the  honour  of  becoming  a member  ; 
for  happening  to  sit  under  bis  proboscis  and  pulpit,  my  jaws  went 
through  sueli  a gaping  exercise  at  bis  soporific  word  of  command, 
that  he  proposed  me  as  a highly  promising  probationer,  and  my 
election  was  carried  amidst  an  unanimous  chorus  of  yawns/* 

“ Iiere,**  exclaimed  Mr.  Bosky,  “ \s  the  Owl  and  Ivy  Bush.** 

^No,”  rejoined  IMr.  Merripall,  “ *tis  the  Three  Jolly  Trumpeters. 
On  the  opposite  side  of  the  way  is  the  Owl  and  Ivy  Bush.** 

Mr.  Bosky  gazed  at  the  sign,  and  then,  with  no  small  degree  of 
wonderment,  at  Mr.  Merripall.  The  Laureat  of  Little  Britain  looked 
signs  and  wonders ! 

“ I ’ll  take  my  affidavit  to  the  Owl ! *'  raising  his  eye-glass  to  the 
solemn  bird  that  winkcd  wickedly  beneath  a ncwly-varnished  cauli- 
flower-wig  of  white  paint ; “ and  though  the  Ivy  Bush  looks  inuch 
more  like  a birch  broom,  it  looks  still  less  like  a Jolly  Trumpeter." 

“ Egad,  you  *re  right ! **  said  the  comical  coffin-maker  ; “ though, 
to  my  visión,  it  seems  as  if  both  houses  liad  changed  places  since  I 
last  saw  them/* 

The  contents  of  a brace  of  black  bottles  flowing  under  Mr.  Merri- 
pall's  satín  waistcoat,  and  their  fumes  ascending  to  what  lay  within 
the  circuraference  of  his  best  beaver,  might.  possibly  account  for  this 
phenomenon. 

“ Hollo ! ” cried  the  comical  coffin-maker,  as  an  uproarious  cheer 
and  the  knocking  of  knuckles  upon  the  tables  proclaimed  inerry 
doings  at  the  Owl  and  Ivy  Bush,  “ the  Blinkers  were  not  wont  to 
be  so  boisterous.  What  a riotsome  rattle ! — hark  ! ** 

And  the  following  chorus  resounded  through  the  Owl  and  Ivy 
Bush : — 

We’re  jovial,  happy,  and  gay,  boys ! 

We  rise  with  the  nioon,  which  is  surely  full  soon, 

Sing  with  the  owl,  our  tutelar  fowl, 

Laugh  and  joke  at  your  go-to-bed  folk, 

Never  tliiuk — but  what  we  shall  drink, 

Never  care — but  on  what  we  shall  fare, — 

Turning  the  night  into  day,  boys  1 

“ What  think  you  of  that , Mr#  Merripall  ? *'  said  the  Laureat  of 
Little  Britain. 

We  entered  the  room,  and  a company  more  completely  wide 
awake  it  was  never  our  good  fortune  to  behold. 

“ Surely/*  whispered  Mr.  Bosky,  “ that  vociferous  gentleman  in 
the  cliair  can  never  be  your  one-eye-shut-and-the-other-lialf-open 
president,  ñor  he  at  the  bottom  of  the  table,  with  his  organs  of  visión 
fixed  like  the  wooden  Highlandcr*s  that  stands  sentry  over  * Snuff 
and  Tobacco/  your  blinking  vice." 
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Mr.  Merripall  looked  incredulus  odi , and  would  have  made  a ca- 
pital study  for  Tam  O’Shanter. 

€€  llave  the  kindness  t o introduce  me  to  the  Rev.  Nehemiah  Nose- 
bags,"  said  Mr.  Boslcy,  again  addressing  his  mu  te  and  mystified 
companion. 

“ Why  not  ask  me  to  trot  out  the  Pope  ? ” replied  the  somewliat 
crotchety  and  comical  coffin-maker. 

A peal  of  laughter  and  huzzas  echoed  from  the  twin  tavern  over 
the  way,  and  at  the  same  moraent  mine  host,  wlio  was  very  like  a 
China  joss,  puffed  up  stairs,  looking  as  wild  as  “a  wilderness  of 
monkeys,”  with  the  astounding  news  that  a trick  had  been  played 
upon  himself  and  brotlier  publican  by  Lord  Larkinton,  Sir  Frcderick 
Fitzfun,  and  the  Ilonourable  Colonel  Frolick,  who  had  taken  the 
liberty  of  transposing  their  respective  signs.  Henee  a straggling 
party  of  the  Peep  o*  day  Boys,  whose  proper  location  was  the  Three 
Jolly  Trumpeters,  had  intruded  into  the  taciturnity  and  tobáceo  of 
the  Owl  and  Ivy  Bush.  This  unravellcd  the  cross  purposes  that  at 
one  time  seemed  to  cali  in  question  the  “ mens  sana  m corpore  sano  ” 
of  Mr.  Merripall. 

“ Many  men,”  addressing  Mr.  Bosky,  as  they  .jogged  out  of  the 
Three  Jolly  Trumpeters,  u like  to  enjoy  a reputation  which  they  do 
not  deserve  ; but  ” — here  Mr.  Merripall  looked  scrious,  and  in  right 
earnest — <f  to  be  thought  tipsy,  my  good  friend,  without  having  had 
the  gratification  of  getting  so,  is, 

1 Say  what  men  will,  a pill 
Bitter  to  swallow,  and  bard  of  digestion.,  ” 

And  the  Laureat  of  Littlc  Britain  fully  agreed  with  the  axiom  so 
pertinaciously  and  poetically  laid  down  by  the  comical  cofíin-maker. 

The  three  practical  jokers  now  emerged  from  their  ambush  to 
takc  a more  active  part  in  the  sports.  With  the  Peep  o*  day  Boys 
they  would  have  stood  no  chance,  for  each  member  carried  in  his 
hand  an  executive  fist,  to  which  the  noble  tricksters  were  loth  to 
cotton,  for  fear  of  being  worsted.  Lord  Larkinton  led  the  van  up 
the  stairs  of  the  Owl  and  Ivy  Bush,  and  dashing  among  the  Blinkers, 
selected  their  president  for  his  partner ; Colonel  Frolick  patronisecl 
the  vice ; and  Sir  Frederick  Fitzfun  made  choice  of  the  Rev.  Nehe- 
miah Nosebags.  The  rest  of  the  club  were  arranged  to  dance  in 
pairs, — a very  stout  member  with  a very  lean  one,  and  a very  short 
one  with  a very  tall  one, — so  that  there  was  variety,  without  being 
charming.  Each  danccd  with  his  pipe  in  his  mouth.  It  was  no 
pipe  no  dance. 

They  led  off  in  full  puflf,  dancing  about,  upon,  and  on  all-fours 
under  the  tables.  The  fire-irons  were  coníided  to  a musical  brother, 
with  instructions  to  imítate  the  triangles;  and  as  the  company 
danced  round  the  room,  — the  room,  returning  the  compliment, 
danced  round  them. 

The  club  having  been  capered  within  an  indi  of  their  lives.  Lord 
Larkinton  begged  Mr.  Bopeep  to  favour  them  with  Jim  Crow,  con- 
senting  to  waive  the  jump  obligato,  in  consideraron  of  his  previous 
exertions.  But  he  must  sing  it  in  character;  and  in  the  absence  of 
lamp-black  and  charcoal,  the  corles  were  burnt,  to  enable  Sir  Frede- 
rick Fitzfun  and  Colonel  Frolick  (my  Lord  holding  his  partner’s 
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physiognomy  between  his  palms  like  a vicc — the  vice  aml  Mr.  Nose- 
bags looking  ruefully  on)  to  transform  Mr.  Bopeep  into  a negro 
choristcr.  His  sable  toilet  being  completed,  the  president  opened 
with  “ Jim  Crotv  but  his  memory  failing,  he  got  into  Sich  a gil- 
tin * up  stairs.”  At  fault  again,  he  introdúced  the  “ Last  rose  of  sum- 
mcr”  then  “ The  boaty  roms,”  “ Four-und-tiventy  Jiddlers  a//  qf  a 
rom  ” “ Oíd  Rose  and  hutn  the  bellows  ” Ci  Blow  high,  blviv  low,” 
“ Thrce  Tooley  Street  Tuilurs”  “ By  the  deep  Jiine”  “ I knqtv  a 
bank”  and  Yon  musí  not  sham  Ahraham  Ncwland,” — all  of  which  he 
sang  to  the  same  tune,  “Jim  Crom”  being  the  musical  bed  of  tor- 
ture to  which  he  clongated  or  curtailed  them.  As  an  accompaniment 
to  this  odd  medley,  the  decanters  and  tumblers  flew  about  i n all  di- 
rections,  some  escaping  out  at  window,  others  irradiating  the  floor 
with  their  glittering  particles.  Colonel  Frolick,  brandishing  a poker, 
stood  before  the  last  half  inch  of  a once  resplendent  mirror  contem- 
plating  his  handiwork  and  mustaches,  and  ready  to  begin  upon 
the  gold  frame.  Every  square  of  crown  glass  having  been  beaten 
out,  and  every  hat’s  crown  beaten  in.  Lord  Larkinton  politely  asked 
the  Rev.  Nehemiah  Nosebags  to  crown  all  with  a song.  The  chap- 
lain,  looking  as  melancholy  as  the  last  bumper  in  a bottle  before  it  ’s 
buzzed,  snuífled  in  a Tabernacle  twang, 

“ Tlie-e  bir-ird  that  si-ings  in  yo-on-(ler  ca-age.” 

“Make  your  bird  sing  a little  more  lively/'  shouted  my  Lord, 
“ or  we  shan*t  get  out  of  the  cage  to-night ! " 

Many  a truc  word  spoken  in  jest ; for  mine  host,  thinking  his 
Lordship's  next  joke  might  be  to  unroof,  batter  down,  or  set  fire  to 
the  Owl  and  Ivy  Bush,  rushed  into  the  roorn  inarshalling  a posse  of 
the  pólice,  when  a battle  roj'al  ensued,  and  sconces  and  truncheons, 
scraping  acquaintance  with  each  other,  made  “a  ghostly  rattle/' 
Hisappointed  of  ]\Ir.  Nosebags*  stave,  and  having  no  relish  for  tliose 
of  the  constables,  we  stole  away,  leaving  Colonel  Frolick  beating  a 
tattoo  on  some  dozen  of  oil-skin  hats  ; Lord  Larkinton  and  Sir  Fre- 
derick  Fitzfun  pushing  forward  the  affrighted  Bopeep  and  his 
brethren  to  bear  the  brunt  of  the  fray  ; an  intolerable  din  of  scream- 
ing  shouting  servants,  ostlers  and  helpers ; and  the  barking  of  a 
kennel  of  curs,  as  if  “ the  dogs  of  three  parishes  *’  had  been  congre- 
gated  and  let  loose  to  swell  the  turmoil. 

“ The  sons  of  care  are  always  sons  of  night.'*  Those  to  whom  the 
world's  beauteous  garden  is  a cheerless  desert  hide  their  sorrows  in 
its  friendly  obscurity,  If  in  one  quarter  the  sliout  of  revelry  is 
heard,  as  the  sensualist  reels  from  his  bacchanalian  banquet, — in  an- 
other,  the  low  moan  of  destitution  and  misery  startles  night’s  deep 
silence,  as  they  retire  to  some  bulk  or  doorway  to  seek  that  repose 
which  seldom  lights  but  on  lids  unsullied  with  a tear.”  We  had 
parted  with  our  merry  companions,  and  were  hastening  lióme ward, 
when,  passing  by  one  of  those  unsightly  pauper  prison-houses  that 
shame  and  deface  our  land,  we  beheld  a solitary  light  flickering  be- 
fore a high  narrow  casement,  the  grated  bars  of  which  told  a mourn- 
ful  tale,  that  the  following  plaintive  melody,  sang  with  heart-search- 
ing  pathos  too  truly  confirmed: — 

A wand’rer,  tho*  houseless  and  friendless  I roam. 

Ah  ! slranger,  I once  knew  the  sweets  of  a home  ; 
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The  world  promised  fair,  and  its  prospects  were  bright, 

My  pillow  was  peace,  and  i woke  to  delight. 

Do  you  know  what  it  is  from  loved  kindred  to  part  ? 

The  sting  of  the  scorpion  to  feel  in  your  heart? 

To  hear  the  deep  groan  of  an  agonised  sire  ? 

To  see,  broken-hearted,  a mother  expire  ? 

To  hear  bitter  mockings  an  answer  to  prayer? 

Scorn  pointing  behind,  and  before  thee  despair  ! — 

To  hunger  a prey,  and  to  passion  a slave, — 

No  horae  but  the  outcast's,  no  rest  but  the  grave  ! 

To  feel  your  brain  wander,  as  reason's  faint  beam 
lllumines  the  dark,  frenzied,  sorrowful  dream  ; 

The  present  and  past ! — See!  the  moon  she  rides  higher 
In  mild  tranquil  beauty,  and  shoots  sparks  of  fire ! 

The  music  ceased,  tlie  pauper-prison  door  opened,  and  a gentle 
tremulous  voice,  addressing  anotlier,  was  heard  to  say,  íC  Tend  her 
kindly — my  purse  shall  be  yours,  and,  what  is  of  far  higher  import, 
though  less  valued  liere,  God's  lioliest  blessing.  Evcry  inmute  of 
these  gloomy  walls,  where,  like  the  infernal  regions,  hope  never 
enters,  has  a claim  upon  your  sympathy  ; but  this  hapless  being  de- 
mands  the  niost  watchful  solicitude.  She  is  a bruised  reed  bowed 
down  by  the  tempest, — a heart  betrayed  and  bleeding, — a brow 
scathed  by  the  lightning  of  lieaven  I I entered  upon  this  irksoirie 
duty  but  to  mitígate  the  cruel  hardships  that  insolent  authority  im- 

foses  upon  the  desoíate  and  oppressed.  Witli  my  associates  in  office 
wage  an  unequal  warfare ; but  my  humble  efforts,  aided  by  yours, 
may  do  much  to  alleviate  sufferings  that  we  cannot  entirely  remo  ve. 
She  has  lucid  intervals,  when  the  drcadful  truth  flashes  upon  her 
raind.  Smooth,  then,  the  pillow  for  her  burning  brow,  bind  up  her 
broken  heart,  and  the  gracious  Power  that  inflicts  this  just  but  aw- 
ful  retribution  will  welcome  you  as  an  ángel  of  mercy,  when  mcrcy, 
and  mercy  onli/,  shall  be  your  passport  to  his  presence  ! Good 
night.” 

The  door  closed,  and  the  speaker — unseeing,  but  not  unseen — hur- 
ried  away.  It  was  Unele  Timothy  ! 

Bulky  as  a walrus,  and  as  brutal,  out-frogging  the  frog  in  the 
fable,  an  over-fed,  stolid,  pudding-crammed  libel  upon  humanity, 
sailing  behind  his  double  chin,  and  witli  difficulty  preserving  his 
cquilibrium,  though  propped  up  by  the  brawny  arin  of  Catspaw 
Crushem,  Air.  Poor  Law  Guardian  Pinch — a hiccup  anticipating  an 
oath — connnanded  us  to  is  move  on.,> 

Addressing  his  relieving  officer,  he  stammered  out,  cu  passant , 
“ Hark  'e,  Catspawr,  don’t  forget  to  report  that  crazy  wagrant  to 
the  Board  to-morrow.  We  TI  try  whether  coid  water,  a dark  crib, 
and  a straiglit  jacket  won’t  spoil  her  caterwauling.  The  cretur 
grows  quite  obstroperous  upon  our  gruel! ' (! ! !) 

O Ertgland.f  merrie  Englund! 

Once  nurse  of  thriving  men  ; 

I 've  learn'd  to  look  on  many  tliings 
With  other  eyes  since  then  / 
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N the  calm  voutine  in  which  my  life  has  passed, 
every  succeeding  morrow  being  the  very  counter- 
part  of  the  preceding  day,  so  few  incidents  and 
objects  have  occurred  to  mark  the  progress  of 
time,  that  I still  entertain  but  a very  indistmct  im- 
prcssion  that  I am  an  oíd  man. 

Transplanted  from  school  to  the  counting-house, 
I have  there  taken  root  and  (thank  Ileaven  !)  flou- 
rished ; laid  up,  as  it  were,  from  the  launch  in 
sinooth  water,  and  ncvcr  buíFeted  about  by  the 
“ pelting  and  pitiless  storm  ” which  thousands  en- 
eounter  in  the  troubled  oeean  of  the  world,  and 
where,  alas!  some  are  early  wrecked,  and  many 
shattered  and  disabled. 

I am,  indeed,  like  a new  guinea  “ laid  up  in  la- 
vender  ” by  some  careful  spinster,  the  date  of  its 
mintage  indubitably  proving  the  age,  which  its 
perfeet  impression  und  pristine  brightness  almost 
belie. 

To  the  same  non-circulation  in  the  world  do  I 
attribute  my  vague  feelings  of  youthfulness  ; for  1 
have  passed  through  life  witliout  experiencing  any 
of  its  “ rubs ; ” and  whatever  years  1 may  have 
numbered  according  to  my  baptismal  register,  I am 
only  conscious  of  being  an  ola  boy. 

My  faith  in  these  consolatory  reflections  was, 
however,  rather  rudely  shaken  by  the  receipt  of  a 

^letter  from  my  oíd  acquaintance  B , (ten  years 

^ my  júnior,  Heaven  save  the  mark  !)  wherein  he 
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writes,  “ Tliat  oíd  tliief  Ckr ortos  treats  me  as  an  Eastern  despot  doth 
his  alave,  mercilessly  pulling  out  my  hairs  by  the  roots,  knocking 
out  a tooth  now  and  then  for  his  amuscmcnt,  and  dimming  my  eyes  ! 
I am  growing  very  aged,”  &c.  Now  there  was  something  inrqierti- 
nent,  nay,  personal  in  this  effusion,  and  I was  at  once  half  resolved 
to  refuse  his  invitation  to  a "rump  and  dozen"  at  the  Mitre,  the 
result  of  a bet,  or,  as  he  termed  it,  “ the  offspring  of  an  abbreviated 
Elizabeth  ; and  whcn  I reflected  for  a moment  upon  the  character  of 
the  diques  of  tavern  revellers  with  whom  he  consorted, — a jolly  set 
who,  like  himself,  had  shortened  their  days  by  lengthening  their 
nights, — I fínally  made  up  my  miiid  to  send  an  excuse,  and  escape  a 
headach. 

Poor  B ! he  was  one  of  the  wittiest,  best-natured  fellows  I 

ever  knew  ; but,  as  he  confessed  in  his  last  illness,  cc  he  had  had 
many  a bout  with  Bacchus  ; and,  although  he  had  always  manfully 
tapped  his  claret,  and  stood  up  to  hira  until  his  legs  became  groggy, 
the  wine-god  had  succeeded  in  flooring  him  at  last ! " And  he  died. 

But,  notwithstanding  the  pleasing  melancholy  I expericnce  in  re- 
cording  these  early  reminiscences,  I fear  the  digressional  garrulity 
into  which  they  llave  imperceptibly  tempted  me  to  indulge  will 
bctray  that  very  senility  which  I havc  been  so  sedulous  to  conceal 
both  from  myself  and  the  reader, — should  these  pages  hereafter,  by 
any  chance  be  honoured  by  a perusal.  I must  likewise  candidly 
confess,  spite  of  my  juvenile  feelings,  that  Time  hath  not  only 
"thinned  my  flowing  hair,"  but  mowed  the  summit  of  my  liead  so 
cióse,  that  it  presents  the  appeurancc  of  a monkish  tonsure,  or  ratlier 
it  resembles  an  ostrich  egg  adorned  with  a fringe  of  hair,  slightly, 
very  slightly  tinged  with  an  admixture  of  grey,  which  I attribute  to 
the  eflects  of  a fever  wherewith  I was  attncked  somc  ten  or  twelvc 
years  ago ! Small,  however,  as  this  capillary  hedge  is,  it  now  and 
then  requires  pruning,  and  I had  consequently  commissioned  Oíd 
Smith  to  summon  the  attendance  of  the  operator.  When  he  return- 
ed,  I observed,  although  deeply  engaged  in  my  books,  that  he  had 
some  crotchet  in  his  head  which  he  longed  to  broaeh ; for  lie  was 
more  than  usually  particular  in  his  attention  to  the  oftice-fire,  batter- 
ing  tlie  round  coals  and  stirring  them  up  so  frequently,  and  repeating 
his  visits  so  often  and  unnecessarily,  that  it  was  but  too  evident  lie 
was  watching  for  an  interval  in  my  labours  to  thrust  in  a word. 

“ Well,  Smith,"  said  I,  laying  down  my  pen,  and  taking  oíf  my 
glasses,  “ have  yon  seen  the  hair-dresser  ? ” 

" Yes,  sir,  I seed  him,"  replied  Smith,  emphatically,  "and  he  says 
he  *11  be  partic'lar  to  his  time,  I never  vos  in  his  shop  afore.  Vot 
a place  it  is  I all  brass  and  glass,  and  gilt  and  finery.  Vy,  them  'ere 
vinders  must  lia'  cost  a sight  o*  money.  And  vot  do  you  think,  sir, 
if  he  ain't  got  a rale  live  bear  a-maundering  up  and  down  in  a wire 
cage.  It  *s  a werry  little  thing,  howsomever,  compared  vith  the 
vun  as  I remember  a-going  about  the  streets  vith  a monkey  a-top  of 
its  back.  As  for  hisself,  I 'm  sure  he  *s  more  like  a hungry  hover- 
grown  gal  than  a man,  vith  his  vite  wristbands  turned  o ver  his  cuffs, 
and  his  hair  all  greased,  and  curled,  and  befrizzled,  and  his  body 
screwed  in  as  if  he  had  tied  his  apron-string  too  tight  and  choked 
hisself." 

“ Fashion  changes  everytliing,"  said  I.  " The  hair-dressers  of  the 
present  day  are  indeed  a very  diflerent  race  from  the  barbers  I re- 
member in  my  youth.  They  were  fluttering  and  swavming  about 
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the  wholc  city  of  a morning,  Sundays  and  working-days  too,  like  so 
many  butterflies,  and  their  powder-besprinkled  clotbcs  made  tliem 
appear  almost  as  downy.  Smith,  why,  you  remember  oíd  Sam  ? ” 

“To  be  sure,  sir,"  replied  he,  “and  a decent  respectable  body  he 
vos/' 

Véry,"  said  I ; “ and  he  had  fortunately  acquired  such  an  insight 
into  the  dispositious  of  his  customcrs,  that  he  knew  when  to  talk 
and  when  to  be  silent.  Poor  Sam  ! I respected  him  very  rauch." 

<c  I know'd  as  how  you  did,  or  I should  not  have  taken  the  liberty 
of  telling  him  to  cali/'  said  Smith. 

“ Who? — what,  Sam  ! Is  he  alive?  " I exclaimed,  in  surprise. 

“Al  i ve,  and  that's  all/'  replied  Smith ; “for  he  has  had  a parala- 
tic,  and  has  got  a asthma." 

“ Why,  when  did  you  see  him  ? " 

“ Let  me  see/'  said  Smith,  closing  one  eye,  and  inclining  his  head 
towards  his  lcft  shoulder, — “let  me  see;  it  vos  last  Ve’n’sday  vos  a 
veek.  It  vos  a'ter  I shut  up.  I vos  a-going  into  Honey-lane  market, 
ven  I seed  a man  a-holding  on  by  vun  o'  the  postes  at  the  córner, 
and  breathin'  partic’lar  hard.  f Young  man,'  says  he,  iu  as  civil  a 
woice  as  a Christian  could  speak,  — * young  man,'  says  he,  f vill  you 
jist  pick  up  my  stick  ? * In  course  I did  it  in  a jiffy.  ‘ Thank  ye/ 
says  he ; and  tlien,  looking  in  his  face  for  the  fust  time,  I says, 
says  I,  * Vy,  goodness  gracious  me  1 you  're  Mr.  Thorley's  barber  as 
vos.'  And  sure  as  a gun  it  vos  liira.  And  then  lie  axed  a'ter  you, 
sir  ; and  begged  me  to  present  his  dootiful  respects,  and  told  me  as 
how  he  vos  on  the  parish,  and  they  allowed  him  four  shillin*  a week  ; 
and  a great  deal  more,  poor  fellow  1 " 

“ Well  ? " 

“And  I told  him  to  cali,  as  I vos  quite  sure  as  you  'd  not  forgot- 
ten  him.  fIt's  no  disrespect/  says  he;  f but  I know  beggars  ain't 
welcome  nowhere/  " 

“That's  just  like  poor  Sam,"  said  I.  “ He  is  not  one  to  thrust 
his  troubles  upon  his  friends.  I hope  he  will  come." 

On  the  evening  of  the  third  day  after  this  communication,  Smith 
opened  the  door  of  my  room,  and  thrusting  in  his  head  and  shoul- 
ders,  inquired  if  I was  ‘ at  home.' 

“Yes,  to  be  sure,"  I replied.  “ Is  the  captain  of  the  Miranda  ar- 
rived  ? " for  I had  been  hourly  expecting  him. 

“Another  guess  person,  sir,"  said  Smith,  and  then  uddcd  iu  an 
under  tone,  “ It  ’s  the  barber,  sir.  Oíd  Sara." 

I ordered  him  to  be  admitted  immediately.  The  oíd  man  entered. 
I had  not  scen  him  for  many  ycars.  Having  gently  upbraided  him 
for  keeping  me  in  ignorance  of  bis  misfortnnes,  I ordered  him  a 
glass  of  generous  wine,  and  the  oíd  man,  warming  gradually  into 
conversation,  gave  me  the  folio wing  narrative  of  his  lile. 

THE  BARBEAS  TALE. 

I had  the  misfortune  to  be  born  handsome,  and  during  my  ap- 
prenticeship  the  ladies  woukl  have  no  one  to  dress  their  hair  but 
rae.  This  was  a mortal  offence  to  my  master,  and  a fatigue  to  me. 
How  often  have  I,  when  rushing  from  pole  to  pole,  come  in  violent 
contact  with  a brother  strap,  and,  mueh  to  the  amusement  of  the 
passers-by,  raised  a cloud  of  powder  large  enough  for  the  ambition 
of  Júpiter. 
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My  liead  was  more  profitable  to  him,  however,  than  his  original 
barber’s  pole.  I was  no  sooner  out  of  my  time,  than  his  daughter 
looking  upon  me  with  different  eyes  from  the  oíd  shaver,  actually 
oflered  me  her  hand — Jist  I should  say,  for  she  was  the  clumsiest 
creature  you  could  meet  with  in  a day's  march  — in  fact,  a chip  of 
the  oíd  block,  with  a touch  of  brimstone,  although  I looked  upon 
her  as  neither  a match  ñor  a catch.  I met  her  overtures  with  a cut- 
ting  air,  and  liaving  told  her  that  red  huir  was  my  abomination, 
she  took  affront,  and  looked  more  ugly  than  ordinary.  This  was 
tc  the  head  and  front  of  my  ofTcnding  , but  her  oíd  father  served  me 
as  he  did  the  heads  of  his  customers — he  cut  me  ! 

I was  not  long  in  procuring  another  situation  ; but  the  tax  being 
just  then  laid  on,  powdcr  almost  instantaneously  exploded.  This 
was  a blow  that  completely  annihilated  onr  puífs!  Finding  that  I 
was  more  likely  to  get  the  sack  than  to  bag  more  game,  I accepted 
the  offer  of  one  of  the  heads  of  the  Corporation  (for  I dressed  no- 
thing  but  the  heads)  to  become  his  valet.  My  fortune  T now  consi- 
dered  made.  I felt  clevated,  and  regarded  my  patrón  as  the  raiser 
of  my  falling  fortunes.  But  here,  unfortunately,  my  good  looks  lost 
me  his  countenance. 

His  lady,  twenty  years  his  júnior,  and  wlio  I believe  was  not  his 
lawful  wife,  unluckily  looked  upon  me  too  favourably.  I had  not 
been  a quarter  in  his  Service  beíore  she  prevailed  upon  him  to  in- 
crease my  wages — an  advance  to  whichl  certainly  had  no  objection  ; 
but  the  advances  she  made  me  on  her  own  private  account  í could 
not  eonscientiously  receive,  however  flattering  they  might  be;  for 
she  was  really  a very  pretty  but  vulgar  young  woman,  having  ori- 
ginally  operated  in  his  kitchen  before  she  was  elevated  to  the  par- 
lour ; and,  indeed,  the  servant  continually  peeped  through  the 
flimsy  disguise  of  the — mistress  ! 

Honesty,  they  say,  is  the  best  policy  : I have  lived  to  experience 
that  the  policy  of  assurance  is  much  better.  The  sweetest  wine 
turns  the  sooncst  to  vinegar  ; and  I soon  found  myself  in  a sad 
pickle,  and  unable  to  preserve  my  situation,  for  in  declining  a prof- 
fered  freedom  I lost  my  livery . By  this  sudden  reverse  I found  my- 
self, like  a Bartlemy  fair  tumbler,  on  my  own  hands. 
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I thought  of  my  oíd  calling;  but  I had  been  nearly  twelve 
montbs  out  of  the  line,  and  when  a man  lias  once  lost  liis  footing,  it 
is  a very  difficult  thing  to  get  upon  his  legs  again. 

It  was  some  consolation,  however,  that  mine  was  not  a solitary 
tro  ubi  e,  for  I found  an  innumerable  fliglit  of  juvenile  shavers  whom 
the  iniquitous  po//-tax,  as  \ve  called  it,  had  thrown  out,  and  scatter- 
ed  in  every  direction — like  a discharge  of  small  shot.  In  fact,  tbere 
were  more  blocks  than  wigs  to  cover  them. 

But  I was  not  discouraged  by  the  temporary  want  of  success 
which  my  daily  applications  met  witli,  altbougb  I saw  others  wbo 
could  scarcely  keep  their  chins  above  water,  drink  deep  to  drown 
tlieir  sorrows,  and  of  course  tliey  sank.  My  spirits,  however,  were 
not  to  be  damped  or  diluted  by  the  coid  water  which  was  continu- 
ally  thrown  upon  my  honest  endeavours.  I persevered  ; and  after 
c<  físhing 99  patiently  for  a blue  moon,  I at  last  caught  a place. 

How  diligently  I worked!  for  labour  after  three  months*  idleness 
appeared  an  agreeable  amusement.  I did  as  mucb  business  as  any 
two  journeymen  in  the  establishment ; and  having  always  a glib 
tongue  and  a ready  wit,  I soon  ingratiated  myself  with  the  cus- 
tomers ; and  my  governor  having  gumption  enough  to  appreciate  my 
merits,  soon  raised  my  wages. 

I felt  myself  a made  man  : I liad  taken  root ! Had  I only  been 
born  an  ugly  man  my  fortune  would  probably  have  been  made. 
Not  content  with  my  excellent  quarters,  I must  needs  take  unto 
myself  a better-half.  Yes!  oíd  Dimble  liad  a niccc  — bis  adoptcd 
daughter.  It  was  siimmer  weather ; the  fíres  were  out ; and  she 
obtained  tlie  appointment  of  purveyor  of  hot  water  to  the  shaving 
department.  Sne  was  very  interesting ; and  I was  so  struck  when 
I first  belield  her,  that  I carried  away  the  curl  of  a customer  in  the 
hot  tongs,  and  nearly  singed  bis  car  into  the  bargain.  My  fate  was 
sealed.  I had  few  opportunities  of  seeing  her  alone  ; but  the  dear 
girl  did  not  keep  me  long  in  hot  water.  We  got  secretly  married, 
and  intended  to  keep  her  únele  in  the  dark,  as  he  had  promised  to 
leave  her  all  his  property,  and,  as  he  was  now  become  very  oíd  and 
infírm,  there  was  a iair  prospect  of  an  early  trunsfer  of  his  real  and 
personal  estáte.  And  the  poor  oíd  man  did  die  ; and  when  his  will 
was  opened  it  enclosed  a copy  of  our  marriage  certifícate,  extracted 
two  months  after  it  had  taken  place!  We  found  he  could  keep  a 
secret  as  well  as  ourselves.  A former  will  was  revoked.  líe  be- 
queathed  me  his  Wclsh  jvig , and  left  a distant  relative  bis  heir. 

This  was  the  commencement  of  my  misfortunes : time,  sickness, 
and  oíd  age  have  done  the  rest. 
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“ What  in  the  world  can  keep  Dermott  away  frora  me  so  long  ? 
’Tis  four  days  since  I laid  eyes  upon  the  scapegrace.  I wondher  what 
mischief  he's  afther  now.  Figliting  or  coorting  somewhere,  I '11  be 
bound.  After  all,  though  he's  a quare  devil,  rollicking  and  taring 
througli  the  country  like  a wild  coult,  he  has  a true  and  loyal 
heart  to  me . Isn't  there  Feggy  Reiley  would  give  her  new  yallow 
gown  for  one  kind  look  from  nis  tvvo  black  eyes ; but  though  she 
lias  a couple  of  pigs,  and  twenty  guineas  fortune,  she  can't  coax 
him  from  his  own  poor  Norah,  that  dotes  down  on  the  very  ground 
he  walks  on.” 

Thus  soliloquised  Norah  Conolly,  the  prettiest  belle  in  the  village 
of  Ardrossan.  Iler  spinning-wheel  had  for  several  minutes  ceased 
to  perform  its  revolutions,  so  deeply  was  she  engrossed  by  her  medi- 
tations.  The  object  of  her  solicitude  was  a young  fellow,  who,  by 
the  proper  use  of  a well-shaped  leg,  a pair  of  merry  black  eyes,  and 
a tongue  melliíluous  with  brogue  and  blarney,  had  “played  the 
puck  ” with  half  the  girls*  hearts  in  the  barony. 

Dermott  O'Rourke,  or,  to  give  him  his  more  popular  ñame,  “ Der- 
mott  the  Rattler,”  was  the  liandiest  boy  at  a double  jig  or  a faction- 
íight  within  twenty  miles  of  where  he  stood.  So  notorious  had  he 
become  for  his  wild  pranks,  that  every  act  of  mischief  or  frolic  that 
occurred  in  the  parish  was  laid  at  his  door.  Yet,  with  ali  this, 
Dcrmott’s  love  for  Norah  Conolly  sprang  up  green  and  beautiful, 
amidst  the  errors  of  an  ardent  and  reckless  disposition. 

“ There  's  no  use  fretting,”  continued  Norah,  after  a long  silence. 
“ The  blessed  Mother  will,  I know,  watch  o ver  and  restore  my  dear 
Dermott  to  me.” 

“ To  be  sure  she  will,  mu  callieen  barvn  ;*  and  liere  I am  safe  and 
sound,  come  back  to  you  like  a pet  pigeon,”  cried  a well-known 
voice,  and  at  the  same  instant  a smacking  kiss  announced  the  return 
of  the  truant. 

“ Why,  then,  Dermott,”  cried  the  blushing  Norah,  “ have  done 
now,  wrill  you.  Sit  down,  and  tell  me  where  you  have  been  pliilan- 
dering  this  week  past.” 

Dermott  twirled  his  stick,  looked  puzzled  and  irresolute,  and 
inade  no  reply. 

<fAh!”  cried  Norah,  “ you  have  been  about  some  mischief,  I 
know.  Tell  me,  Dermott,  what  has  happened  ? ” 

Why,  then,  a inighty  quare  aceident  has  happened  to  me,  sure 
enough.  I listed  for  a sojer  at  the  fair,"  replied  the  llattler. 

“ Listed  for  a soldier,  Dermott ! ” cried  Norah,  growing  dcadly 
palé. 

“ The  devil  a doubt  of  it,  Noreen,”  answered  Dermott.  “ A civil- 
spoken  gcntleman,  one  Sergeant  Flint  by  ñame,  slipped  a shilling 
into  my  hand,  stuck  a cockade  in  my  hat,  and  tould  me  that  he  'd 
make  me  a brigadier  or  a grenadicr,  I don't  well  remember  which.” 
Oh ! Dermott,  dear,  is  it  going  to  lave  me  you  are,  when  you 
• My  fair  girl. 
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know  'twill  break  my  hcart  ? **  And  thc  poor  girl  burst  into  tears, 
and  threw  herself  into  her  lover's  arms. 

“Whisht,  whisht,  Noreen  asthorc ! I '11  never  lave  you. — I have 
resigned.  I threw  up  my  grenadier's  commission,  and  quitted  the 
army,  for  your  sake.  I ’m  detarmined  never  to  go  to  heaven  with  a 
red  coat  upon  my  baek.” 

“ Bat  if  you  are  listed,  Dermott — if  you  took  the  shilling — ” 

“ Pooh  ! never  mind — that  *s  nothing/*  he  replied  quickly.  “ I ’m 
above  such  mane  considherations.  Make  your  mind  asy  on  that 
subject.  But  in  the  mane  time,  I ’d  as  lieve  keep  out  of  the  way  of 
that  eivil-spoken  sergeant,  by  rason  of  the  shilling  which  I forgot  to 
réturn  him,  in  my  hurry  Corning  away.” 

The  fact  was,  that  a recruiting  sergeant  had  fallen  in  with  Der- 
mott at  the  fair,  and,  taking  a fancy  to  his  light  active  figure,  had 
cndeavoured  to  persuade  him  that  fourpence  a day,  with  the  privi- 
lege  of  being  shot  at  in  a red  coat,  was  the  summit  of  human  glory. 
Our  hero,  whose  heart  was  softened  by  the  spirit  of  the  mountain- 
dew,  listened  to  the  sergcant's  romances  of  woman,  war,  and  wine 
with  a greedy  ear  ; and  when  the  oíd  crimp,  like  the  ghost  of  Ham- 
let's  father,  whispered  to  him  “ List,  list!  oh,  list!  ” Dermott's  palm 
closcd  upon  the  shilling  that  purchased  his  liberty  for  life,  and 
throw’ing  his  caubeen  * into  the  air,  he  fancied  himself  already  a vic- 
torious  general,  with  a grove  of  laurel  encompassing  his  brows.  The 
party  then  repaired  to  the  inn,  where  a gallón  of  hot  punch  was 
instantaneously  ordered  to  celébrate  the  introduction  of  the  new 
recruit  to  the  — th  regiment  of  foot.  Several  loyal  toasts  were  pro- 
posed  by  the  sergeant,  to  which  Dermott  did  such  ampie  honour, 
that  he  soon  became  oblivious  of  everything  around  him. 

Consigned  by  his  comrades  to  bed,  our  new  hero  drcamed  a 
troubled  dream  “ of  guns,  and  drums,  and  wounds/*  nntil  the  first 
beams  of  a summer  sun  shining  through  a curtainless  window  fuli 
upon  his  face  recalled  him  to  a state  of  consciousness.  Starting  up, 
he  rubbed  his  eyes,  and  gazed  around  him  in  iiulescribahle  amaze- 
ment.  One  of  the  soldiers,  who  as  well  as  himself  had  takcn  his 
share  of  the  drink,  was  reposing  in  his  fuli  uniform  upon  a pallet 
beside  him,  Avith  his  mouth  expanded  in  a peculiarly  favourable 
manner  for  catching  Bies.  The  gaudy  cockade  which  was  fastened 
in  his  hat,  together  with  some  faint  recollection  of  the  events  of  the 
preceding  night,  produccd  in  the  Rattler  some  very  uncomfortable 
sensations  ; and  finding  that  his  military  enthusiasm  had  consider- 
ably  abated,  he  resolved  to  make  a hasty  retreat,  without  any  unne- 
cessary  ceremony.  Fov  this  parpóse,  he  aróse  softly,  and  tried  to 
open  the  door,  but  discovered,  to  his  mortification,  that  it  was  fas- 
tened  on  the  outside.  He  next  examined  the  window,  and  finding 
that  it  was  only  a single  story  from  the  ground,  quietly  opened  it, 
and  dropped  from  it  on  the  roof  of  a fricndly  pig-sty  beneath, 
leaving  his  friend  the  sergeant  to  catch  him  again  wdien  he  could. 

Norah  being  assured  by  Dermott  that  there  was  no  chance  of  his 
being  pursucd  to  Ardrossan  by  the  soldiers,  brightened  up,  and 
laughed  heartily  at  her  lover’s  adventure. 

“ Well/*  said  she,  iC  that  's  the  funniest  story  I ever  heard.  What 
a pucker  the  sojers  must  have  been  in  w’hen  they  found  you  had 
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given  them  the  slip ! Ah  ! Dermott,  Dermott,  I "m  afeare!  yon  *11  be 
always  the  same  wild — ” 

“ Buthershin  ! ” exclaimed  the  Rattler,  interrupting  her,  €<  never 
mind  that.  Do  yon  know  that  this  is  the  evening  the  cake  is  to  be 
danced  for  up  at  Molí  Dorau’s  of  the  Hill,  between  the  boys  and 
girls  of  Ardrossan  and  Kilduff?  " 

“ I heard  them  say  so,”  answered  Norah. 

“ Wcll,”  replied  Dermott,  “ I mean  to  have  a fling  there,  and  you 
shall  be  my  partner.  There  will  be  lashins  of  company  there,  and 
the  grandest  divarsion  ever  was  seen.  So  come  along — put  on  your 
bonnet  and  things — come  along.” 

Norah,  who  was  easily  persuaded  to  appear  at  the  rustic  festival, 
was  not  long  in  completing  her  simple  toilette  ; and  with  a light  grey 
cloak  flung  over  her  graceful  figure,  and  asmart  straw  bonnet  tied 
under  her  chin  by  a palé  blue  riband,  which  contrasted  charmingly 
with  her  fair  neck  and  fresh  complexión,  set  out,  under  the  protec- 
tion  of  her  lover,  for  the  village  dance. 

At  the  intersection  of  two  remóte  and  rarely-frequented  roads 
stood  the  principal  hostelrie  of  the  village  of  Ardrossan,  kept  by  the 
widow  Doran,  who  announced  to  all  travellers,  by  means  of  a sign- 
board  painted  black,  in  large  white  letters,  that  she  supplied  “ En- 

TERTAINMT.  FOR  MAN  AND  HORS,”  WÍth  “ GOOD  I)RY  LOGINGS ” to 
boot. 

Adjoining  to  Mrs.  Doran's  hotel,  a natural  enclosure,  presenting  a 
favourable  level  of  about  two  acres  in  extent,  was  the  chosen  spot 
where  the  candidatos  for  dancing  fame  assembled  annually  to  con- 
tend  for  the  cake,*  which,  like  the  golden  apple  of  oíd,  was  often 
the  cause  of  feuds  and  heartburnings  amongst  the  rival  fair  ones  of 
Kilduff  and  Ardrossan. 

At  the  further  end  of  this  plain,  a primitive-looking  tent  was 
erectcd,  where  a plentiful  supply  of  potteen  was  provided  for  the 
spiritually  disposed.  In  front  of  the  tent  a chum-dash  was  fixed, 
with  the  handle  thrust  into  the  earth,  and  on  the  head,  or  ílat  end, 
the  prize-eake  was  placed  full  in  sight  of  the  competitors.  A tall, 
gaunt-looking  man,  in  a rusty  wig,  and  a coat  which  might  once 
have  bcen  termed  black,  was  standing  in  the  midst  of  a group  of  at- 
tentive  auditors,  whom  he  was  addressing  in  a solemn  liarangue,  but 
with  a countenance  so  full  of  dry  humour,  that  the  effect  was  irre- 
sistibly  comic.  This  was  Matt  Fogarty,  the  village  schoolmaster,  not 
only  venerated  as  the  oracle  of  wisdom  and  learning,  but  also  re- 
garded  as  the  unerring  arbiter  in  all  matters  of  etiquette  and  cere- 
mony  by  the  entire  parish. 

“And  now,  boys  and  girls,”  said  he,  elevating  his  voice,  “as  sur- 
veyor  and  direethor  of  this  fantastic  and  jocular  meeting,  I direct 
the  demonsthrations  to  begin.  You  all  know  the  rules.  The  best 
couple  of  dancers  win  the  cake.  So  take  to  your  partners,  and 
com menee  your  fiagitious  recrayations.” 

• In  the  west  of  Ireland  a custom  exists  somewlmt  similnr  to  tliat  of  clioosing 
the  IVIay  Queen  in  England.  On  the  eve  of  IVIíiy  ilav,  the  young  people  of  a 
particular  j»<msh,  or  sometimes  of  two  adjoining  parislíes,  d ressed  in  their  lioli- 
day  clothes,  ashomble  at  an  appoiuted  placo,  for  the  j»urpose  of  trying  each  other’s 
strength  and  skill  in  the  nrt  of  dancing.  The  fortúnate  girl  who  tires  down  all  her 
competitors  is  deidared  the  winner  of  a large  prize-oake  prepared  for  the  occasion, 
and  retains  un  til  the  day  twelvemonth  following  the  envied  title  of  callicen  a woi - 
ragh. 
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A loud  hurrah  followed  this  pithy  address,  tile  fiddles  began  to 
squeak,  and  the  bagpipes  to  scream  in  the  agonies  of  bcing  tuned ; 
and  Barney  Driscoll,  a yonng  good-looking  fellow,  who  divided  the 
attention  of  the  girls  with  Dermott  the  Rattler,  stepped  with  a con- 
íident  air  into  the  circle,  leading  by  the  hand  Peggy  Flynn,  the 
belle  of  the  rival  parish  of  KildufF.  A loud  cheer  from  Barney 
friends  greeted  bis  appearance  ; but  before  it  liad  subsidcd,  Derinott 
O’Rourke  and  Norah  Conolly  stood  beside  their  competitors,  and 
were  hailed  by  a still  more  deafening  cheer.  The  schoolm áster, 
seeing  that  both  parties  were  prepared,  thus  addressed  the  musi- 
cians,  who  were  elevated  on  a temporary  dais  of  turf : — 

“ Now,  ye  vagabonc  sons  of  Orplieus,  begin.  Mike,  your  sowl, 
rosin  your  bow  ; — Terence,  you  cUvil,  Ínflate  your  musical  append- 
ages,  and  strike  up  something  lively.” 

Accordingly  the  musical  pair  struck  up  with  an  energy  that,  in 
the  opinión  of  the  hearers,  more  than  counterbalanced  any  little  dis- 
cord  observable  in  the  harmony.  The  two  couple  of  dancers,  fired 
by  a spirit  of  emulation,  exerted  themselves  to  the  utmost;  and  as 
the  mirth  and  music  waxed  loud  and  louder,  the  spectators,  carried 
away  by  the  enthusiasm  of  the  moment,  encouraged  their  respec- 
tive friends  by  applauding  shouts  and  vociferous  support,  until  at 
length,  after  a severe  contest,  Pcggy  Flynn  was  compelled  from  ex- 
ha ustión  to  give  in,  leaving  Dermott  and  Norah  undisputed  victors 
of  the  field.  A lofty  caper,  and  a hearty  smack  on  bis  partner’s  lips, 
testifíed  the  delight  of  the  Rattler,  who  knocking  the  cake  from  the 
churn-dash,  carried  it  in  triumph  to  Norah. 

Matt  Fogarty  now  advanced,  and  waving  bis  hand  to  procure  a 
hearing,  again  addressed  the  assemblage. 

“ Neighbours  all, — I announce  and  promúlgate  that  the  cake  has 
bcen  fairly  won  and  achieved  by  Norah  Conolly,  vi  et  an/ris , — that 
means  by  forcé  of  legs  and  arms.  So  now,  boys,  give  one  cheer  for 
our  purty  little  Noreen,  and  then  hands  round  for  a fling  of  a dance 
altogether." 

The  words  were  hardly  spoken  wlien  a hearty  hurrah  rent  the  air, 
a circle  was  formed,  and  every  person  who  could  shake  a leg  joined 
in  a merry  dance  round  the  successful  pair. 

In  the  full  tide  of  their  mirth,  a small  military  party  was  ob- 
served  on  the  brow  of  the  hill,  approaching  the  village  at  a smart 
pace. 

“ The  sojers  are  coming/*  cried  an  oíd  woman,  the  first  who  liad 
perceived  them. 

In  an  instant  the  hands  that  were  grasped  together  in  friendly 
unión  bccame  unlocked,  the  joyous  circle  was  broken,  and  the  shouts 
of  laughter  which  rang  so  cheerily  amongst  the  hills  died  into  solemn 
silence.  Looks  of  suspicion  and  alarm  were  cxchanged  between  the 
men,  who  conversed  in  whispers  together  ; while  the  unmarried 
girls  by  their  sparkling  eyes  showed  the  plcasure  they  felt  at  the 
sight  of  the  soldiers. 

Norah,  who  participated  in  this  feminine  predilection  for  a bit  of 
scarlet,  clapped  her  hands  in  ecstasy. 

Come,  Dermott,”  cried  she,  half  dragging  her  relüctant  partner 
towards  the  road,  “ come  and  see  the  sojers.  Títere  — look  at  them 
marching  down  the  hill,  their  swords  and  bayonets  sparkling  in  the 
sun.  Make  haste,  or  you  *11  lose  the  sight.” 
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A single  glance  was  sufficient  to  convince  Dermott  that  the  party 
belonged  to  the  regiment  which  he  hud  so  uncereraoniously  quitted, 
and  worse  still,  that  his  quondam  friendo  Sergeant  Flint,  was  amongst 
them.  Having  no  desire  to  renew  his  acquaintance  with  that  face- 
tious  gentleman,  he  plucked  Ñor  ah  hastily  back,  and  whispering  in 
her  ear,  said, 

“ By  the  piper  o'  war,  I ’in  sowld,  Norah  ! There  's  that  thief  of 
a sergeant  that  listed  me  amongst  the  sojers.  As  sure  as  the  Pope  ’s 
a gintleman,  'tis  hunting  afther  me  they  are  ! What  in  the  world 
am  I to  do  now  ? ” 

“ Oh  ! Dermott,  dear,  run  for  your  life  afore  he  sees  you.  What 
a misfortinet  girl  I was  to  bring  you  into  this  trouble  ! ” replied  the 
now  terrified  girl. 

“ Never  mind,  Norah,  darling ; I ’ll  get  out  of  his  way  as  fast  as  I 
can,"  cried  Dermott. 

“ But  if  you  go  home,  they  *11  be  sure  to  find  you/*  said  slie. 

“ Divil  a doubt  of  that,**  replied  the  Rattler.  cc  I 'in  too 'cute  a fox 
to  be  caught  that  way.  Is  there  not  a wake  down  at  Ned  Hag- 
garty's  ? ” 

“ Sure  there  is/'  answered  Norah.  “ Tim  Iiogan,  the  ould  piper, 
died  last  night,  and  they  *re  waking  him  in  Ned  Ilaggarty’s  barn." 

“ Devil  a better  ! " cried  Dermott,  snapping  his  fingers.  “ I *11  go 
down  to  poor  Tim*s  wake : they  ’ll  never  think  of  sarching  for  me 
there  to-night;  and  I *11  be  oíf  to  my  cousin  Tom’s  in  the  mountain 
at  cock-shout  in  the  morning." 

This  plan  appearing  the  most  feasible  he  could  hit  on  for  avoiding 
his  military  friends,  Dermott,  accompanied  by  his  sweetheart,  slip- 
ped  quietly  out  of  the  crowd,  and  hurried  down  a bye-path  through 
the  fields  to  the  barn,  where  the  remains  of  the  defunct  piper  were 
laid  out. 

Meanwhile  the  officer  in  command  of  the  little  party,  having  seen 
his  men  disposed  as  comfortubly  as  the  limite d accoinmodations  of 
the  village  would  allow,  took  up  his  own  quarters  in  the  Widow 
Doran’s  hotel,  where,  being  usliered  into  a small  earthen-floored 
wliitewashed  room,  he  threw  himself  into  a chair,  inwardly  cursed 
the  irksome  duty  that  liad  devolved  upon  him,  — which  was,  in 
faet,  the  very  unromantic  and  liarassing  one  of  aíTording  assistance 
to  the  excise-officers  in  an  extensive  ff  still  hunt/**  through  the 
mountains  in  the  neighbourliood.  Ilis  meditations  were  liowever 
shortly  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  the  landlady. 

Mrs.  What’s-your-name,”  said  the  young  soldier,  €€  I — a — sup- 
pose  there  *s  no  kind  of  amusemeut  to  be  found  in  this  infernally 
s tupid  place?” 

“ Amusement ! ” cried  the  widow,  bridling  up.  Cl  Ardrossan  beata 
the  wliolc  world  for  it.  'Tis  a thousand  pities  yer  honor  wasn't 
here  yesterday ; we  had  a bit  of  the  finest  divarsion  you  ever 
seen.” 

<e  Indeed  ! Pray  what  was  it  ? ” 

“ Why,  the  boys  cotch  a bailiíf,  and  gave  him  a steeplc-chase,  sir/' 
replied  ÍVIrs.  Doran. 


• Tho  ofliccrs  of  excise  frequently  scour  the  country  in  search  of  illicit  (lis ti  1- 
leries  in  those  remóte  districts  wliere  the  puiícvn  is  inanulactured.  Tliese  forays 

are  ealled  by  the  peasantry  tcstill  hunts.,, 
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“ Gave  him  a steeple-chase  ? I don't  understand  you.” 

“ I *11  insonse  your  honour,  then.  You  see,  sir,  a parecí  of  the 
boys  cotch  one  oí’  them  vagabone  bailiffs  trying  to  sarve  a writ  upon 
the  masther  at  the  House*  below.  They  said  it  was  about  some 
ould  account  he  owed  a tailor  in  Dublin,  and  that  they  wanted  to 
inake  him  pay  it,  which  your  honour  knows,  is  contrairy  to  all  sinse 
and  rason,  any  way.  Some  of  the  tinants  was  for  cutting  ofF  the 
bailiff's  ears,  and  sending  them  in  a letter  to  the  sheriff, — more  of 
them  wTor  for  dueking  him  in  the  mill-pond ; but  others  were  for 
giving  him  a steeple-chase  across  the  country  first.  Well,  they  all 
agreed  to  that,  and  they  started  him  from  the  gable-end  of  Shawn 
Kuagh’s  turf-rick,  with  his  coat  turned  inside  out ; the  boys  giving 
him  a good  piece  odds,  to  make  the  more  fun  for  themselves ; for  it 
was  settlcd  that  if  the  bailiíf  could  beat  them  as  far  as  the  ould 
church  of  Kilduff,  he  was  to  be  let  off  free ; but  if  he  was  caught 
afore  getting  there,  he  sliould  lose  his  ears ; which  of  coorse  he  wish- 
ed  to  keep  if  he  could.  Well,  as  I was  saying,  away  they  all  started 
like  greyhounds  after  the  bailiff,  and  maybe  he  didn't  run  like  mad, 
jumping  over  hedges  and  drains  almost  as  smart  as  the  best  of  them. 
Hows’ever  there  was  a little  fellow  among  the  boys, — one  Phil  Do- 
nelly,  a weaver ; and  though  the  crathur  liad  legs  like  a spider,  he 
ran  better  than  any  of  the  others.  ’Twould  have  made  yer  honour 
laugh  to  see  him  splashing  through  the  ditches  like  a fairy,  till,  be- 
dad  ! at  last  he  carne  up  with  the  bailiíF  near  Tom  Delany's  haggart, 
where  an  ould  ancient  goose  and  gander,  with  a dozen  young  ones, 
wor  divarting  themselves  in  the  sun.  Well,  the  weaver  grips  the 
bailiff  by  the  neck  as  bould  as  brass,  but  though  Phil  had  a 
powerful  sperrit,  he  wasn't  a match  in  strength  for  the  bailiff,  who 
cotch  him,  saving  yer  lionour's  presence,  by  the  wisband  of  the 
breeches,  and  pitched  him  like  a kitten  over  the  haggart  wall  into 
the  middle  of  the  goslins.  The  ould  gander,  of  coorse,  wasn't  a bit 
too  well  plased  at  Phil  dropping  in  amongst  them  in  such  a promis- 
cuous  manner,  and  flew  at  him  in  a desperate  rage.  The  poor  weaver 
had  no  way  of  escaping  but  by  jumping  into  a barrel  of  liogwash 
which  happened  to  be  near  him.  And  there  he  stood  up  to  his 
neck,  roaring  for  the  bare  lifc,  while  the  ould  thicf  of  a gander  kept 
walking  round  the  barrel,  stretching  out  his  long  neck,  and  hissing, 
as  much  as  to  say,  ‘ Come  out  of  that,  if  you  daré,  and  see  what 
you *11  get/  At  last  the  rest  of  the  boys  carne  up ; but  when  they 
saw  the  weaver  in  the  washtub,  and  the  gander  keeping  guard  upon 
him,  they  were  ready  to  drop  with  the  dint  of  laughing.  When 
they  got  tired,  they  pulled  the  weaver  out,  all  dripping  with  wasli, 
and  almost  frightened  out  of  his  seven  sentences.  But  the  delay 
gave  the  bailiff  time  to  escape,  and  so  they  gave  up  the  chuso,  and 
returned  home.  Wasn't  it  a murdher,  sir,  you  warn't  here  to  see 
the  fun  ? ** 

The  officer  could  not  exactly  perceive  the  fun  of  hunting  an  un- 
fortunate  devil  for  his  ears,  and  was  beginning  to  express  his  dis- 
taste for  such  amusements,  when  a single  tap  was  heard  at  the 
door. 

“ Come  in  ! " cried  the  lieutenant. 

The  door  opened,  and  Sergeant  Flint  advanced  into  the  room. 

* The  landlord  is  usually  callcd  “ the  muster  ” by  liis  tcnants,  and  bis  residente 
is  known  par  excediente  as  u the  house 
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As  soon  as  the  landlady  had  quitted  it,  the  lieutenant  turned  to  tlic 
sergeant  to  liear  his  news. 

“ We  llave  found  him,  your  honour/'  said  Flint,  touching  his 
cap. 

“ Found  whom  ? " 

“ The  deserter,  sir, — Dermott  O’Rourke, — the  fellow  that  gave 
me  the  slip  last  week  at  the  fair  of  Ballintubber/'  replied  the  ser- 
geant. 

“ Well ; you  llave  arrested  him  ? ” said  the  lieutenant. 

“No,  your  honour,"  replied  Flint.  “ I only  caught  a glimpse  of 
him  amongst  the  crowd  a while  ago;  and  tlieu  the  fellow  disappear- 
ed  as  if  he  had  sank  into  the  earth.  However,  I determined  not  to 
lose  him  so  easily,  and  by  a íew  careless  inquiries  amongst  the  vil- 
lagers  1 have  discovered  that  he  has  sneaked  off  to  the  wake  of  an 
oíd  piper,  a short  distance  from  here/' 

“ YVell — aw — sergeant/'  said  the  officer,  yawning.  “ You  liad 
better  order  out  a corporal’s  guard,  and  take  the  rascal  prisoner. 
We  must  make  an  example  of  him." 

The  sergeant  brought  his  hand  to  his  cap  with  a military  sweep, 
and  marched  out  of  the  room. 

Meantime  Dermott  had  reached  the  barn  where  they  were  waking 
the  dead  piper.  It  was  a low  thatched  house,  crowded  with  persons 
of  botli  sexes,  wlio  were  seated  on  rude  benches  and  blocks  of  wood 
ranged  on  either  side  along  the  walls.  Thick  clouds  of  tobacco- 
smoke  curled  up  to  the  dark  roof,  and  partially  dimmed  the  light  of 
the  candles,  whicli,  by  meansof  tin  sockets  were  stuck  into  themud 
walls  at  respectful  distances.  The  potteen  circulated  freely,  — tales 
were  told,  and  songs  were  sung ; the  oíd  crones  gossipped,  tippled, 
and  smoked  apart  lrom  the  others ; the  steady  married  folks  talked 
of  the  crops,  the  markets,  and  the  JRcpak ; while  the  “ boys  and 
girls " carried  on  several  prosperous  courting-matches  in  remóte 
corners. 

In  the  general  enjoyment,  poor  Tim  Hogan,  who  lay  strctched  as 
stifT  as  oíd  Brian  Boru,  in  a small  room,  only  separated  from  that  in 
which  the  company  were  assemblcd  by  a thin  partition  and  a slight 
door,  was  left  “ all  alone  by  himself,"  forgotten  by  all  his  frieiuls, 
exeept  a knot  of  elderly  ladies,  who  discussed  the  merits  of  the  de- 
ceased  and  the  quality  of  the  whisky  by  turns. 

“ llave  you  seen  the  corp  yet,  Biddy  Mulcahy  ? " inquired  one  of 
the  hags  of  a visiter  who  had  just  joined  tlieir  group,  and  was  in  the 
act  of  conveying  the  whisky-bottle  to  her  face. 

“ Troth  I have,  Nelly,  and  straight  and  jiurty  it  looks.  It’s  poor 
Tim  would  be  proud,  and  well  lie  might,  if  he  could  see  himself  ly- 
ing  tliere  in  his  dacent  white  shirt,  snug  and  comfortable,  with  the 
blessed  candles  lighted  around  him." 

“ But,  is  it  true  that  when  he  was  dying  he  charged  them  to  bury 
his  pipes  along  with  him,”  inquired  Biddy. 

“The  sorra  word  of  lie  in  it,"  replied  Nelly.  “And  more  bc- 
token  he  has  his  pipes  laid  on  one  side  of  him,  and  a full  bottle  of 
whisky  on  the  otlier,  within  tliere,  this  very  minnit." 

“Blessed  Saver!  What '11  he  want  with  whisky  and  music 
where  he  's  going  ? ” 

“ Lord  knowTs  1 IMaybe  the  poor  crather  was  afeard  of  being 
lonesome  on  the  road,  and  there's  no  better  company  than " 
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The  okl  woman’s  harangúe  was  here  ínterrupted  by  the  sudden 
opening  of  the  barn-door,  outside  which  the  scarlct  uní  formé  and 
glittering  arras  of  Sergeant  Flint  and  his  party  were  distinctly  visi- 
ble. The  sergeant  advanced,  and  addressing  the  people,  bade  them 
be  under  no  apprehensions,  as  he  was  only  in  search  of  a desertor 
named  Dermott  O’Rourke. 

“ Dermott  O’Rourke  ! ” repeatcd  twenty  voices,  and  every  eve  was 
tumed  to  the  place  where  Dermott  had  been  sitting  beside  Ñorah 
Oonolly  at  the  moment  when  the  soldiers*  appearance  had  thrown 
the  assemblage  into  confusión.  Norah  was  still  in  the  same  place, 
palé  as  a winding-sheet,  but  the  Rattler  had  vanished  no  one  knew 
whither. 

“ I am  positive  he  was  here/’  said  the  sergeant. 

Every  one  present  knew  that  the  sergeant  was  right,  but  all  re- 
mained  silent,  and  anxiously  waited  the  result  of  a rigorous  search 
which  the  soldiers  were  making.  Chairs,  tables,  and  lienches  were 
overturned ; still  the  runaway  was  nowhere  to  be  found. 

“ What  llave  we  in  here  ? ” said  Flint,  approaching  the  door  of  the 
inner  room. 

“ Only  the  corp  of  the  piper,  your  honour/'  replied  one  of  the  oíd 
women. 

The  sergeant  pushed  the  door  open,  and  peeped  in  curiously. 
The  room,  which  was  small,  had  no  Windows,  but  narrow  loopholes 
like  the  outer  apartment.  It  was  perfectly  empty,  excepting  the 
ghastly  corpse  of  the  piper,  (rendered  still  more  ghastly  by  the  light 
of  three  small  candles  falling  on  his  rigid  features,)  which  lay 
stretched  upon  a door,  supported  by  a chair  at  the  head  and  foot, 
and  decently  covered  by  a large  winnowing-sheet,  that  reached  the 
floor  in  ampie  drapery  on  cither  side. 

Sergeant  Flint,  though  a brave  man  where  a living  antagonist  was 
opposed  to  him,  had,  like  many  otlier  brave  men,  a mysterious  hor- 
ror of  the  dead  ; he  therefore  closed  the  door  hastily,  conviuced  that 
the  defunct  Tim  was  the  solé  occupant  of  the  room.  Dermott’s 
friends,  who  were  even  more  surprised  tlian  the  sergeant  at  his  sud- 
den disappearance,  now  imagined  that  he  had  slipped  oíT  without  be- 
ing  observed  by  the  soldiers,  and  in  order  to  afford  him  full  time  to 
escape,  eagerly  pressed  Flint  and  his  party  not  to  go  away  until  they 
had  warmed  their  hearts  with  a drop,  just  to  show  that  there  was  no 
ill-will  between  them.  The  sergeant,  who  never  declined  a liberal 
offer,  consented ; and  the  privates  following  the  example  of  their  of- 
ficer,  sat  down  with  little  ceremony,  and  began  to  make  the  punch 
disappcar  very  rapidly.  Jug  after  jug  of  the  steaming  beveragewas 
mixed  and  emptied ; and  at  every  fresh  brewing  the  sergeant  found 
himself  more  lotli  to  quit  his  present  quarters.  He  was  in  high 
spirits,  and  in  the  fulness  of  his  heart  volunteered  to  sing  a favour- 
ite  song ; but  hardly  had  he  begun  to  clear  his  throat,  and  piteh  his 
voice,  when  he  was  Ínterrupted  by  a discordant  tuning  of  bagpipes. 
A general  scream  from  the  women  followed,  and  the  men  started  up 
in  undisguised  alarm.  Sergeant  Flint,  the  natural  purple  of  whose 
nose  liad  faded  to  a slaty  blue,  endea voured  to  look  unconcerned, 
and  inquired  in  a faltering  voice  what  had  occurred. 

“ Don’t  you  hear  ? ” cried  an  okl  woman,  who  had  grappled  him 
firmly  round  the  waist.  “ Sargint  nvourneen,  ’tis  Tim  Hogan's 
gliost  tuning  his  pipes.” 
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“Nonsense!  Let  me  go:  there’s  rio  such  tliing.  Who  ever 
heard  of  a ghost  playing  tíie  bagpipes  ? Zounds  ! I say,  loose  inc, 
woman  ! " cried  the  sergeant,  struggling  hard  to  libérate  him  sel  f. 
Uut  while  he  spoke  a figure  enveloped  from  liead  to  foot  in  a white 
sheet,  and  producing  a variety  of  unmusicai  sounds  from  a set  of 
pipes,  appeared  at  the  door  of  the  inner  room. 

“ The  ghost ! — the  gliost ! — Tim  Hogan’s  gliost ! 99  sliouted  tlie  ter- 
rificd  people,  who,  without  waiting  to  see  more,  rushed  pell-mell, 
screaming,  swearing,  praying,  and  tumbling  over  stools  and  tables 
to  make  their  escape. 

In  the  mélée  the  sergeant  contrived  to  be  one  of  the  first  out  of  the 
barn,  and,  without  stopping  to  muster  his  men,  took  to  his  lieels, 
and  never  cried  “ hall  '*  till  he  liad  reaehed  his  quarters,  lcaving  his 
to  follow  him  at  their  own  discretion. 


e wake-house  being  thus  summarily  cleared,  no  one  would  ven- 
ture  to  return  to  it  during  the  night;  the  following  morning,  how- 
ever,  a few  of  the  boldest  villagers  suminoned  courage  to  revisit  the 
scene  of  the  preceding  night's  adventure ; but  great  was  their  sur- 
prise  on  discovering  the  unruly  piper  lying  quietly,  with  his  pipes 
beside  him,  precisely  as  he  liad  been  disposcd  by  the  persona  who 
had  laid  him  out.  Nothing  appeared  to  have  been  touched  except 
the  bottle  of  whisky,  and  that  had  been  drained  to  the  bottom. 
Upon  liearing  wliich,  Biddy  Mulcahy  was  heard  to  exclaim, 

“Ahí  then,  I wouldn’t  doubt  poor  Tim ; dead  or  alive,  he's  not 
the  boy  to  leave  his  liquor  behinri  him." 

Notwithstanding  the  frightful  stories  that  circulated  through  the 
parish  of  the  appearance  of  the  piperis  ghost,  and  the  disappearance 
of  the  whisky  at  the  wake,  poor  Tim  was  in  due  time  put  quietly 
under  the  sod  in  the  little  church-yard  of  Ardrossan,  with  his  fa- 
vourite  instrument  at  his  feet,  and  a full  bottle  of  choice  p olteen  at 
his  head. 

Some  days  after  these  occurrences  the  military  party,  with  Ser- 
geant Flint,  quitted  Ardrossan,  and  then  Dermott  O’Rourke,  who 
had  privately  withdrawn  from  the  neighbourhood,  returned  to  the 
village,  and  explained  the  mystery  of  the  ghost.  He  said  that,  in 
the  confusión  which  took  place  on  the  unexpected  cntrance  of  the 
soldiers,  he  had,  unperceived  by  anyone  except  NorahConolly  (now 
Mrs.  O’Rourke)  slipped  into  the  room  where  the  piper  was  laid ; 
but  finding  there  no  means  of  escape,  and  being  hard  presscd,  he 
crept  cautiously  under  the  boards  which  supported  the  dead  body ; 
after  a while  lie  ventured  to  crawl  out,  and  discovered  the  bottle  of 
whisky,  which  he  tasted  so  frequently  that  he  became  ready  for  any 
devilry.  In  this  humour  a droll  thought  struck  him  of  masquerad- 
ing  in  the  charactcr  of  the  dead  piper.  With  the  hclp  of  the  win- 
nowing-sheet  and  the  bagpipes,  he  succeeded,  as  we  have  seen,  in 
raising  a beautiful  ruction  amongst  the  villagers,  and  in  eífectually 
frightening  away  his  unwelcome  friend,  the  sergeant. 

Tlie  truth  of  foermott’s  story  was,  however,  stoutly  denied  by  the 
majority  of  those  who  had  been  at  the  wake.  Ashamed  of  being 
alarmed  so  ridiculously,  they  maintained  that  they  could  not  be  mis- 
taken,  and  that  the  appearance  they  had  seen  on  that  memorable 
night  was  no  other  than  the  genuine  ghost  of  Tim  Iiogan,  the 
piper. 
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UY  LOUISA  STUART  COSTE  L LO. 

In  the  year  1400,  Ives,  or  Iwen,  Lord  of  Kermorvan,  married  the 
heiress  of  the  house  of  Kergroadez,  whose  ñame  was  Azénor.  The 
legends  of  Cornouaille  rccount  that  the  young  lady  had  bestowed  her 
aílections  on  a younger  son  of  the  family  of  Mezléan,  who  was  poor, 
and  intended  for  the  churcli.  Her  relations  opposed  the  inelination 
of  the  lovers,  and  forced  her  to  marry  Iwen,  whose  alliancc  tliey 
were  anxious  to  secure,  on  account  of  his  power  and  wealth. 

The  vanity  of  thcir  ambition,  and  tile  defeat  of  tlieir  projects,  are 
illustrated  in  the  following  melancholy  bailad,  well  known  in  Bre- 
tagne,  and  extant  in  the  dialect  of  Cornouaille.  The  eastles  of  Ker- 
morvan  and  Kergroadez  still  exist:  the  latter  was  rebuilt  in  the 
seventeenth  century.  The  fountain  raay  yet  be  seen  where  Azénor 
the  Palé  sat  to  weave  her  garlands  for  Cí  son  doux  clerc  de  Mezléan.” 
The  house  of  Mezléan  is  in  ruins  ; one  portal  alone  remains,  defend- 
ed by  a battlemented  gallery  with  inachicoulis,  and  a few  walls  over- 
grown  with  wallflower. 

The  bard  con  eludes  his  lay  by  stating  that  it  was  composed  in  the 
Chateau  du  llenan,  which  is  a few  leagues  from  Kemperlé  in  Basse 
Cornouaille,  and  that  a lady  (perhaps  one  of  the  daughters  of  the 
Sire  de  Guer,  to  whom  the  cliateau  must  then  have  belonged)  had 
written  it  from  his  dictation.  In  descending  the  pretty  river  Aven 
to  gain  the  onen  sea,  this  feudal  tower  may  be  observed  on  the  right 
bank.  It  is  liglit,  graceful,  and  beautifully  ornamented  with  stone- 
work  in  the  best  taste  of  the  fourteenth  century. 

pakt  i. 

They  ,ve  promised  Azéuor  tbe  Palé, 

But  not  to  hiui  shc  loves  so  well ; 

Tlie  wedding-day  they  soon  may  hail, 

But  who  the  tale  of  love  shall  tell  ? 

The  bridegroom  comes  with  pomp  and  glee, 

The  Clerk  of  Mezléan  is  not  he ! 

The  little  Azénor  one  day 

Beside  a fountain  sate  alone; 

The  robe  was  silk  of  yellow  gay. 

And  near  her  flowers  of  broom  were  strown, 

Bright  golden  flowers,  a wreath  to  make 
For  her  young  Clerk  of  Mezléan *s  sake. 

She  sat  and  wove  her  garland  there, 

When,  on  a fiery  charger  white, 

Sir  Iwen  pass’d  that  fountain  fair, 

And  saw  her  beauty  with  delight. 

A furtive  glance  he  cast,  and  cried, 

“That  maid  alone  shall  be  my  bride.** 

PART  II. 

The  young  Clerk  to  bis  people  said, 

His  lieart  with  painful  tbought  opprest, 

“ Will  none  this  letter  bear  the  maid, 

The  gentle  maid  I love  the  best?  w — 
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u Oh  ! many  on  thy  bidd  i ng  wait ; 

But  tlicy  will  come,  fond  youth,  too  late  ! 99 

“ My  little  maiden,  tell  me,  pray, 

VVhat  news  this  letter  brings  to  me?  ” — 

“ Oh  ! how  should  I,  dear  mi  stress,  say? 

Unseal  it,  Azénor,  and  see.” 

She  lays  the  letter  on  her  knees, 

She  scarcely  daros  the  seal  to  brcak, 

And  seuree  the  fatal  words  she  sees 

For  tears  that  drovvn  her  snowy  eheek  ! 

“ If  this  he  writes  be  trne,”  she  cries, 

“ Even  while  I read  the  news  he  dies ! M 

Down  the  steep  stair  amazed  she  went — 

Cl  What  mean  these  spits,  the  small  and  great  ? 
Wliat  mean  these  fires?  For  what  intent 
Come  all  the  ringers  to  our  gate  ? 

The  ringers  and  the  pages  all 

Come  trooping  from  Kermorvan’s  hall ! 99 

“ Though  nothing  may  to-night  betide, 
To-morrow  tliou  wilt  be  a bride/’ — 

“ If  I must  be  a bride  so  soon, 

’Twere  well  betimes  I sought  my  bed. 

And  when  I rise  to-morrow*s  noon, 

’Tis  to  be  buried — but  not  wed  ! 99 

PAIIT  III. 

Next  morning  to  her  chamber  lone 
The  little  maiden  softly  hied, 

Straight  to  the  window  is  she  gone, 

And  thns  in  falt’ring  tones  she  cried  : 
tc  T,ady,  afar  lipón  the  way 

A cloud  of  dust  the  air  divides, 

And  horsemen  prance  all  proud  and  gay, 

And  at  their  head  Sir  Iwen  rides. 

Oh  ! that  his  neek  were  broke  in  twain, 

Spite  of  his  gear  and  gallant  train  ! 

His  snow-white  eourser  deek’d  with  gold, 

His  cloak  with  many  a vclvet  fold, 

His  harness  and  his  housings  bright. 

And  all  his  pomp  of  squire  and  knight ! ”■ — 

“ Accurst  the  hour  that  brings  him  here  ! 

My  curse  be  on  them  eacli  and  all ! 

My  father,  motlier,  once  so  dear, 

On  ye  tlie  heaviest  shall  fall ! 

Oh  1 never  have  I heard  it  sung 
That  happy  were  the  fond  and  young — 

Oh  ! never  in  this  world  of  woe 
Their  hearts’  desire  may  lovers  know ! ” 


l'ART  IV. 

IIow  palé  was  Azénor  that  day 
As  she  to  church  pursued  her  way ! 

And  as  hy  Mezléan  she  passM, 

She  turn’d  her  head,  and  spoke  in  liaste  : 
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“ Oh,  husband,  let  me  enter  there — 

Rut  for  one  moment  grant  my  prayer  ! ” — 

“To-day,  to-day,  I tell  tbee,  no: 
To-moriow,  if  it  piense  tbee,  go.” 

Poor  Azénor  in  secret  wept. 

And  uone  was  near  to  soothe  her  paiu  ; 
Her  little  maiden  near  her  crept, 

f<  Oh!  mistress  dear,  tbis  grief  restrain, 
Good  heaven  has  sure  reward  in  store, 
Then  dry  thine  eyes  and  weep  no  more/' 

But  Azénor  shed  many  a lear, 

Kven  as  sbe  stood  the  altar  nigh. 

And  those  beyond  the  door  might  heai 
VVithin  her  sobs  of  agony. 

u Approach,  my  ebild,  tbis  ring  shall  be 
A pledge  of  happiness  for  thee/' 

u The  task  ¡s  hard — oh  ! ask  it  not, 

Ilow  wretcbed  is  my  wayward  lot ! 

VVill  not  my  tears  of  anguish  move — 

I wed  a man  I cannot  love  ! ” — 

u Hold,  Azénor,  'tis  sin  and  shame, 

You  wed  a man  of  noble  ñame, 

Silver  and  gold  are  bis  I ween. 

And  Mezléan's  elerk  is  poor  and  niéan/1 

“ VVith  love  like  ours  con  Id  we  be  poor, 
Though  forced  to  beg  frora  door  to  door!  ” 


part  v. 

To  Kermorven  tlie  bride  is  come : 

11er  husband 's  mother  hail’d  her  borne. 

“ Alas  ! " sbe  said,  in  tones  of  woe, 

“ VVhere  is  my  bed,  good  mother  show/’ — 

“ I ’ll  leud  thee  there,  fair  daughter  mine — 

The  blaek  knight’s  ehamber  joins  to  thine/' 

Then  on  her  knees  she  fell,  her  hair 
Flow’d  wildly  o’er  her  shoulders  fair, 

Cast  broken-hearted  on  the  ground, 

She  murmur'd  fortli  with  piteous  souud, 

<l  My  God  ! my  God  ! forsake  me  not — 
llave  pity  on  my  hapless  lot !" 

u Where  is  my  wife — dear  mother,  where  ? "■ — 
u My  son,  go  mount  the  turret  stair, 

She  lies  in  sorrow,  and  demands 
Perchance  some  comfort  at  thy  hands.” 

Within  her  bower  be  sougbt  his  bride, 

11  All  joy  and  bliss  be  thine,”  she  cried — 

“ All  joy,  young  widower,  to  thee, 

Such  as  my  heart  may  never  see.” — 


vol.  x. 
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“ Now,  by  ihe  Virgin,  lady  fair, 

And  by  tbe  sacred  Triniiy, 

Sucl>  taunts  a bridegroom  ill  may  bear, 

Thou  know’st  no  widower  am  1.” — 

“ Not  yet,  but  soon  thou  shnlt — now  hold — 

Take  thou  my  bridal  robe  so  brave, 
lt  c.ost  full  thirty  crowns  of  gold, 

And  that  my  maiden  true  shali  have. 

“ For  I bave  giv’n  her  eare  and  pain. 

And  muny  letters  bear  did  she — 

Lettcrs,  alas; ! all  lost  and  vain, 

Between  my  own  dear  love  and  me! 

“This  inantle  new  my  raother  made, 

That  to  the  priests  I give,  to  say 
The  masses  that  my  soul  sliall  aid, 

And  wash  at  length  my  sins  away. 

My  cross  and  chaplet  take,  1 pray, 

In  mern’ry  of  thy  bridal  day.” 

Why  toll  the  bclls  so  low  and  dread  ? 

Why  hush'd  is  all  the  village  glee? 

Young  Azénor  the  bride  is  dead, 

11er  head  upon  her  hnsband’s  knee! 

Near  Pont- A ven,  in  llénanos  hall, 
ilis  liarp  the  bard  in  sorrow  strung, 

To  teaeh  tliis  mournful  tale  to  all. 

And  be  for  ever  said  and  sung. 

The  oíd  lord’s  minstrel  toueh’d  the  cliords, 

And  a fair  lady  wrote  the  words. 

The  ñame  of  kloer,  or  clerks,  is  given  in  Britany  to  young  men 
who  are  studying  in  order  to  enter  the  ecclesiastic  State.  The  term 
exactly  corresponds  with  that  of  the  Welsh  kler,  and  may  be  recog- 
nised  as  the  same  as  the  low  Latín  clerus,  applied  to  learned  men.  It 
was  given  in  early  times  to  a minstrel  or  inferior  bard,  and  apoet  or 
écolier-poele. 

The  Bretón  kloer  belong  in  general  to  the  class  of  peasants  or  small 
farmcrs.  At  León,  Kemper,  and  Vannes  they  are  most  to  be  met 
with.  They  arrive  in  troops  from  distant  parts  of  the  country,  in 
their  peculiar  and  singular  costume,  wearing  their  long  hair,  and 
distinguished  by  their  rustic  naiveté  aud  their  accent.  They  are 
generally  very  young,  and  live  together  in  the  outskirts  of  the  towns 
in  the  simplest  manner,  not  being  usunlly  supplied  with  very  ex- 
tensive  funds. 

In  summer  they  return  to  their  villages,  but  their  sojourn  in  the 
towus  has  always  an  eflect  on  their  minds,  wrhieh  rarely  fails  to  altcr 
their  manners,  and  few  escape  a sentimental  attachment  which  only 
serves  to  render  tliem  unhappy,  as  it  is  incompatible  with  their 
future  prospects.  It  happens  not  unfrequently  that,  overeóme  by 
their  feelings,  they  renounce  the  career  they  liad  intended  to  em- 
brace, and  throwing  aside  their  books,  return  “ to  busy  Ufe  again.” 
But  much  oftener  the  church  triumphs,  and  the  scholar  poet  pours 
forth  all  his  heart  in  verse,  and  confides  his  sentiments  to  his  muse 
alone. 
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The  kloer  sing,  but  ncver  write  their  compositions,  relying  rather 
on  the  memory  of  their  hearers  than  on  the  fame  which  publication 
might  confer,  and  which  would  preelude  the  necessity  of  their  works 
being  learnt  by  heart. 

But  when  the  clerk  becomes  a priest,  he  carefully  forgets  bis  for- 
mer  act,  and  professes  to  huid  it  in  abhorrencc ; nevertheléss,  they 
contri  ve  to  avail  theraselves  of  what  they  formerly  delighted  in,  and 
in  their  addresaes  to  the  Deity  may  be  traced  the  fervour  which  in- 
spired  the  profane  songs  formerly  so  much  admired,  and  once  their 
pride. 

At  the  celebrated  meetings  called  Pardons > so  well  known  in 
Britmy,  the  last  evening  belongs  to  the  kloer , when  they  usually 
sing  their  newest  love-songs,  collected  in  groups  beneath  the  antique 
trees  which  grow  at  the  entrance  of  the  cemeteries.  In  Tréquier  and 
Van nes  they  often  perform  sacred  dramas,  which  last  several  days. 

The  young  clerk  of  Mezleán  appears  to  llave  belonged  to  a class 
somewhat  beyond  the  usual  rank  of  the  kloer  of  the  present  day. 

L.  S.  C. 
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TllANSLATED  BY  BIARY  HOWITT. 

HEINRICH  IIEINE. 

Dkau  girl,  we  two  wcre  children, 

Two  children  young  and  gay, 

When  we  crept  into  the  heifs-house, 

And  stretched  lis  under  the  hay. 

Tlien  crowed  we  like  to  chanticleer, 

And  peoplc  on  the  road, 

Kikcrekeh  ! all  fancied 

ít  was  the  cock  that  crowed ! 

The  chcst  within  the  court-yard, 

We  papered  il  with  care, 

And  there  we  dwelt  together, 

And  made  a mansión  fair. 

A neighbour's  ancient  tabby 
Carne  to  us  froin  the  roof; 

We  made  her  bows  and  courtesies, 

And  compliments  enough. 

VVre  asked  of  her  well-being 
Agaiu  and  yet  again  ; — 

We  've  mude  the  saíne  profession 
To  many  oíd  eats  since  then ! 

IIow  often  we  sate  and  conversed 
Like  the  oíd  with  prudent  tongue, 

And  mourifd  how  things  had  alter’d 
For  worse  since  we  were  young. 

IIow  love,  and  truth,  and  religión 
Out  of  the  world  were  gone; 

And  how  so  dear  was  coffee, 

Whilst  money  there  was  none ! 

They  are  gone  the  plays  of  childhood, — 

They  go  the  hopes  of  youth ; 

Money,  the  world,  and  time  goes, 

Religión,  love,  aud  truth  ! 


G8 


OR, 


Til E TALE  OF  THE  BEAUTIFUL  TO-TO. 


by  “ T.  T.  T.” 


Now  beat  the  drum  and  clatter  the  gong, 

Aud  let  us  upraise  our  voices  strong. 

And  tell  it  aloiid  with  niusic  and  song, 

Wliut  praise  muy  wcll  to  our  damos  belong, 

That  they  ’re  sure  to  go  riglit  if  they  can’t  go  wrong. 

Ya-Uoo. 


If  any  of  onv  lovely  country- women  shóuld  meet  a Chínese  lady, 
tliey  would  deem  her  lot  unblessed  — at  least,  the  First  idea  that 
would  occur  to  them  would  be,  that  they  would  not  stand  in  her 
shoes.  Notwithstanding  what  has  been  said  by  Pope,  the  eharacters 
of  women  are  very  various ; but  in  China,  if  we  may  judge  them  by 
their  hoofs,  we  shall  take  the  whole  sex  for  a set  (excuse  the  expres- 
sion)  of s<  regular  little  devils,”  and  that  is  equivalcnt  to  their  being 
women  of  “ no  eharacters  at  all.” 

The  Chínese  ladies  do  not  understand  “long  measure:”  at  all 
events  their  table  is  peculiar,  as  they  have  but  three  inches  to  a foot. 
A eurious  fact  in  their  anatomy  is  that  their  toes  are  bent,  and  twenty 
in  number,  boing doublcd  under  the  solé;  thus  even  though  their  feet 
move  forward,  their  toes  go  backwards. 

They  are  cxtremely  contentious:  they  cannot  meet  without  scuf- 
fiing.  Their  walk  is  uneasy — they  seem  to  move  with  pain  ; and 
how  should  it  be  otherwise  when  Jiails  are  under  their  feet  ? 
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Yet,  thongh  feet  so  diminutive  are  at  present,  and  llave  been  for 
many  centuries,  worn  by  the  celestial  ladies,  tliis  was  not  always  the 
case.  A Frencli  postilion  has  bcen  described  as  all  boots : the  sage 
Ya-hoo,  whom  we  llave  quoted  at  the  head  of  this  story,  spoke  of 
the  softer  sex  in  bis  time  as  all  slippers  ; yet  it  is  truc  that  even  this 
expression  seems  to  set  them  upon  a bad  footing. 

Their  feet  were  not  always  so  small.  You  shall  find  in  Chinese 
histories  that  the  Emperor  Min^Te,  who  carne  to  the  throne  in  the 
thirty-first  year  of  the  sixty-first  eyele,*  had  a beautiful  Empress, 
To  -To,  whose  feet  in  lengtli  rejoiced  in  tlieir  complement  of  exactly 
twelve  inches.  Iler  step,  too,  was  exactly  thrice  a foot ; and  there- 
fore  whatever  his  ministers  might  recommend,  he  would  adopt  no 
measures  but  what  she  approvcd. 

The  Emperor  loved  his  lady  with  imperial  measure  of  attach- 
ment ; indeed  he  regarded  lier  single  self  with  more  aífection  than 
he  entertained  besides  for  any  two  of  his  handmaidens:  and  he 
would  seldom  absent  himself  from  her  society  except  wlicn  it  was 
necessary  for  him  to  give  audience, — that  is,  to  smoke  a quiet  hooka 
in  presence  of  his  ministers, — in  the  celestial  council-chamber.  The 
custom  of  the  country  rendered  it  impossible  that  To-To  should  at- 
tend  him  there ; but  when  the  formal  conference  was  over,  he  would 
frequently  detain  his  favourite  minister,  Hum,  in  whose  character 
and  wisdoin  he  had  great  confidence,  and  retiring  to  a more  snug 
apartment,  would  invite  his  Empress  to  join  them  in  a cosy  pipe. 
On  sucli  occasions  state  business  was  sometimes  a second  time  dis- 
cussed ; and  the  decisions  of  the  lesser  council  often  annulled  and 
superseded  those  of  the  greater. 

Min-Te  was  a lazy  monarch,  and  was  well  pleased  to  have  all 
troublesome  questions  of  policy  or  justice  arranged  in  a quiet  man- 
ner,  without  his  intervention : he  did  not  like  to  be  obliged  to  de- 
cide between  the  conflicting  opinions  of  diflerent  ministers ; but  in 
these  agreeable  little  after-councils,  strange  to  say,  though  a lady 
was  allowed  a voiee  in  them,  there  was  always  unanimity,  and  sel- 
dom a very  lavish  expenditure  of  words.  No  wonder  that  Min-Te 
should  valué  a minister  whose  simple  eloquence,  and  of  course  great 
argumentativo  powers,  sufticed  at  once,  upon  whatever  subject  they 
were  exercised,  to  carry  conviction  even  to  an  Empress.  To  testify 
liis  great  esteem  for  Hum,  lie  ordered  that  lie  should  be  lodged  in 
the  palace,  in  chambers  not  far  distant  from  the  imperial  apart- 
ments.  He  frequently  employed  him  to  instil  into  the  lovely  To- 
To  a proper  sense  of  all  the  duties  she  should  aim  at  fulfilling  as  a 
woman  and  a wife ; but  above  all,  as  the  chosen  lady  of  the  Em- 
peror. 

The  beautiful  Empress  received  meekly  and  graciously  the  lessons 
of  virtue  thus  imparted  to  her.  Nothing,  to  her  apprehension,  could 
be  more  agreeable  than  the  comiséis  given  by  Hum;  and  she  de- 
lighted  in  the  low  and  earnest  voiee  in  which  they  were  uttered. 
The  Emperor,  looking  on  at  a little  distance,  was  overjoyed  at  see- 
ing  with  how  much  attention  she  listened  to  the  instructions  of  so 
excellent  an  adviser ; and  when  at  other  times  he  heard  her  dis- 
course  of  virtue  and  the  duties  of  wifehood,  c<  This  is  all  Hum/* 
thought  he.  Thus  she  gained  still  more  of  his  aífection,  and  Hum 


A.D.  í >34 . 


70 


FASIIIONS  IN  FEET. 


of  his  esteem ; and  the  fame  of  both  went  abroad  tbroughout  all  the 
celestial  dominions.  When  Ilum  appeared  abroad  in  the  streets  the 
people  flocked  about  him.  “A  Hum!  a Hum!”  they  cried,  “ the 
EmperoFs  favoured  counsellor.  Tliree  checrs  for  a Hum  ! ” Then 
they  shouted  aloud,  and  no  sound  could  be  heard  except  “A 
Hum ! ” 

The  Emperor  was  a sound  sleeper  ; that  is  to  say,  he  could  sleep 
in  spite  of  a sound.  It  is  strange  that  a sound  sleeper  and  a quiet 
sleeper  should  be  nearly  synonymous  expressions ; not  quite,  indeed, 
for  one  who  snores  may  be  a sound  sleeper.  The  Empress  was  a 
sound  sleeper  also ; a very  determined  sleeper ; for  she  was  addict- 
ed  to  somnambulism,  and  somn&mbulists  must  be  very  determined 
sleepers. 

From  being  himself  such  a decided  somnulist  it  was  some  time 
before  the  Emperor  became  aware  of  his  lady’s  peculiarity.  A little 
whisper,  however, — no  bigger  than  a musquito,  which  liad  for  seve- 
ral  days  been  fluttering  about  the  palace,  and  buzzing  into  people's 
ears,  one  morning  carne  dancing  about  his ; and  having  awhile 
piped  into  it  in  a very  small  voice,  gave  it  a sting  which  caused  con- 
siderable irritation,  then  flew  out  at  the  window,  and  in  a short  time 
liad  treated  every  mother's  son,  and  no  less  father’s  daughter, 
throughout  the  celestial  dominions,  in  nearly  the  same  way. 

That  little  provoking  noise  kept  ringing  in  his  imperial  music- 
box,  and  the  smart  continued,  so  that  his  majesty  at  night  was  quite 
unable  to  sleep ; but,  in  the  hope,  no  doubt,  of  bringing  the  cus- 
tomary  drowsy  influence  upon  him,  he  lay  quite  still  (by  his  lady’s 
side),  and  breathed  hard,  as  thougli  he  liad  been  in  slumber.  Un- 
questionably  it  must  have  been  very  trying  to  his  feelings  as  a hus- 
band  to  know  that  his  wife  was  all  the  wliile  very  comfortably 
reposing  in  the  arms — nay,  don't  be  frightened — in  the  arms  of  Mor- 
plieus. 

He  fell  however  into  a sort  of  half-doze,  a dreamy  mood,  in  which 
the  little  tune  of  the  small  whisper  seemed  to  split  into  two  parts; 
the  one  consisted  of  a number  of  minikin  figures  made  up  of  queer 
bars  very  strangely  put  together,  which  kept  dancing  about  his  closed 
eyes ; the'other  still  sounded  in  his  ear,  but  its  members  assumed 
an  articúlate  character,  and  the  sounds  and  the  figures  mutually  in- 
terpreted  each  other ; whilst  the  tune  was  still  discernible  in  the 
words,  and  the  motions  of  the  characters  kept  time  to  it.  Tliis  was 
the  song : 

Min-Te,  Min-Te,  Min-Te, 

Oh  Emperor,  bold  and  free ! 

Do  as  I bid, 

Open  your  lid, 

Yon  *d  better  be  wise  and  see. 

With  a chee,  chee,  cheee,  chee,  chee,  chee,  chee. 

Lest  it  betide  (chee,  chee,) 

That  your  wife  should  creep  (chee,  chee,)* 

Away  from  your  side,  (chee,  chee,) 

For  she  walks  in  her  sleep  (chee,  chee). 

With  a chee,  chee,  chee,  chee,  cheeee,  cheee,  chee, 

And  a chee,  chee,  cheeee,  cheee,  cheee,  chee,  cheeeeeeee. 

* I believe  it  is  either  Captain  Marryatt  or  Captain  Basil  Hall  who  has  given  a 
specimen  of  the  Mosquito  language  very  closely  resemhling  tliis. 
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Miu-Te,  Min-Te,  Min-Te, 

Lend  the  loan  of  your  lug  to  me  ! 

I *d  have  you  be  wise, 

And  open  your  eyes, 

And  see  what  you  shall  see. 

With  a chee,  chee,  chee,  chee,  cheee,  cheee,  chee. 

There  ’s  Hum  in  his  bed  (chee,  chee,) 

At  the  end  of  the  gallery,  (chee,) 

Best  cut  off  his  heud,  (chee,  chee,) 

Or  at  least  his  salary  (chee). 

With  a cheee,  chee,  chee,  chee,  cheee,  cheee,  chee, 

And  a cheee,  chee,  chee,  chee,  cheee,  cheee,  cheeeeee. 

And  so  the  song  was  proceeding,  like  the  moon,  all  inade  of 
chcese,  when  his  imperial  majesty  (who  lay  dos-á-dos  with  his  wife, 
for  the  greater  convenience  of  dozing  a doze,)  was  suddenly  aroused 
to  full  consciousness  by  a gentle  pulí  of  the  silken  coverlet.  lie  lay 
quite  quiet,  (though  a gnat  at  the  moment  settled  on  his  nose,)  and 
soon  perceived  that  the  Empresa  was  getting  out  of  bed  in  her  sleep, 
and  evidently  taking  the  greatest  possible  care  not  to  awaken  her- 
self  in  so  doing.  Having  no  doubt  at  all — none  whatever — not  the 
slightest  in  the  world — not  the  least  possible — that  she  was  altoge- 
ther  unconscious  ofwhat  she  was  about,  he  thought,  like  a kind  Era- 
peror,  that  it  would  be  right  she  should  be  looked  to,  lest  she 
should  break  her  neck  down  the  stairs  or  out  of  window,  the  pa- 
lace  being  two  stories  high  ; and,  as  he  discovered  that  she  moved 
towards  the  door,  he  rose  from  bed  as  quietly  as  she  liad  done,  and 
folio wed  ; she  all  the  while  treading  as  noiselessly  as  though  she 
were  a fly,  and  he  as  though  he  were  a spider. 

She  proceeded  along  the  gallery,  and  passed  the  stairs  without  ac- 
cident;  and  she  had  arrived  almost  at  the  bottom  of  the  corridor, 
when  the  Emperor,  alarmed  lest  she  might  make  a false  step  (a  fox's 
paw,  as  the  French  express  it,)  seized  her  by  throwing  his  lefe  arm 
round  her  waist,  at  the  same  moment  plaeinghis  right  liand  over  her 
moutli,  to  prevent  that  natural  utterance  of  alarm  which  might  he 
expected  from  a lady  suddenly  awakened  under  such  circumstances. 
Startled  she  was,  and  she  certainly  would  have  screamed  liad  it  not 
been  for  his  precaution.  Being  quite  in  the  dark,  both  as  to  where 
she  was,  and  as  to  who  had  laid  such  violent  hauds  upon  her,  you 
may  imagine  how  greatly  she  was  frightened.  She  struggled  to  get 
loose,  though  still  without  making  much  noise ; for,  upon  a mo- 
ment’s  reflection,  it  occurred  to  her  that  it  would  be  unpleasant  to 
rouse  the  whole  house  from  their  slumbers  at  that  hour  of  night ; 
and  indeed  that  it  would  not  be  amiss  if  she  could  get  back  to  her 
chamber  as  quietly  as  she  carne  thence.  But  this  was  not  to  be  ; 
for  the  prime  minister  Hum,  who,  with  what  truth  I cannot  pretend 
to  say,  had  the  reputation  of  being  at  all  times  wide  awake,  was  not 
asleep  upon  the  present  occasion  ; and  hearing  with  his  pair  of  very 
acute  ears  a little  scuffling  in  the  gallery,  lie  opened  the  door  of  his 
apartment,  which  was  cióse  to  the  scene  of  action.  He  had  appa- 
rently  been  deeply  engaged  in  study  ; for  he  lield  in  his  liana  a 
lighted  lantern,  the  light  of  which  he  now  directed  upon  the  pair  in 
the  corridor.  The  instant  he  saw  them,  however,  it  dropped  from 
his  liand ; and  closing  and  fastening  the  door  with  all  possible  cele- 
rity,  he  jumped  upon  his  bed,  coiled  himself  into  a circle  less  than 
his  waist  in  diameter,  drew  the  clothes  over  him  in  a lieap,  and  lay 
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without  moving,  breathing,  or  letting  his  beard  grow,  till  the  morn- 
ing  light  liad  filled  his  apartment. 

During  the  moment  that  agleam  from  the  lantern  had  bcen  tlirown 
upon  them,  To-To  became  aware  that  it  was  only  the  Emperor  who 
had  frightened  her  so  much  in  the  dark ; and  of  course  much  de- 
lighted  at  this  discovery,  and  her  fears  all  banished  thereby,  she 
immediately  returned  witb  him  to  the  imperial  apartment. 

“ My  dearest  To-To/'  saicl  his  imperial  majesty,  as  they  entered, 
“ I was  not  till  now  aware  that  you  were  a somnambulist/' 

Indeed,  your  majesty/'  replied  the  lovely  Empress,  “it  is  a very 
grievous  affliction.  Two  steps  more,  but  for  your  fortúnate  arrival, 
would  llave  brought  my  head  against  the  angle  of  that  doorway.” 

“ Rut  why/'  he  asked,  “ did  you  never  mention  to  me  that  you 
were  so  afflicted  ? I would  have  had  a gold  collar  made  to  surround 
your  ankle,  and  a chain  and  lock  to  secure  you  to  the  bed.  I my- 
self  would  have  kept  the  key,  so  dearly  do  I tender  your  safcty." 

“ I had  hoped/'  she  replied,  “ that  my  attachment  to  your  sacred 
majesty  would  always  have  exercised  the  counteracting  influence 
which  it  has  hitherto  done,  and  have  overeóme  entirely  the  infirmity 
to  which  I was  formerly  subject.  í have  no  fear  of  another  attack, 
and  I tliink  the  gold  chain  therefore  will  be  quite  unnecessary.’' 

“ As,  however,  you  are  restless  to-night/'  said  the  Emperor,  “ 1 
will  secure  you  for  the  present  with  this  strap.  Stay,  let  me  pass  it 
round  you.  There,  tliat  will  do — nay,  one  pulí  more — uli,  uli — you 
can't  move  now,  I think.  That  's  just  the  thing — the  lock  is  famous 
— so — and  liere  goes  the  key.  Don’t  be  afraid  ; you  can't  roll  down. 
And  now,  as  I 'm  rather  of  the  sleepiest,  good  night,  dearest  madam. 
Indeed  this  sleep-walking  is  a terrible  thing ; but  we'll  say  no  more 
about  that  till  the  morning." 

He  had  scarcely  finished  speaking  before  he  was  fast  asleep ; but 
poor  To-To  couldn't  get  to  sleep  at  all,  for  she  was  almost  cut  in 
two  by  the  strap  he  had  fastened  round  her. 

In  the  morning  the  Emperor  liberated  his  wife ; but  he  did  not 
revert  to  the  subject  of  sleep-walking  till  after  lie  had  finished  his 
morning  devotions  and  meal. 

He  tlien  sent  for  her  ; and  when  she  carne  into  his  presence  he 
asked  if  she  remembered  the  circumstances  of  the  preeeding  night. 
She  confessed  that  she  had  some  confused  recollection  of  a dream,  in 
which  she  had  imagined  that,  after  her  belovcd  lord  had  been  a long 
time  absent  from  home,  whilst  pining  for  his  return,  she  suddenly 
belield  him  walking  towards  her,  at  a distance  in  the  garden ; and 
that  in  the  aíTection  of  her  lieart  she  had  gone  forth  to  mect  him, 
and  to  welcome  him.  That  with  these  purposes  she  was  hastening 
down  the  long  walk,  when  a black  dragón  flew  out  of  the  canal 
by  which  it  was  bor dered,  and  coiled  suddenly  around  her.  She 
was  mortally  frightened  thereat,  and,  with  the  greatest  presence 
of  mind,  made  a resolve  on  the  instant  to  utter  a loud  scream  ; but 
that  the  black  dragón  put  one  of  its  terrible  paws  upon  her  mouth, 
and  rendered  it  impossible  to  carry  a deviee  so  ingenious  into  exe- 
cution.  On  partially  awakening  about  that  time,  what  was  her  satis- 
faction  at  discovering  tliat  the  black  dragón  was  no  other  than  the 
Emperor  himself. 

His  majesty  then  questioned  her  as  to  how  long  she  had  been 
subject  to  this  afHiction  of  somnambulism  : and  slie  replied,  that  ever 
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since  she  had  fírst  acquired  the  use  of  hcr  feet  it  had  occasionally 
seized  her  ; and  that  sometiraes  she  had  hurt  herself  severely  hy 
walking  against  the  wall.  Tliis  was  very  hard,  she  said ; but  she 
supposed,  if  fate  brought  it  upon  her,  she  must  endeavour  to  sup- 
port  it. 

Her  compassionate  lord  endcavoured  to  consolé  her  with  the  sug- 
gestion  that  some  remedy  might  possibly  be  found  for  this  únfortu- 
nate  habit ; and  he  questioned  her  as  to  whether  there  were  any 
manner  in  which  she  con  Id  at  all  account  fbr  hcr  being  thus  af- 
flicted.  In  answer  to  this,  she  expressed  a suspicion  that  her  mamma 
had  becn  partly  concerned ; and  she  told  some  long  story  to  substan- 
tiate  this  view : but  that  I consider  little  worthy  our  attention,  as 
she  made  the  facts  a few  weeks  older  than  herself,  and  might  there- 
fore  be  supposed  to  know  but  little  of  the  matter.  She  afterwards, 
however,  put  the  thing  in  a more  philosophical  liglit,  when  she  said, 
that  her  habits  being  sedentary  and  her  feet  large,  the  latter,  she 
thought,  had  not  a proper  proportion  of  exercise  during  the  day  ; and 
thus  made  up  secrctly  at  niglit,  when  they  knew  that  she  was  sleep- 
ing,  and  unable  consequently  to  keep  a look-out  upon  their  motions. 

Now  liere  let  it  be  mentioned  that  large  feet  in  the  days  of  Min- 
Te  were  as  necessary  to  the  ideal  of  female  loveliness  throughout 
the  celestial  dominions,  as  small  feet  have  been  ever  since ; and  that 
Min-Te  himself  had  choscn  the  deleetable  To-To  as  the  wife  of  his 
bosom  chiefly  on  account  of  her  felicities  in  that  department  of  the 
beautiful.  Ñevertheless,  when  his  lady  declared  her  conviction  that 
with  premeditation  those  her  lovely  members  walked  away  with  her 
in  such  an  inexcusable  manner,  he  could  not  restrain  himself  from 
uttering  a malediction  against  them.  This  malediction  w*as  express- 
ed in  three  words ; but  the  nib  of  my  pen  turns  this  way  and  that, 
and  refuses  to  writc  the  first : “ their  soles  **  were  the  other  two. 

Min-Te  then  informed  his  lady  that  it  had  come  to  his  knowledgc 
that,  though  he  doubted  not  she  was  quite  unconscious  of  the  fact, 
the  little  excursión  she  had  takcn  the  past  night  was  by  no  means 
the  first  she  had  made  in  the  same  direction  ; and  he  considered 
that  if  she  walked  at  all,  that  was  tlic  wrong  wfay,  and  this  he  dis- 
approved  in  To-To. 

But  To-To  expressed  great  satisfaction  at  hearing  this,  as  she 
said  that  actions  done  in  slcep  always  went  by  a rule  of  contrary, 
and  that  her  walking  the  wrong  way  in  a dream  was  the  most  lucid 
of  all  possible  proofs  that  her  ways  were  always  correct  in  hcr 
waking  hours. 

Could  the  Emperor  do  otherwise  than  bow  to  the  forcé  of  such 
argument  ? He  highly  applauded  his  lady,  and  assured  her  of  his 
perfect  confidence  in  her  waking  excellence.  Yet  he  confessed  that 
his  strong  conviction  of  this  was  in  itself  a source  of  disquiet  to  his 
mind  ; for  she  had  clearly  demonstrated  that  it  would  be  the  occa- 
sion  of  her  always  going  wrong  in  sleep.  It  was  his  wisli,  if  pos- 
sible, that  this  might  be  avoided  ; and  the  only  mode  which  occurred 
to  him  of  escaping  from  the  dilemma  was  to  prevent  her  from  going 
at  all.  How  to  effect  this  ? He  wislied  heartily  that  her  feet  liad 
not  grown  since  infancy,  as  she  then  would  not  have  taken  to  sleep- 
walking ; but  they  had,  and  what  was  to  be  done?  Min-Te  was  an 
inventive  genius:  he  hit  upon  an  admirable  plan  : he  sent  for  a cook 
and  a cleaver,  and  had  these  offending  members  chopped  six  inches 
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shorter.  The  cure  was  complete — it  i s confidently  statec]  that  To-To 
never  more  walked  in  her  sleep  ; and  I recommend  all  somnambu- 
lists  to  try  the  efliciency  of  Min-Te’s  invention. 

The  Emperor  next  wished  a prívate  conference  with  his  prime 
minister.  Hum  liad  not  yet  arisen,  and  the  messengers  had  to  seek 
him  in  his  chamber.  They  found  him  nearly  in  the  attitude  in 
which  he  lay  when  we  wished  him  good  night ; but  when  they  on- 
dea voured  to  arouse  him,  they  disco vered  that  he  had  choked  him- 
self  by  swallowing  his  pig-tail. 

A proclamation  went  abroad  throughout  the  empire  that  the  most 
honoured  and  exemplary  Empress,  the  lantern  of  beauty  and  steel- 
yard  of  ceremony,  had  set  the  fashion  of  short  feet ; and  though  it 
was  not  absolutely  required  that  all  the  ladies  of  the  land  should 
conform  to  this  viode , it  was  made  imperative  on  all  parents  to  wrap 
up  the  feet  of  their  female  childrcn  in  such  ligatures  of  cotton,  silk, 
leather,  or  brass,  as  should  effectually  prevent  the  future  growth  of 
the  pedal  bones  and  ligaments,  the  toes  being  bent  inwards  towards 
the  solé  ; “ for/'  said  the  edict,  <cas  the  toes  of  women  have  a natural 
bias  to  go  wrong,  it  is  proper  that  they  should  be  turned  the  oppo- 
site  way." 

This  order  was  everywhere  obeyed  with  great  alacrity  ; and  it  is 
supposed  that  not  less  than  six  millions  of  ladies,  wisliing  to  be  at 
the  top  of  the  fashion,  voluntarily,  and  with  their  own  hands,  chop- 
ped  off  their  feet  at  the  instep. 

Min-Te  and  To-To  thenceforth  lived  ever  happily.  The  wisdom 
of  Min-Te  is  much  spoken  ofin  this  day,  and  he  is  accounted  one  of 
the  greatest  benefactors  of  his  country  ; for  the  Chínese  are  of  opi- 
nión that  their  wives  have  walked  much  more  steadily  since  they 
lost  the  use  of  their  feet. 


75 


COUNTY  LEGEND  S.— No.  IV. 


TIIE  INGOLDSBY  PENANCE! 

A LEU  EN  D ÜF  WEST  KEN  T. 


BY  THOMAS  INGOLDSBY,  ESO. 


1 ’ll  devise  tliee  brave  punishinents  fur  liim  ! 

SlIAKSrEIlE. 


Out  and  spakc  Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray, 

A stahvart  knight,  I ween,  was  lie, 

“ Come  east,  come  west, 

Come  lance  in  rest, 

Come  faulcliion  in  liand,  l ’ll  tickle  the  best 
Oí*  all  the  Soldan’s  Chivalrie ! ” 

Oh,  they  carne  west,  and  they  carne  east, 

Twenty-four  Emirs  and  Sheiks  at  the  least, 

And  they  hammer’d  away 
At  Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray, 

Fall  back,  fall  edge,  cut,  thrust,  and  point, — 

But  he  topp’d  off  head,  and  he  lopp’d  offjoint ; 

Twenty  and  three 
Ofhigh  degree 

Lay  stark  and  stiff  on  the  crimson’d  lea, 

All — all  save  one — and  he  ran  up  a tree  I 
“ Now  count  them,  my  Squire,  now  count  theni  and  see 

“Twenty  and  three  ! 

Twenty  and  three  ! — 

All  of  them  Nobles  ofhigh  degree; 

There  they  be  lying  on  Ascalon  lea  ! ” 

Out  and  spake  Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray, 

“ Wliat  news?  wluxt  news?  come,  tell  to  me  ! 

What  news?  what  news,  thou  little  Foot-page? 

I ’ve  been  whacking  the  foe,  till  it  seems  un  age 
Since  I was  in  Ingoldsby  Hall  so  free  I 
What  news?  what  news  from  Ingoldsby  Hall? 

Come,  tell  to  me  now,  thou  Page  so  small ! ” 


“ Oh,  Havvk  and  Hound 
Are  safe  and  sound, 
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Bcast  in  byre,  and  steed  in  stall ; 

And  thc  watch-dog’s  bark, 

As  soon  as  it  ’s  dark, 

Bays  wakeful  guard  around  Ingoldsby  Hall ! ” 

“ I do  not  talk 
Of  Hound  or  of  Hawk, 

Of  steed  in  stall,  or  of  watch-dog’s  bay; 

Fain  would  I hear 
Of  my  dainty  dear ; 

ITow  fares  Dame  Alice,  my  Lady  gay?” — 

Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray,  he  said  in  bis  ragc, 

44  Wlmt  news?  what  news?  tliou  naughty  Foot-page 

Tliat  little  Foot-page  full  low  crouch’d  he. 

And  he  doff’d  his  cap,  and  he  hended  bis  knee, 
a Now  lithe  and  listen,  Sir  Bray,  to  me  : 

Lady  Alice  sits  lonely  in  bowér  and  hall, 

Her  sighs  tliey  rise,  and  her  tcars  they  fall ; 

She  sits  alone, 

And  she  makes  her  moan  ; 

Dance  and  song 

She  considers  quite  wrong ; 

Feast  and  revel 
As  snares  of  the  devil ; 

She  mendeth  her  lióse,  and  she  crieth  1 Alack ! 

When  will  Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray  come  back  ? ’ ” 

44  Thou  liest ! thou  liest,  thou  naughty  Foot-page, 
Full  loud  dost  thou  lie,  false  Pago,  to  me  ! 

There,  in  thy  breast, 

'Neath  thy  silken  vest, 

What  scroll  is  that,  false  Page,  I see  ? ” 

Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray  in  his  rage  drcw  ncar, 

That  little  Foot-page  he  blench’d  with  fear ; 

“ Now  wliere  may  the  Prior  of  Abingdon  lie  ? 

King  Ilichard’s  Confessor,  I ween,  is  he, 

And  tidings  rare 
To  him  do  I bear, 

And  news  of  price  from  his  rich  Ab-hec  I ” 

Ci  Now  nay,  now  nay,  thou  naughty  Page ! 

No  learned  clerk,  I trow,  am  I, 

But  well,  I ween, 

May  there  be  seen 
Dame  Alice’s  hand  with  lialf  an  eye; 

Now  nay,  now  nay,  thou  naughty  Page, 

From  Abingdon  Abbey  comes  not  thy  news; 
Although  no  clerk, 

Well  may  I mark 

The  particular  turn  of  her  P’s  and  her  Q’s ! ” 
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Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray,  in  his  fury  and  rage, 

By  the  back  of  tbe  neck  takes  tlmt  üttle  Foot-pagc; 

The  scroll  lie  seizes, 

The  Page  he  squeezes, 

And  buffets, — and  pinches  his  nose  till  he  sneezes ; 

Then  he  cuts  with  his  dagger  the  silken  threads 

Which  tliey  used  in  those  days  'stead  of  üttle  Quccn’s-heads. 

Wlien  the  conten ts  of  the  scroll  met.  his  view, 

Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray  in  a passion  grew, 

Backward  he  drew 
His  mailed  shoc, 

And  he  kicked  that  naughty  Foot-page,  that  he  flew 
Like  a cloth-yard  shaft  from  a hended  yew, 

1 may  not  say  whither — I never  knew. 

“ Now  count  the  slain 
Upon  Ascalon  plain, — 

Go  count  them,  my  Squire,  go  count  them  again  ! ” 

44  Twenty  and  threc  ! 

There  tliey  be, 

Stiff  and  stark  on  that  crimson’d  leal — 

Twenty  and  three  ? — 

Stay — let  me  see  ! 

Stretchcd  in  his  gore 
There  üeth  one  more  I 

By  the  Pope’s  triple  crown  there  are  twenty  and  four! 
Twenty-four  trunks,  I ween,  are  there, 

But  their  heads  and  their  limbs  are  no-body  knows  where  I 
A ye,  twenty-four  corsés,  1 rede,  there  be, 

Though  one  got  away,  and  ran  up  a tree  ! ” 

44  Look  nigher,  look  nigher, 

My  trusty  Squire  ! ” — 

“ One  is  the  corsé  of  a barefooted  Friar  ! ! ” 

Out  and  spake  Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray, 

“A  boon,  a boon,  King  Richard,”  quoth  he, 
u Now  Heav'n  thee  save, 

A boon  I crave, 

A boon,  Sir  King,  on  my  bended  kncc; 

A year  and  a day 
llave  I been  away, 

King  Richard,  from  Ingoldsby  Hall  so  free  ; 

Dame  Al  ice,  she  sits  there  in  lonely  guise, 

And  she  makes  her  moan,  and  she  sobs  and  she  sighs, 

And  tears  like  rain-drops  fall  from  licr  eyes, 

And  she  darneth  her  lióse,  and  she  crietli, 4 Alack ! 

Oh,  when  will  Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray  come  back?’ 

A boon,  a boon,  my  Licgc,”  quoth  he, 

44  Fair  Ingoldsby  Hall  1 fain  would  sec  ! ” 
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“ Bise  up,  rise  up,  Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray," 

King  Bichare!  said  right  graciously, 

“ Of  all  in  my  host 
That  i love  the  most, 

I love  none  better,  Sir  Bray,  tban  thee  ! 

Rise  up,  rise  up,  thou  liast  thy  boon  ; 

But — mind  you  make  baste,  and  come  back  again  soon ! ” 


FYTTE  II. 

Pope  Gregory  sits  in  St.  Peter’s  chair, 

Pontiff*  proud,  I ween,  is  he, 

And  a belted  Knight, 

In  armour  dight, 

Is  begging  a boon  on  bis  bended  knee, 

With  signs  of  grief  and  sounds  of  woe, 

Featly  he  kisseth  bis  Holiness’  toe. 

“ Now  par  don,  Iloly  Father,  I crave, 

0 Holy  Father,  pardon  and  grace  ! 

In  my  fury  and  rage 
A littlc  Foot-page 

1 have  left,  I fear  me,  in  evil  case  : 

A scroll  of  shame 
From  a faithless  dame 

Did  that  naughty  Foot-page  to  a paramour  bear  ; 

1 gave  him  a i lick  * 

With  a stick, 

And  a kick, 

That  sent  him — I can’t  tell  your  Holiness  vvlicre ! 
I-Iad  lie  as  many  necks  as  hairs, 

He  had  broken  them  all  down  those  perilous  stairs  I ” 

“ Rise  up,  rise  up,  Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray, 

Rise  up,  rise  up,  I say  to  thee ; 

A soldier,  I trow, 

Of  the  Cross  art  thou  ; 

Rise  up,  rise  up  from  thy  bended  knee ! 

111  it  beseems  that  a soldier  true 
Of  holy  Church  should  vainly  sue  : — 

Foot-pages,  they  are  by  no  ineans  rare, 

A thriftless  crew,  I ween,  be  they, 

Well  mote  we  spare 
A Page — or  a pair, 

For  the  matter  of  that — Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray, 

But  stout  and  true 
Soldiers,  like  you, 

Grow  scarcer  and  scarcer  every  day  ! — 

Be  prayers  for  the  dead 
Duly  read, 

Let  a mass  be  sung,  and  a pcUcr  be  said ; 
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So  may  your  qualms  of  conscience  cease, 

And  the  little  Foot-page  shall  rest  in  peace ! ” 

— Now  pardon,  O Iioly  Fáther,  I crave. 

0 Holy  Father,  pardon  and  grace  I 

Dame  Alice,  my  wife, 

The  bañe  of  my  life, 

1 havc  left,  I fear  me,  in  evil  case  ! 

A scroll  of  shame  in  my  rage  I tore, 

VVhich  tluit  caitiff  Page  to  a paramour  bore  ; 

’Twere  bootless  to  tell  how  I storm’d  and  swore ; 
Alack  ! alack  1 too  surely  1 knew 

The  turn  of  each  P,  and  the  tail  of  cach  Q, 

And  away  to  Ingoldsby  Hall  I flew  I 
Dame  Alice  I found, — 

She  sank  on  the  ground, — 

I twisted  her  neck  till  I twisted  it  round  ! 

With  jibe  and  jeer,  and  mock,  and  scoff, 

I twisted  it  on  till  I twisted  it  oíf! — 

All  the  King’s  Doctors  and  all  the  King’s  Mcn 
Can  t put  fair  Alice’s  liead  on  agen  ! ” 

“ Well-a-day  ! well-a-day  I 
Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray, 

Why  really — I hardly  know  wliat  to  say  : — 

Foul  sin,  í trow,  a fair  Ladye  to  slay, 

Because  she  's  perhaps  been  a little  too  gay. — 

Monk  must  chaunt  and  Nun  must  pray ; 

For  each  tnass  they  sing,  and  each  pray'r  tliey  say, 
For  a year,  and  a day, 

Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray 
A fair  rose-noble  must  duly  pay ! — 

So  may  his  qualms  of  consciencc  ceasc, 

And  the  soul  of  Dame  Alice  may  rest  in  peace ! ” 

Now  pardon,  O Holy  Father,  I crave, 

0 Holy  Father,  pardon  and  graee  ! 

No  power  could  save 
That  paramour  knave  ; 

1 left  him,  I wot,  in  evil  case  I 

There,  'midst  the  slain 
Upon  Ascalon  plain, 

Unburied,  I trow,  doth  his  body  remain, 

His  legs  lie  here,  and  his  arms  lie  there, 

And  his  head  lies — I can*t  tell  your  Iioliness  where ! ” 

Now  out  and  alas ! Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray, 

Foul  sin  it  were,  thou  doughty  Knight, 

To  hack  and  to  hew 
A Champion  true 

Of  holy  Church  in  such  pitiful  plight! 
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Foul  sin  hcr  warriors  so  to  slay, 

When  they  ’re  scarccr  and  scarccr  cvcry  day ! 

A cbauntry  fair, 

And  of  Monks  a pair, 

To  pray  for  his  soul  for  ever  and  aye, 

Thou  must  duly  cndow,  Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray, 

And  fourteen  marks  by  tbc  year  must  tliou  pay 
For  plenty  of  ligbts 
To  burn  there  o’  nights — 

Nono  of  your  rascally  1 dips  ' — but  sound, 
llound,  ten-penny  moulds  of  four  to  the  pound  ; 
And  a shirt  of  the  roughest  and  coarsest  huir 
For  a year  and  a day,  Sir  Ingoldsby,  wear  I — 

So  may  your  qualms  of  conscience  cease, 

And  the  soul  of  the  Soldier  símil  rcst  ¡n  peace  ! ” 


“ Now  nay,  Iloly  Fathcr,  now  nay,  now  nay ! 

Less  penance  may  serve  I ” quoth  Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray, 
“ No  Champion  freo  of  the  Cross  was  he  ; 

No  belted  Barón  of  higli  degree ; 

No  Knight  ñor  Squire 
Did  there  expire ; 

lie  was,  I trow,  but  a bare-footed  Friar  ! 

And  the  Abbot  of  Abingdon  long  may  wait 
With  his  monks  around  him,  and  early  and  late 
May  look  from  loop-hole,  and  turret,  and  gate, 

— He  hatli  lost  his  Prior — his  Prior  his  pato  ! ” 


“ Now  Thunder  and  turf!  M Pope  Gregory  said. 

And  his  hair  raised  his  triple  crown  right  oíf  his  liead — 
“Now  Thunder  and  turf!  and  out  and  alas  ! 

A horrible  thing  has  come  to  pass  I 

■\Vliat ! — cut  off  the  head  ofa  reverend  Prior, 

And  say  he  was  * only  (I  1 !)  a bare-footed  Friar  I ' — 

4 What  Barón  or  Squire, 

Or  Knight  of  the  shire 
Is  half  so  good  as  a holy  Friar  ? ’ 

O,  turpissime  / 

Vir  nequissime  ! 

Sceleradssime  ! — rjnissime  ! — issime  ! — 

Ncver,  I trow,  liave  the  Serví  aervorum 
liad  bcfore  ’cm 
Such  a breach  of  decorum, 

Such  a gross  violation  of  morurn  hononim , 

And  won’t  liave  again  secada  sáculo rum  ! — 

Come  hither  to  me, 

My  Cardinals  three, 

My  Bishops  in  partibus, 

Masters  in  Artibus, 

Ilitlier  to  me,  A.B.  and  D.U. 

Doctors  and  Proctors  of  every  degree  ! 
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Go  fetch  me  a book  ! — go  fetch  me  a bell 
As  big  as  a dustman's  ! — and  a candle  as  well — 

I *11  send  him — where  good  manners  won't  let  me  tell ! ” 

— “ Pardon  and  gracc  ! — now  pardon  and  graee  ! ” 

Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray  fell  Hat  on  his  face — 
e<  Mea  culpa  ! — in  sooth  I *m  in  pitiful  case  ! 

Peccavi  ! jwccavi  / — I Ve  done  very  wrong ; 

But  my  lieart  it  is  stout,  and  my  arm  it  is  strong, 

And  I *11  fight  for  boly  Church  all  thc  day  long ; 

And  the  Ingoldsby  lands  are  broad  and  fair. 

And  they  're  here,  and  tliey  *re  there,  and  I can’t  tell  you  where, 
And  lioly  Church  shall  come  in  for  her  sliare  I ” 

Pope  Gregory  pauscd,  and  he  sat  himself  down, 

And  he  somewhat  relaxed  his  terrible  frown, 

And  his  Cardinals  three  they  pick’d  up  his  crown. 

“ Now,  if  it  be  so  that  you  own  you  Ve  been  wrong, 

And  your  heart  is  so  stout,  and  your  arm  is  so  strong, 

And  you  really  will  fight  like  a trump  all  day  long; — 

If  the  Ingoldsby  lands  do  lie  here  and  there, 

And  holy  Church  shall  come  in  for  her  share, — 

Why,  my  Cardinals  three, 

You  *11  agree 
With  me, 

That  it  gives  a ncw  turn  to  the  whole  affair, 

And  I think  that  the  Penitent.  need  not  despair  ! 

— If  it  be  so,  as  you  seem  to  say, 

Bise  up,  rise  up,  Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray ! 

An  Abbey  so  fair  Sir  Bray  shall  found, 

Wliose  ¡nnermost  wall’s  encircling  bound 
Shall  take  in  a couple  of  acres  of  ground ; 

And  there  in  that  Abbey  all  the  year  round, 

A M\  choir  of  monks,  and  a full  choir  of  nuns, 

Shall  live  upou  cabbagc  and  hot-cross-buns  ; 

And  Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray 
Without  delay 
Shall  hie  him  again 
To  Ascalon  plain, 

And  gather  the  bones  of  thc  foully  slain  ; 

And  shall  place  said  bones  with  all  possitué  care 
In  an  elegant  shrine  in  his  abbey  so  fair, 

And  plenty  of  lights 
Shall  be  there  o*  nights  ; 

Nonc  of  your  rascally  “ clips,"  but  sound, 

Best  superfino  wax-wicks,  four  to  the  pound ; 

And  Monk  and  Nun 
Shall  pray  each  one 
For  the  soul  of  thc  Prior  of  Abingdon  1 
And  Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray,  so  bold  and  so  brave, 

Never  shall  wash  himself,  comb,  or  sliavc, 
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Ñor  adorn  his  body, 

Ñor  drink  gin-toddy, 

Ñor  indulge  in  a pipe, 

But  shall  diñe  upon  tripe, 

And  blackberries  gathered  before  tliey  are  ripe, 

And  for  ever  abhor,  renounce,  and  abjure 

Ruin,  hollands,  and  brandy,  winc,  punch,  and  liqueur 

(Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray 
Here  gave  way 

To  a feeling  which  prompted  a word  profane, 

But  he  swallow'd  it  down,  hy  an  eftort,  again, 

And  his  Holiness  luckily  fancied  his  gulp  a 
Mere  repetition  oí*  O , mea  culpa  /) 

“ Tlirice  three  times  upon  Candlemas-day, 

Between  Vespers  and  Compline,  Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray 
ShalJ  run  round  the  Abbey,  as  best  he  may, 
Subjecting  his  back 
To  thump  and  to  thwack, 

Well  and  truly  laid  on  by  a barefooted  Friar, 

With  a stout  eat  o'  ninetails  of  wbip-cord  and  wire ; 
And  ñor  he  ñor  his  heir 
Shall  take,  use,  or  bear 
Any  more,  from  this  day, 

The  suruamc  of  Bray, 

As  being  dishonour’d,  but  all  issue  male  he  has 
Shall  with  himself  go  henceforth  by  an  alias! 

• So  his  qualnis  of  conscience  at  length  may  eease, 
And  Page,  Dame,  and  Prior  shall  rest  in  pcacc ! ” 

Sir  Ingoldsby  (now  no  longer  Bray) 

Is  off  like  a shot  away  and  away, 

Over  the  brine 
To  far  Pales  tiñe, 

To  rummage  and  hunt  over  Ascalon  plain 
For  the  unburied  bones  of  his  victim  slain. 

“ Look  out,  my  Squire, 

Look  higher  and  nigher, 

Look  out  for  the  corpse  of  a barefooted  Friar  ! 

And  pick  up  the  arms,  and  the  legs,  of  the  dead, 
And  pick  up  his  body,  and  pick  up  his  head  ! ” 


FYTTE  III. 

Ingoldsby  Abbey  is  fair  to  see, 

It  hatb  manors  a dozen,  and  royalties  three, 

With  right  of  free-warren  (whatever  tliat  be)  ; 

Ricli  pastures  in  front,  and  green  woods  in  the  rear, 
All  in  full  leaf  at  the  right  time  of  year ; 
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About  Christmas,  or  so,  they  fall  into  the  sear, 

And  the  prospect,  of  course,  becomcs  rather  more  drear  : 
But  it  's  really  delightful  in  spring-time, — and  near 
The  great  gate  Father  Thames  roíls  sun-bright  and  clear. 
Cobham  woods  to  the  right, — on  the  opposite  shore 
Laindon  Hills  in  the  distance,  ten  miles  off  or  more, 

Then  you  've  Milton  and  Gravesend  bchind, — and  befare 
You  can  see  almost  all  the  way  down  to  the  Nore.* 

So  eharming  a spot, 

It  ’s  rarely  one’s  lot 

To  see,  and  when  seen  it  ’s  as  rarely  forgot. 


Yes,  Ingoldsby  Abbey  is  fair  to  see, 

And  its  Monks  aud  its  Nuns  are  fifty  and  three, 

And  there  they  all  stand  each  in  their  degree, 

Drawn  up  in  the  front  of  their  sacred  abode, 

Two  by  two,  in  their  regular  mode, 

Wliile  a funeral  comes  down  the  Roehester  ruad. 

Palmers  twelve,  from  a foreign  strand, 

Cockle  in  hat,  and  staíf  in  liaud, 

Come  marching  in  pairs,  a holy  band  ! 

Little  boys  twelve,  drest  all  in  white, 

Each  with  his  brazen  censer  bright, 

And  singing  away  witli  all  their  might, 

Follow  the  Palmers — a goodly  sight ; 

Next  high  in  air 
Twelve  Yeomen  bear 

On  their  sturdy  necks,  witli  a good  dcal  of  care, 

A patcnt  sarcophagus,  íirmly  rear’d, 

Of  Spanish  mahogany  (not  veneer'd), 

And  behind  walks  a Knight  with  a very  long  bcard. 
Cióse  by  his  side 
Is  a Friar,  supplied 

With  a stout  cat  o'  ninetails  of  tough  cow-hide, 
While  all  sorts  of  queer  men 
Bring  up  the  rear — Men- 

-at-arms,  Nigger  captives,  and  Bow-men,  and  Spear-men. 


It  boots  not  to  tell 

What  you  '11  guess  ver}'  well, 

How  somc  sang  the  réquiem , and  some  toll’d  the  bell ; 

Suffice  it  to  say, 

'Twas  on  Candlemas-day 

• Alas!  ono  might  almost  say  that  of  tliis  sacred,  and  once  splendid  edifice, 
pcricruiit  etinm  mima.  An  clderly  gentleman,  however,  of  ecclesiastical  cut,  wlio 
oscillates  between  the  Garrick  Club  aml  the  Falcon  in  Gravesend,  and  is  said  by 
the  host  to  be  a Cc  foreigneering  Bishop,”  does  not  scruple  to  identify  the  ruins 
still  to  he  seen  by  the  side  of  the  high  Dover  road,  about  a mile  and  á lmlf  below 
the  town,  with  those  of  the  haunted  Sacellum.  The  general  features  of  the  land- 
scape  certainly  correspond,  and  tradition,  aR  certainly,  countenances  his  conjecture. 
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The  procession  I speak  about  reach'd  the  Sacellum  ; 

And  m lieu  of  a supper 
The  Knight  on  his  crupper 
Rcccived  the  first  taste  of  the  Father’s  flagcllum; — 

That,  as  chronicles  tell, 

He  continued  to  dwell 

All  the  rest  of  his  days  in  thp  Abbey  he  ’d  founded, 

By  the  pious  of  both  sexes  ever  surrounded, 

And  eschewing  the  fare  of  the  Monks  and  the  Nuns, 
Dined  on  cabbage  alone,  without  touching  the  buns  ; 

That  year  after  year,  having  run  round  the  Quad 
With  his  back,  as  cnjoin’d  him,  cxposed  to  the  rod, 
Having  not  only  kiss’d  it,  but  bless’d  it,  and  thank’d  it,  he 
Died,  as  all  thought,  in  the  odour  of  sanctity, 

When, — strange  to  relate  ! and  you  ’ll  lmrdly  believe 
What  I'm  going  to  tell  you, — next  Candlemas  Eve 
The  Monks  and  the  Nuns  in  the  dead  of  the  night 
Tumble,  all  of  them,  out  of  their  beds  in  affright, 

Alarm’d  by  the  bawls, 

And  the  calis,  and  the  scjualls 
Of  some  one  who  seem'd  running  all  round  the  walls  ! 


Looking  out,  soon 
By  the  lighit  of  the  moon 

There  appears  most  distinctly  to  ev'ry  one’s  view, 

And  making,  as  seems  to  them,  all  this  ado, 

The  form  of  a Knight  with  a beard  like  a Jew, 

As  black  as  if  steep’d  in  that  “ Matchless ! ” of  Hunt's, 

And  so  bushy,  it  would  not  disgrace  Mr.  Muntz ; 

A barefooted  Friar  stands  behind  him,  and  shakes 
A flagellum , wliose  lashes  appear  to  be  snakes ; 

While,  more  terrible  still,  the  astounded  beholders 
Perceive  the  said  Friar  has  no  iiead  on  iiis  siioulders, 
But  is  holding  his  pate 
In  his  left  hand,  out  straight, 

As  if  by  a closer  inspection  to  find 

Where  to  get  the  bcst  cut  at  his  vietim  behind, 

With  the  aid  of  a small  “ bulfs-eyc  lantern,” — as  placed 
By  our  own  New  Pólice, — in  a belt  round  his  waist. 

All  gaze  with  surprise, 

Searce  believing  their  eyes, 

When  the  Knight  makes  a start  like  a race-liorse,  and  flies 
From  his  headless  tormentor,  repeating  his  cries, — 

In  vain, — for  the  Friar  to  his  skirts  closely  sticks, 

“ Running  after  him/' — so  said  the  Abbot, — “ like  Brieks  I " 


Thrice  threc  times  did  the  Phantom  Knight 
Course  round  the  Abbcy  as  best  he  might, 
Be-thwack’d  and  be-smack’d  by  the  headless  Sprite, 
While  his  shrieks  so  piercing  made  all  hearts  thrill, — 
Then  a whoop  and  a halloo, — and  all  was  still  ! 
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Ingoldsby  Abbey  lias  passed  away, 

And  at  this  time  of  day 
One  can  hardly  survey 
Any  traces  or  track,  save  a few  ruins,  grey 
Wifch  age,  and  fast  mouldering  into  decay, 

Oí*  the  structure  once  built  by  Sir  Ingoldsby  Bray; 

But  still  there  are  many  folks  living  wlio  say 
That  on  every  Candlemas  Eve,  the  Knigbt, 

Accoutred,  and  diglit 
In  bis  armour  briglit, 

With  bis  tbick  black  bcard, — and  tbe  clerical  Sprite, 

VVitb  bis  bead  in  his  hand,  and  bis  lantern  alight, 

Run  round  tbe  spot  tvliere  tbe  oíd  Abbey  stood, 

And  are  seen  in  tbe  neighbouring  glebe-land  and  wood  ; 
More  especially  still,  if  it's  storiny  and  windy, 

You  may  hear  tbem  for  miles  kicking  up  their  wild  shindy  ; 
And  that  once  in  a gale 
Of  wind,  sleet,  and  liail, 

They  frigliten’d  the  horses,  and  upset  tbe  mail. 

Wbat  ’tis  breaks  tbe  rest 
Of  tbese  souls  unblest 

Would  now  be  a thing  ratber  hard  to  be  guess’d, 

Tbougb  somc  say  tbe  Squire,  on  bis  death-bed,  confess’d 
That  on  Asealon  plain, 

When  tbe  bones  of  tbe  slain 
Were  collected  one  day,  and  packed  up  in  a chest 
Caulk’d,  and  made  water-tigbt, 

By  coinmand  of  tbe  Knigbt, 

Tbougb  tbe  legs  and  tbe  anns  they’d  got  all  pretty  right, 
And  tbe  body  itself  in  a decentish  pligbt, 

Yet  tbe  Friar’s  JPerícranium  was  nowbere  in  sight ; 

So,  to  save  themselves  trouble,  they  ’d  pick’d  up  instcad. 
And  popp’d  on  to  tbe  shoulders  a Saracen’s  llead  ! 

Tbus  the  Knigbt  in  tbe  terms  of  bis  penance  had  fail’d. 
And  tbe  Pope’s  absolution,  of  course,  nouglit  avaifd. 

Now,  tbougb  this  migbt  be, 

It  don’t  seem  to  agree 

With  one  thing  which,  I own,  is  a poser  to  me, — 

I mean,  as  tbe  miracles  wrought  at  tbe  sbrine 
Containing  tbe  bones  brought  from  far  Palestino 
Were  so  great  and  notorious,  Ttis  bard  to  combine 
This  fact  with  the  reason  these  people  assign, 

Or  suppose  that  tbe  bead  of  the  murder’d  Divine 
Coukl  be  aught  but  wbat  Yankees  would  cali  t€  genu -ine” 
’Tis  a very  nice  question — but  be  't  as  it  may, 

The  Ghost  of  Sir  Ingoldsby  ( ci-dcvant  Bray), 

It  is  boldly  affirm’d,  by  the  folks  great  and  small 
About  Milton,  and  Cbalk,  and  around  Cobham  Hall, 

Still  on  Candlemus-day  liaunts  the  oíd  ruin*d  wall. 

And  that  many  ha  ve  seen  hiña,  and  more  heard  him  squall. 
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So,  I think,  when  the  facts  of  the  case  you  recaí I, 
My  inference,  reader,  you  '11  fairly  forestal), 

Viz. : tlmt,  spite  of  the  hope 
Held  out  by  the  Pope, 

S¡r  Ingoldsby  13ray  was  d — d after  all ! 


MORAL»» 

Foot-pages,  and  Servan ts  of  cv’ry  degree, 

In  livery  or  out  of  it,  listen  to  me  ! 

See  what  comes  of  lying  ! — don’t  join  in  a league 
To  liumbug  your  master,  or  aid  an  intrigue  ! 

Ladies  ! married  and  single,  from  this  understand 
How  foolish  it  is  to  send  letters  by  liand  ! 

Don't  stand  for  the  sake  of  a penny, — but  when  you 
llave  one  to  send 
To  a lover  or  friend, 

Put  it  into  the  post,  and  don’t  clieat  the  revenue  1 

Reverend  gentlemen  ! you  who  are  given  to  roam, 

Don’t  keep  up  a soft  correspondence  at  lióme  I 
But  while  yon  ’re  abroad  lead  respectable  lives  ; 

JLove  your  neighbours,  and  weleome, — but  don’t  lovc  their  wives  ! 
And,  as  bricklayers  say  from  the  tiles  and  the  leads 
When  they ’re  shovelling  the  snow  off,  “Take  care  of  your 
heads I ” 

Knights  I whose  liearts  are  so  stout,  and  whose  arms  are  so 
strong, 

Lcarn, — to  twist  a wife's  ncck  is  dccidcdly  wrong  ! 

If  your  servants  offend  you,  or  give  themselves  airs, 

Rebuke  them — but  mildly — don’t  kick  them  down  stairs  ! 

To  “ Poor  Richard’s  99  homely  oíd  prover b attend, 

“ If  you  want  matters  well  managed,  Go  i — if  not,  Send  / ” 

A servant  's  too  often  a negligent  elf; 

If  it  's  business  of  conscquence,  Do  it  yourself  ! 

The  State  of  society  seldom  requires 

People  now  to  hring  lióme  with  them  unburied  Friars, 

But  tliey  sometimes  do  bring  home  an  inmate  for  life ; 

Now — don’t  do  tlmt  by  proxy ! — but  clioose  your  own  wife  I 
For  think  how  annoying  ’twould  be,  when  you  're  wed, 

To  find  in  your  bed, 

On  the  pillow,  instead 

Of  the  sweet  face  you  look  for — A Saracen's  Head  ! 

T.  Ingoldsby. 


Tappington  Everard, 
June  22,  1841. 
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THE  BODY-COACHMAN. 

BY  ALBANY  TOYNTZ. 

“ Bless  my  soul  and  body  ! " 

A state-coachman  is  one  of  tlie  most  prominent  embodyings  of  tlie 
national  character  that  presents  itself  to  tbc  naked  cye  in  the  metró- 
polis. John  Bull,  as  formerly  typified, — John  Bull, — portly,  rubi- 
cund.  spruce,  yet  easy  in  liis  garments, — jovial,  yet  sober  cnougli  to 
avoid  running  against  a post, — mulish,  and  apt  to  resent  upon  the  ani- 
máis under  liis  lasli,  the  wiggingé  he  receives  from  liis  master  or  “ mis- 
sus/1 — John  Bull  is  scarcely  to  be  met  with  at  tliis  presen t writing,  in 
this  land  of  anti-corn-law  associations,  unless  seated  in  State  upon  a 
laced  hammercloth.  With  lustrous,  rosy,  and  whiskerless  face,  round 
as  a Nonsuch  apple, — a Falstaff  in  livery, — a waist  beyond  all  hounds, 
and  a pair  of  calves  sucli  as  might  belong  to  the  dun  cow  of  tlie  Earl 
ofWarwick, — the  state-coachman  ofMajesty,  or  the  Lord  Mayor,  often 
boasts  a presence  whose  dignity  might  beeome  the  woolsack.  W c do 
not  mean  profanely  to  compare  these  heads  of  the  coaching  department 
with  the  speakers  of  the  Úpper  House ; or  to  opine  liow  far  in  eitlier 
case  the  wisdom  may  reside  in  the  wig;  but  we  must  confess  that  if, 
according  to  a great  authority,  “ Kings  tliemselves  are  only  cereino- 
nies,”  we  are  apt  to  fall  into  the  error  of  regarding  lord  chancellors  and 
State  coachmen  as  a portion  of  the  pomp  and  circumstance  of  the  British 
constitution. 

In  one  respect,  the  assimilation  holds  especially  good.  No  man  is 
pre-ordained  for  a chancellor  or  a state-coachman.  Lesser  men  are 
born  great ; but  the  greatness  of  these  great  men, — that  is,  the  great- 
ness  of  one  of  them,  and  the  bigness  of  the  other, — is  an  achievement  of 
tlieir  own.  The  body-coachman,  like  the  chancellor,  is fils  de  scs  ccuvres; 
the  works  of  the  one  consisting  in  stufling,  — the  other,  in  cramming. 
The  one  imbibes  ale, — the  other  Hale ; and  between  repletion  of  body 
and  fulness  of  knowledge,  botli  swell  into  public  distinction.  It  is 
worthy  of  Dogberry  to  assert  that  reading  and  writing  come  by  nature, 
but  that  to  be  a personable  man  is  the  gift  of  Providence.  The  same 
dispensation  that  gives  to  the  body-coachman  the  abdominal  protuber- 
ance  becoming  liis  box,— assigns  to  the  lawyer  the  crooked  and  cran- 
nyfied  brain,  qualifying  him  for  the  torture  of  the  witness-box. 

A thin  coachman  is  as  anomalous  an  object  in  nature  as  a dwarf  ge- 
neralísimo, or  a thick  rope-dancer.  Unless  liis  face  be  labelled  to 
serve  as  a certifícate  of  the  merit  of  liis  master’s  home-brewed,  and  bis 
figure  emulate  the  form  of  the  butt  that  contains  it,  he  is  unworthy  of 
bis  clotli,  — i,  c.  bis  hammercloth.  The  state-coachman  should  be  a 
man  above  the  world,  in  other  respects  besides  bis  coach-box  ; care- 
proof,  inaccessible  to  all  diseases  save  gout  or  dropsy.  He  sbould  be 
liigh  as  the  Monument,  and  solid  as  »St.  Paul's. 

It  is  clear,  thefefore,  that  sucli  a vocation  announces  at  once  one  of 
the  happiest  and  best  of  xnankind.  The  sanie  qualities  that  ouglit  to 
recommend  a man  to  the  attention  of  a chapter  in  a congé  d'cüre 
must  clearly  influence  every  discreet  nobleman  in  the  choice  of  a body- 
coachman.  Tliough  like  other  blades,  valued  for  temper  and  sliarp- 
ness,  liis  real  excellence  consists  in  the  almost  boly  serenity  of  soul 
which  causes  bis  face  to  sliine  like  that  of  the  sun  in  an  almanack ; 
and  the  crimson  doublet  buttoned  over  his  pauncli,  to  resemble  a well- 
stuffcd  red  velvet  ottoman,  bordered  with  gold. 
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Like  other  middle-aged  men,  I have  seen  many  changos  in  my 
time ; among  tliem  no  transition  more  remarkable  than  that  whicli  has 
metamorphosed  a certain  Joe  Tims,  shoe-black  to  the  preparatory 
seliool  wherein  I picked  up  my  Ovid,  into  the  twenty-stone  Jehu 

of  the  beautiful  Countess  of  ; he  whose  suowy  wig  at  the  last 

drawing-room,  emulated  the  snow-clad  summit  of  Mont  I31anc ; and 
whose  goodly  legs  describe  the  segment  of  an  ellipsis  whereof  the 
bases  are  never  less  than  two  feet  asunder.  The  Durham  ox,  seated 
on  a liammercloth  upon  its  beam-ends,  arrayed  in  a livery  by  Stulz, 
would  scarcely  display  a more  substantial  form  and  pressure.  If,  as  it 
is  asserted,  the  state-coacliman  of  the  JEmperor  of  llussia  must  be  al- 
ways  a general,  our  friend,  Joe  Tims — we  ask  pardon,  Mister  Tims — 
clearly  deserves  to  be  a lield-marshal ! 

Who  could  have  thought  it ! — I never  look  down  upon  him  from  my 
attic  window  as  the  natty  vis-á-vis  of  lier  ladyship  bowis  along  the 
Street,  with  its  lustrous  panels  and  aristocratic  decorations,  its  pair 
of  noble  liorses  before,  full  of  spirit,  action,  and  blood,  and  its  pair  of 
ignoble  asses  behind,  all  tags  and  lace,  subjection  and  sauciness,  with 
Tims,  square  and  pompous,  on  his  flowing  hammercloth,  with  Atlantean 
slioulders,  and  toes  pointed  East  and  West,  — like  Oíd  Spain,  with  a 
footiug  in  eitlier  hemisphere, — without  recalling  to  mind  the  little  red- 
headed  scamp  who  used  to  run  my  errands  for  a salary  of  lollvpops ; 
and  whose  summum  bontnn  of  human  happiness,  at  that  time,  was  to 
gnaw  a raw  turnip  on  a gate-post ! 

Yet  let  it  not  be  supposed  that  Tims's  ascent  from  that  post  to  his 
presen t was  by  a hop,  skip,  and  jump. 

“Oh  ! who  can  tell  howhard  it  is  to  clirnb  ” to  the  lofty  prominente 
of  a box  of  any  distinction  ! “ There  are  two  ways,”  says  the  sage,  “ of 
attaining  the  apex  of  a pyramid,  — that  of  the  eagle,  who  stoops  to  it 
from  the  skies, — that  of  the  reptile,  whocruwls  up  to  it  from  the  earth.” 
Let  the  judgment  of  the  public  decide  upon  Joe  Tims's  mode  of 
achieving  Jehu-dicial  greatness. 

I shali  never  forget  the  ugliness  of  the  boy  Tims,  father  to  the  man 
Tims,  at  twelve  years  oíd : that  is,  not  so  rnuch  the  ugliness  as  the 
diminutiveness.  Those  who  wished  to  investígate  his  pigrny  features 
felt  disposed  to  promote  him  to  the  point  of  a needle,  not  as  one  of  the 
dancing  angels  described  by  casuists,  but  in  order  to  insert  him  under 
the  reñection  of  a microscope.  He  was  an  orphan,  charity  fed ; and 
we  all  know  how  the  parochial  “ charity  that  feedeth  the  hungry  '* 
feedeth  orphans.  If  the  Providence  that  nourislieth  the  young  ravens 
be  equally  sparing  in  their  diet,  it  may  account  for  the  rarity  of  ohl 
ravens  in  the  ornithological  world.  Joe  was,  in  sliort,  kept  as  near 
upon  the  boundaries  of  starvation  as  might  set  at  nought  a verdict  of 
infauticide ; and,  accordingly,  when  I iirst  remember  him,  he  might 
have  been  weighed  in  the  balance  against  a full-grown  barn-door  fowl 
(iiot  fed  on  charity),  and  found  wanting.  The  little  fellow,  however, 
was  born  for  future  greatness  — or  bigness  ; and  lived  on  in  despite  of 
beadle  and  churchwardens. 

It  was  while  awaiting  his  apprenticesliip  that  Joe  became  henchman 
to  seventy  other  boys,  nearly  as  raggea  and  as  hungry  as  himself. 
He  was  what  is  called  to  “ work  for  his  victuals"  till  the  chimney- 
sweeper  had  a vacancy ; and  I aui  ready  to  confirm  Tims's  opinión  that 
these  victuals  were  of  even  a lower  nature  than  those  commonly  call- 
ed “broken." — I suppose  tliey  must  have  been  “ sinashcd  ; " — for  po- 
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tatoe-peelings  and  egg-sliells  bad  tbeir  share  in  tlie  hell-broth  brewed 
for  the  parish-boy. 

At  length  Joe  Tims  did  wliat  any  otlier  sensible  young  man  would 
liave  done  in  the  same  situation — lie  rail  away.  Hunger  is  said  to  eat 
through  stone-walls.  llunger  ate  through  the  patience  of  poor  Joe, 
leaving  liim  nothing  to  eat  in  return.  I don’t  know  tliat  be  took  rnuch 
by  the  motion.  Tbougli  it  is  proverbiaily  said,  tliat  “he  who  runs 
may  read,”  it  does  not  follow  tliat  he  who  runs  may  eat.  All  that  Joe 
Tims  got  by  running  was,  tliinner  tban  cvcr.  By  his  own  account  of 
himself,  whicli  I have  recently  bad  the  pleasure  of  receiving  from  lips 
unctuous  witli  the  good  tbings  of  tbis  world,  he  must  have  arrived  in 
London  more  of  an  “ otomy  ” or  atom  tban  ever. 

Arrived  in  the  great  Babylon,  Joe  Tims  followed  the  example  of 
Wisdom,  and  cried  in  the  streets ; and,  as  in  the  case  of  Wisdom,  t{  no 
man  regarded.”  Those  who,  seeing  him  seated  on  a door-step,  with 
bis  exiguous  frame  manifested  through  the  íissures  of  bis  garments, 
learned  on  interrogating  the  truant  that  he  was  “ an  unfortunate  lad 
out  of  place,"  thouglit  him  very  much  out  of  place  indeed ; and  be- 
stowed  upon  him  the  gratuity  proverbiaily  said  to  be  the  allowance  of 
a race  to  which,  it  must  be  admitted,  he  bore  a strong  family  resem- 
blance. 

The  wretched  little  morsel  soon  found  that  a place  was  as  hard  to 
find  for  a runaway  parish  apprentice,  as  for  a sucking  politician  un- 
backed  by  parliamentary  interest.  Fair  ladies  do  not,  like  Boz  or  Paul 
de  Kochj  take  their  Pages  from  the  streets.  Even  the  small  genteel 
families  in  want  of  an  odd  bDy  to  clean  knives,  seemed  to  consider  little 
Joe  a great  deal  too  odd  for  them.  After  a week's  experience  as  a 
gutterling  of  the  fashionable  world,  poor  Tims  began  to  remember 
yearningly,  not  the  flesh-pots  of  Israel  — for  flesli-pots  he  had  never 
seen,  — but  the  broth  of  egg-shells  and  potatoe-peelings,  simmering  so 
appetiziilgly  over  the  kitchen-fire  of  the  preparatory  scliool ! 

There  was  very  little  left  of  the  poor  orphan  but  the  bones,  whenone 
duy  a walking  apothecary,  much  resembling  him  whoin  the  facetiousness 
of  managers  usually  causes  to  embody  the  outline  of  the  needy  poison- 
selling  wretch  drawn  by  8hak$peare  in  his  Romeo,  struck  by  the  mea- 
greness  of  the  child,  and  perhaps  conceiving  that  before  long  he  miglit 
aíford  without  much  trouble  of  preparation  a pleasing  addition  to  his 
anatomical  museum,  proceeded  to  engage  him  as  scrub,  to  carry  about 
the  oil-skin  covered  basket,  the  Pandora’s  box,  from  which  magnesia 
and  rhubarb  tlew  out  daily,  to  the  great  detriment  of  the  invalided  por- 
tion  of  society ; leaving  a small  account,  not  like  Hope,  but  Despair, 
at  the  bottom  ! — Pilis  above, — bilis  below. 

Joe  was  enraptured.  The  sight  of  jars  and  phialsin  the  apothecary 's 
shop  conveyed  a vague  idea  of  food ; and  tliough,  on  finding  that  the 
gallipots  contained  only  leeches  and  eleetnaries,  and  the  phials  cathar- 
tics,  the  charming  illusion  vanished  from  his  mind,  the  liare  imagina- 
tion  of  a fcast  liad  done  something  to  restore  his  courage.  Resides,  his 
body  was  no  longer  as  haré  as  his  imagination.  Mr.  Senna,  afraid  per- 
haps  of  generating  the  cholera  in  his  household  by  exposing  that  exi- 
guous frame  at  the  same  moment  to  coid  and  hunger,  had  cut  down  one 
of  his  own  thrcadbare  suits  into  a covcring  for  Joe  ; — cut  it  down,  bien 
entendu , as  the  victims  of  the  law  are  cut  down,  when  all  is  over  with 
them.  Threadbare,  however,  as  was  the  cloth,  it  served  him  as  it  does 
the  gentlemcn  in  black  when  cpiarrelsome  in  their  natures, — as  a pro- 
tection. 
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For  tliose  who  are  fond,  like  a royul  bulletin,  of  “ progressive  im- 
provement,”  it  is  a good  thing  to  begin  where  Joe  Tims  began,  in  tlie 
lowest  mud  wherein  human  clay  may  be  compelled  to  roll.  Every  step 
in  life  taken  by  the  orpban  was  necessarily  an  advancemcnt.  The 
household  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Senna,  from  which  so  many  liome-reared 
errand-boys  liad  fled  in  dismay,  appeared  a land  of  Canaan,  overflow- 
ing  witli  i'nilk  and  lioney,  to  poor  Joe.  Though,  like  a lady’s  álbum, 
fed  with  scraps,  the  fare  appeared  to  liim  more  luxurious  than  the  ve- 
nison  and  turtle  of  the  Egyptian  Hall  on  Lord  Mayor’s  Hay.  It  was 
curious  to  see  how  liis  slender  limbs  now  began,  like  Hermione,  to 
“ round  apace.”  The  conversión  of  one  of  Pliaroah’s  lean  kine  into  one 
of  bis  fat  ones,  could  not  ha  ve  presented  a inore  curious  contrast.  IMr. 
Senna’s  opposite  neighbour,  the  parish-clerk,  who  took  in  day-scliolars, 
and  understood  the  dilliculty  of  keeping  boys  in  tlieir  teens  sleek  and 
well-looking,  was  heard  to  whisper  to  a brother-scholar  of  the  ferule, 
that  the  apothecary's  errand-boy,  like  Mithridates,  seemed  to  possess 
the  art  of  fattening  upon  drugs. 

Luck,  which  impertinent  people  llave  defined  as  the  providence  of 
fools,  soon  threw  the  dapper  little  errand-boy  in  the  way  of  prefermcnt. 
One  of  Senna's  professional  avocations  consisted  in  courting  the  mews 
adjoining  liis  dispensary.  Not  that  he  administered  to  man  and  beast ; 
those  who  were  beastly  enough  to  swallow  his  medicines  being  invari- 
ably  bipeds.  But  he  was  a great  man  among  coachmen’s  wives,  la- 
bouring  with  small  families  ; and  not  a parlour  on  the  iirst  lloor  over 
the  stables,  but  had  its  chimney-piece  adorned  with  his  labelled  bottles. 
He  was,  in  short,  the  most  a-wcww-ing  practitioner  in  the  parisli. 

It  follows  that  even  as  the  boys  of  Hr.  Caius  followed  his  master  to 
the  field,  the  boy  of  Dr.  Senna  followed  his  to  the  rack  and  manger. 
By  dint  of  carrying  jalap  and  ginger  to  the  little  centaurs,  Joe  began 
to  carry  away  a taste  for  horseflesh.  He  had  commenced  life  by  long- 
ing  after  a stalled  ox,  and  was  now  beginning  to  cast  eyes  of  covet- 
ousness  upon  stalled  horses ; the  only  provender  which  troubled  his 
imagination  being  that  which  disturbed  the  mind  of  Nick  Bottom,  in 
the  very  arms  of  Titania, — viz.  a sicve  of  corn,  and  a truss  of  good  ten- 
der hay.  He  was  al  way  8 getting  cliidden  by  oíd  Senna  for  mews-ing 
away  his  time  ; was  apt  to  whistle  while  rubbing  down  ostler-wise  his 
master’s  counter ; and  to  exclaim  “Wo  ho  1 ” to  the  still,  instead  of 
extracting  the  funnel,  and  suspending  its  operations. 

One  morning,  wheu  following  his  Houhnylim  propensities,  he  was  as 
usual  loitering  near  a stable-door,  instead  of  proceeding  with  his  oil- 
skin  basket  up  the  ladder  leading  to  the  state-apartments  of  some 
body-coachman,  a certain  Captain  Flashdragon,  who  had  rejiaired  to 
the  fountain-head,  or  trough-head  of  coachmanship,  to  look  out  for  a 
tiger  for  his  cab,  seized  him  by  the  shoulder,  and  inquired  wliether  he 
knew  anything  of  horses? 

A parvenue  ladyship  of  the  West-end,  startled  l>v  an  inquiry  whe- 
ther  shc  knew  anything  of  tlic  Patroncsses  of  AlmacKS,  could  not  liave 
replied  more  deprecatingly  that  he  “ had  not  much  the  honour  of  their 
acquaintance ; but  that  he  was  most  anxious  to  improve  it.” 

Captain  Flashdragon’s  next  interrogatory  was  of  a still  more  alarm- 
iug  cliaracter,  (f  And  pray,  my  fine  fellow,  how  would  you  like  to  be  a 
tiger  ? ” — 

Joe  Tims  had  often  been  accused  in  earlier  days  of  being  a wolf.  It 
had  uever  entered  into  his  calculations  to  progress  into  a tiger. 

The  nature  and  attributes  of  tigerism,  howevcr,  as  set  forth  by  the 
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gallant  captain,  were  far  from  unsatisfactory.  Joe,  wlio  possessed  in- 
stincts  of  almost  fcline  cleanliness,  and  wkose  very  soul  liacl  rebelled 
against  tlie  filtliy  rags  of  his  kittenhood,  was  sorely  tempted  by  the  de- 
scription  of  tlie  pair  of  suow-wbite  tights,  tops,  and  gloves,  awaiting 
the  legitímate  tiger  of  a Captain  Flashdragon.  The  natty  dark-blue 
livery,  with  its  short  divergent  skirts  almost  rivalling  those  of  a bcef- 
eater  or  fireman,  eompleted  the  charm ; and  lo ! he  was  induced  to 
request  the  compounder  of  medicines  would  “provide  himself,"  and 
to  place  himself  under  the  nieasures  of  the  captain's  compounder  of 
liveries. 

In  enumerating  the  advantages  attaclied  to  the  tigerhood  of  his  es- 
tablishment,  the  Captain  had,  of  course,  omitted  to  State  that  the  fif- 
teen  guineas  per  annum  were  paid  septennially  ; and  that  tliough  the 
wages  he  gave  were  merely  nominal,  the  cufFs  were  not.  The  tender- 
est  plateful  ever  served  at  the  Steaks  could  not  have  been  more  stre- 
nuously  belaboured  with  the  rolling-pin,  tlian  the  flesh  of  poor  Joe  after 
jogging  for  a season  at  the  rear  of  Flashdragon ’s  cab.  A more  demo- 
ralizing  service  could  not  have  been  found  for  tlie  poor  little  bottle- 
imp  tlian  that  of  a broken-down  man  about  town,  in  times  when 
policemen  were  not,  and  when  the  magistracy  regarded  rouge  et  noir 
as  a legitímate  recreation.  But  for  a native  simplicity  of  cbaracter, 
such  as  we  have  already  described  as  leading  exclusivelv  to  the  wig 
Episcopal  and  Jehu-dicial,  it  would  soon  have  been  all  dickeywith  the 
virtues  of  Joe!  But  the  cat-like  eleanliness  of  his  inward  man  was 
equal  to  that  of  his  outward.  From  a boy,  he  had  been  able  to  toucli 
pitcli — and  even  pitch  and  toss — witliout  being  defiled,  and  when  at 
lengtli  Flashdragon  bolted  for  Boulogne,  leaving  his  cab  and  tiger  at 
the  merey  of  society,  no  matter  whether  the  Mendicity  or  the  Zoolo- 
gical,  Tim  was  still  the  same  blameless  individual  wlio  had  eked  out 
his  early  subsistence  with  aloes  and  crabs,  — and  at  Senna’s  sweetened 
his  dry  bread  with  electuary,  as  with  raspberry  jum  ! 

What  a destiny  ! — At  flfteen,  on  the  wide  world,  witliout  friends, 
and  witliout  a cliaracter! — For  once,  the  stature  of  Joe  Tims  stood  him 
in  stead ! — 

He  was  too  slight  to  be  worth  pressing  into  a gang  of  housebreakers, 
and  too  tall  to  be  slioved  in  througli  a pane  of  glass.  He  was  therefore 
allowed  to  starve  on,  untempted. 

Instinct  carried  him  back  to  the  Senna-torial  mews,  in  quest  of  em- 
ployment ; wlien  lo ! the  first  news  that  greeted  him  was,  that  at  the 
cióse  of  an  “ unprecedently  successful  season,"  (as  the  theatres  have 
it,)  his  quondam  master  was  setting  up  a gig,  which  the  mewúodl  fa- 
milies  under  liis  pestle  and  mortar  did  not  fail  to  denomínate  ffold 
Senna’s  influenza  gig."  A gig  supposes  a liorse,  — a horse,  a groom  ; 
and  poor  Joe,  sorely  out  of  employ,  and  consequently  out  at  elbows, 
judged  it  better  to  become  once  more  the  Lancelot  Gobbo  of  the  Oíd 
Jew.  Senna  was  well  satisfied  to  take  him  back.  Joe  could  find  his 
way  blindfold  to  all  his  master's  oíd  patients.  As  mechanically  as  an 
uudertaker’s  horse  paces  to  the  churcliyard,  could  Tims  impel  the  influ- 
enza gig  to  the  doors  of  all  the  rheumatic  spinsters  and  hvpocliondriac 
widows  in  the  vicinity-  At  flrst,  indeed,  the  apothecarv,  flred  with 
the  ambition  of  declaring  “ l'étal  c’cst  moi  !”  took  it  into  his  liead  to 
hnndle  the  ribands  and  brandisli  the  whip  ; but  a certain  coachmaker's 
bilí,  whicli  was  the  result  of  tliis  wild  exploit,  reduced  him  to  reason 
and  a couipound  fracture  ut  the  same  time ; and  it  appeared  to  be  no 
small  relief  to  him  to  discover  that  " Cap’n  Flashdragon's  tiger  had 
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been  in  the  ’abit  of  driving  tbe  Cap’n's  wehicle/*  and  tbat  the  ragged 
caitiíF  lie  liad  enlisted  as  helper  could  even  help  to  drive  away  tlie  In- 
fluenza I 

Poor  Joe  was  now,  as  formerly  the  pliysic-baskct,  covered  with  oil- 
skin  ; oil-skin  hat,  — oil-skin  cape,  — oil-skin  liorse-cloth  for  oíd  Peg, 
the  influenza  mure.  And  well  fnr  him  the  precaution  ! — Forliours  to- 
gether  was  it  his  fortune  to  sit  at  the  door  of  oíd  ladies  “ long-a-dying/' 
oíd  gentlemen  reluctant  to  go  out  of  the  world,  or  young  ones  delibé- 
rate in  coming  into  it.  For  two  whole  years  were  he  and  Peg  rained 
upon, — snowed  upon, — hailed  upon, — blownupon  by  winds  from  East, 
West,  North,  and  South.  He  became  as  inured  to  storms  as  a wea- 
ther-cock  on  a steeple ; and  it  must  be  admitted  tliat  he  looked  almost 
as  rusty. 

He  was  now  a lanky  lad  of  cighteen,  — neitlier  man  ñor  boy.  To 
hold  the  ribands  in  a more  elevated  situation  was,  he  knew,  impossible, 
the  very  vocatiou  of  coachee  presupposing  the  word  man  ; — for  wlio 
ever  heard  of  a coacli-boy,  or  coach-hobbledehoy  ? — Joe  was  conse- 
quently  wise  enougli  to  stick,  like  an  adhesive  plaster,  to  the  apotlie- 
cary  ; albeit  despisinghim  from  his  soul,  “ as  a feller  wot  knew  no  more 
of  druving  tlian  if  so  be  he  *d  never  ’ad  a vhip  in  his  ’and  ! 11  Just  as 
a Poní  bal  or  a Walpole  may  look  down  upon  the  sovereign  he  liolds  in 
subjection,  did  Joe  Tims  despise  the  inefliciency  of  the  apothecary 
whom  it  was  his  business  to  drive ! 

A terrible  event  was  the  cause  of  his  scparation  from  Influenza  Peg. 
Obadiah  Senna,  after  passing  for  tliirty  years  as  an  apothecary  of  un- 
blemished  reputation,  a punctual  paver  of  ]iarish  rates,  an  indeiatigable 
vestryman,  and  active  prívate  of  the  Bloomsbury  Volunteers,  carne,  in 
the  íifty-ninth  year  of  his  age,  to  be  brought  up  by  Crowner's  Quest 
law,  on  suspicion  of  woman-slaughter, — even  that  of  Ilester  Senna,  his 
wife ! — Tliough  sufliciently  lucky  to  satisfy  twelve  competent  jurymen 
that  the  late  Mrs.  Senna  had  bcen  removed  from  tliis  vale  of  tears  by 
“ accidental  death/*  most  of  tliem,  particularly  those  who  were 
married  men,  could  not  help  manifesting  an  opinión,  that  the  accident 
.which  had  caused  tincture  of  opium  to  change  places  on  the  slielf  with 
the  bottle  of  tincture  of  rhubarb,  from  which  tlie  oíd  lady  was  in  the 
liabit  of  aduiinistering  to  herself  a daily  dose,  was  a very  lucky  accident 
for  the  survivor ! The  oíd  nurse,  by  whose  enmity  the  nature  of  Mrs. 
Senna* s last  illness  had  been  brought  to  light,  was  not  the  only  person 
who  shook  lier  liead  on  the  occasion.  Evidence  was  brought  before  the 
jury  that,  in  domestic  life,  Senna  was  far  from  being  mild  as  emulsión  ; 
and,  though  lionourably  aequitted  of  malice  prepense  in  the  act  of  de- 
linquency,  the  feelings  of  the  female  portion  of  the  population  mani- 
fested  themselves  so  vehemently  at  the  interment  of  the  victim,  that 
the  widower  was  recommended  by  the  metropolitan  pólice  and  others 
to  withdraw  from  the  neighbonrhood. 

New  Zealand,  or  some  other  colony  as  nearly  approaching  to  penal 
as  possible,  was  just  then  in  vogue ; and  poor  Senna,  with  a cargo  of 
agricultural  and  surgical  impleineuts,  the  Mechanic's  Vade  Mecum, 
and  a London  Pharmacopceia,  — drugs  from  Apothecaries*  Hall,  and 
seeds  from  Minet’s,  — embarked  as  an  emigrant  for  a térra  incógnita, 
where  government  promised  a premium  to  all  persons  disposed  to  eat 
kangaroos,  or  be  eaten  by  busli-rangers, — as  the  Act  directs.  Ilight 
glad  would  he  have  been  could  he  liave  persuaded  Joe  Tims  to  accom- 
pany  him,  and  drive  his  buffalo  team,  in  a laúd  where  roads  there  are 
none.  But  though  Senna  was  forced  to  admit  that  “ needs  must  when 
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tlie  devil  drives,”  and  to  depart  from  a motlier  country  so  careful  over  its 
elderly  ladies  as  not  to  admit  of  their  being  compelled  to  take  tbe  long 
nap  by  mistake  of  their  husbands, — Joe  sawno  f<needs  must,”  because 
tlie  apotheeary  wanted  to  drive. — He  talked  about  bis  native  country, 
in  short,  and  prefcrred  remaining  in  a land  of  XXX. 

Again,  tberefore,  was  tbe  poor  whip  precipitated  from  his  driving- 
seat ; and  very  soon  becamc  convinced  tliat  a cbaracter  to  be  asked  for 
in  New  Zealand,  was  as  good,  or  ratber  as  bad,  as  no  cbaracter  at  all. 
It  was  now  bis  ambition  to  drive  a pair.  He  had  outlived  bis  giggisb 
propensities-  The  remembrance  of  bis  cbilly  nigbts  at  tbe  sick  man\s 
door  was  pain  and  Senna  to  liim.  But  be  was  assured  that  “ driving 
a gig  and  driving  a chariot  vos  two tliat  in  matters  of  coaclimansbip 
it  is  more  tban  le  'premier  ñas  qui  coüte ; and  that  he  wanted  lengtli, 
breadth,  and  thiekness,  bulk  and  experience,  for  a coachman. 

Joe  Tims  was  almost  in  despair.  One  only  resource  presented  it- 
self,  and  against  that  bis  spirit  rebelled  — to  become  a Jarvey  ! lie, 
poor,  innocent  young  man,  was  unadvised  that  bis  coadjutor  of  tbe 
Woolsaek  bad  in  his  adversityhood  ofticiated  as  repórter  to  a daily 
paper.  And  lo  ! bis  spirit  waxed  proud,  and  be  would  not  liear  of  a 
hackney  coacb.  To  be  sure  oíd  Peg  was  not  Peacoclc ; but  slie  was  an 
animal  of  some  merit  in  her  way ; and  tbe  influenza  gig  a creditable 
vehicle,  and  tbe  liarness  new  and  wliolesome ; and  after  baving  pre- 
sided  in  a creditable  stable,  to  spend  his  life  in  tickling  tbe  lean  ribs 
of  two  wrctclied  brutes,  as  spare  and  miserable  as  himself,  rained  upon 
and  snowed  upon  as  if  still  an  apotheeary 's  drudge  of  all  work,  was  a 
humiliation  scarcely  to  be  borne. 

To  tbis  complexión,  bowever,  did  be  come  at  last.  Joe  Tims 
proud  as  oíd  Coutts,  of  bis  rise  in  life,  is  far  from  unwilling  (after 
a fourth  tumbler  of  stiff  punch)  to  allude  to  tbe  days  when  “ lie  druv* 
number  tbree  bundred  and  forty-five,  and  as  neat  a cutcli  as  any  on 
tbe  stand.”  His  enemies  bavfe  been  lieard  to  advert  unbandsomeíy  to 
tbe  wisp  of  straw  whieh  was  then  all  round  bis  oíd  oU-skin  liat ; and 
other  ítems  of  hackney-coachmanly  costume,  far  from  mentionable, 
more  espccially  to  a man  clothed  at  tbis  present  speaking  in  purple 
plush  and  fine  linen.  But  all  tbis  is  invidious.  The  body-coachman 
has  never  been  lieard  to  deny  baving  kept  tbe  stand ; and  it  is  pro- 
bably  to  bis  experience  in  driving  for  several  years  a pair  of  quadru- 
peds,  (to  cali  them  borses  were  too  courtierly,)  wbereof  one  was  a 
stumbler  and  tbe  otber  a bolter,  tliat  be  is  indebted  for  bis  professional 
skill. 

His  fare  was  now  harder  tban  ever, — because  dependent  on  bis 
fares.  Tbe  stand,  too,  was  almost  more  tban  be  could  stand  ; and  tbe 
perpetual  hndge  of  servitude  to  wbicb  be  was  condemned  badgered  him 
out  of  bis  life.  More  tban  once,  in  a fit  of  just  indignation  against  Pro- 
vidence,  lie  caused  himself  to  be  shaven  and  sliorn,  sand-papered  and 
scrubbed  i uto  presentability,  and  baving  procured  a proxy  for  tbe  day, 
like  some  Parliamentary  dandy  bent  upon  making  Jioliday  at  a ball, 
attempted  to  procure  himself  a more  honotirable  post.  But  no  one 
would  abide  tbe  sight  of  him  ! — Meagre, — chap-fallen, — out  of  fashion, 
— out  of  favour,  — tbe  outline  of  a man,  — the  mere  liint  of  a coacb- 
man,— wi tb  a waist  like  an  opera-dancer’s,  and  ebeeks  as  lank  as  a 
black  penitent's,  how  could  be  presume  to  pretend  to  tbe  lionours  of  a 
decent  coacli-box  ! He  was  told  — as  modern  artists  of  their  pictures, 
and  fashionable  novelists  of  their  works — that  be  was  much  too  slight. 
And  lo ! in  tbe  bitterness  of  bis  soul  be  returned  once  more  to  find 
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safety  in  numbers,  and  talcc  his  stand  among  his  fellows,  much  mar- 
velling  by  wbat  process  of  stufting  bis  doublet  with  straw  it  might  be 
possible  for  a poor  Jarvey  ever  to  become  a man  of  substance  ! — 

But  promotion  cometh  neither  from  the  east,  ñor  yet  from  the  west. 
Tbe  purple  plush  of  Joe  Tims  carne  to  him  at  last  out  of  number  three 
liundred  and  forty-five ! It  was  liis  fortune,  late  one  autumu  evening, 
to  transíate,  from  a Street  córner  in  tbe  vicinity  of  Charing  Cross,  to 
one  of  tbe  dingy  lunatic-asylum-looking  square  brick  mansions  of 
Bloomsbury  Square,  a tall  perpendicular  female,  almost  as  spare  as 
himself,  and  consequently  nowise  interesting  to  his  feelings  beyond  tbe 
eighteenpence  accruing  to  bim  from  her  transit.  In  tbe  eyes  of  Joe 
Tims  she  was  only  ee  fare-ly  fair.” 

But  lo  ! on  proceeding  next  morning  to  tbe  brusbing  of  tbe  dusty 
cusliions  of  bis  dctcstcd  vehiele,  be  found,  curiously  inserted  between 
them,  a small  parchment-covered  pocket-book,  mysterious-looking  as 
tbat  of  William  of  Dcloraine.  To  wbom  could  it  belong  ? Not  to  tbe 
fiashy  young  gentleman  be  liad  conveyed  from  the  cigar  divan  to  his 
lodgings  in  Mary-le-bone ; such  people  do  not  deal  in  parclnnent-co- 
vered  pocket-books.  Not  to  tbe  decrepit  man  be  had  transported  from 
tbe  neiglibourhood  of  tbe  loan-office  to  bis  door  at  Brompton  ; such 
people  do  not  deal  in  parchment-covered  pocket-books.  Not  to  tbe 
marine-store-keeping  family  whom  be  had  conveyed  pleasuring  at  per 
bour  to  the  Zoological  Gardens ; such  people  do  not  deal  in  parchment- 
covered  pocket-books.  No ! It  was  evidently  tbe  property  of  some 
person  in  particularly  easy  circumstances ; for  it  contained  a register 
of  sums  weekly  deposited  in  tbe  savings'  bank,  witbout  any  per  contra 
of  sums  withdrawn  therefrom. 

At  lengtb,  tbe  insertion  of  a proper  líame  served  as  some  Índex  to 
tbe  proprietor.  “Mistress  Ursula  Primrose,,  was  tbe  liappy  proprietor 
of  tbe  pocket-book,  and  tbe  vested  secnritiesof  wbicb  it  treated.  Mrs. 
Ursula  Primrose  sounded  wonderfully  like  the  perpendicular  lady  of 
Bloomsbury  Square ; at  all  events,  it  could  be  no  offence  to  Hog  tbe 
bolter  and  stumbler  thitberwards,  and  take  her  legal  opinión  upon  tbe 
subject. 

Number  three  hundred  and  forty-five  reached  the  door.  Joe  Tims 
rang  at  tbe  bell,  and  the  fat  footman  wbo  responded  to  the  summons 
(and  whosé  glazy  eyes  flashed  like  a born  lanternwben  at  first  be  pre- 
tended to  resent  the  intrusión  of  a hackney  coachman  coming  to  cali, 
uncalled  for,  at  a genteel  residence,)  was  startled  by  tbe  mere  mention 
of  tbe  ñame  of  Mrb.  Ursula  Primrose  into  more  than  Chester- 
fieldian  courtesy.  He  drew  up  — be  tried  to  look  sober  — be  almost 
bowed  as  be  requested  Joe  to  step  in,  witbout  so  mucb  as  a glance  at 
his  dirty  boots,  or  a bint  about  tbe  door-mat. 

“ He  would  let  Mrs.  Primrose  know  tbat  a gentleman  wislied  to 
speak  witb  lier.  Wbat  might  be  his  business  ? ” 

“ His  business  was  witb  Mrs.  Primrose/' 

Tbe  body-footman  saw  that  Jarvey  was  wide  awake.  He  departed  ; 
and,  aftera  pause,  Mrs.  Primrose  made  her  stately  entréc  into  tbe  hall, 
just  as  Joe  was  beginuing  to  feel  tbat  tbe  smell  of  roast-beef  in  tbe 
liouse  foretold  a cruelly  appetising  two  o'clock  dinner  for  the  Lower 
Ilouse ; and  to  wonder  wby  tbe  fat  footman's  eyes  sbould  look  so  hazy, 
wliile  tbat  succulent  meal  was  still  in  prospect. 

But  she  was  no  longer  tbe  lady  of  tbe  fiowered  shawl,  patent  silk 
front,  and  green  ankle-boots  of  tlie  preceding  nigbt.  Mrs.  Primrose 
was  nowas  yellow  as  her  ñame, — slattemly,  cross,  and  unpropitious.  A 
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portentous  frown  contracted  her  brows  as  Joe  fírst  presented  himself 
to  her  acquaintance.  But  tlie  sudden  cliange  opcrated  in  her  physiog- 
nomy  by  liis  production  of  the  parchment-covered  pocket-book,  would 
in  other  centuries  have  passed  for  magic  ! Reversing  the  uld  order  of 
things  on  this  oecasion,  it  was  the  Gorgon’s  Head  itself  that  became 
converted  into  stone. 

After  a momentary  pause,  consequent  upon  this  singular  petrifac- 
tion,  she  invited  Joe  to  step  into  the  parlour,  in  a whisper  of  more  than 
mellifluous  sweetness. 

“Didyou  say  anything  lo  John?”  was  Mrs. Ursula’s  first  niysteri- 
ous  inqtiiry,  after  closing  the  door. 

Joe  diplomatised.  He  could  give  no  direet  answer ; for  lie  knewnot 
“ John,"  and  could  by  no  xneans  surmise  what  it  was  in  liis  power  to 
have  conununicated  to  him.  He  looked  wise,  therefore,  and  shook  bis 
head  “ dubersomely/* 

Mrs.  Ursula' s hand  was  already  in  her  poeket.  She  liad  Leen  on  the 
point,  like  John  Gilpin's  wife,  of  ‘rpulling  out  half-a-crown  but  this 
ominous  gesture  of  the  liackney  coachman's,  like  the  touch  of  Midas, 
eonverted  what  she  liad  in  hand  into  gold.  She  pulled  out  a sovereign. 

<c  Am  I safe?”  said  she,  in  the  same  mysterious  whisper,  fixing  a 
terrified  and  tempting  glance  upon  Joe,  as  she  inserted  the  coiu  into 
bis  horny  palm, — e<  T sai/,  am  I safe  with  you  ? ” 

ci  Safe  as  the  Bank  / ” cried  Joe,  with  a liackney-coachman-like 
wink  ; whereupon  Mrs.  Prinirose,  seeing  significance  and  menace  in 
the  familiarity,  staggered  to  a chair- 

“ What  are  your  demands,  tlien  ? ” said  she,  in  a faint  voice.  “ Will 
nothing  tempt  you  ? ” 

Stili  blundering  and  wondering,  Joe  Tims  observed  that  Ci  lie  didn't 
vont  no  temptation,  not  he  ! 99 

K<  I know  I am  in  your  power,’>  faltered  the  agonised  housckeeper. 
“ It  is  the  first  time  as  ever  I took  a glass  of  anything  stronger  than 
spring- water  ; and  I suppose  I shall  repent  it  the  longest  day  I have 
to  live.  Ilowcver,  I engage  to  make  it  worth  your  while  to  keep  my 
counsel.  What  do  you  say  to  a comfortable  sitivation  ? Thirty-five 
guineas  a-year,  two  liveries,  no  night-work,  liberal  liousekeeping,  and 
a month's  warning  ? 99 

<c  Say  ! ” cried  Joe  Tims,  almost  as  mucli  startled  by  the  ofier  as 
IMrs.  Ursula  Primrose  liad  lieen  by  the  sight  of  the  parcliment-covcred 
pocket-book, — ÍC  vy,  I sliould  say  the  lady  vos  a reg’lar  trump  vot  pro- 
cured  it  for  me/* 

A bargain  was  soon  struck,  — a blind  bargain  on  the  pnrt  of  Joe, 
stili  unable  to  conjecture  what  niight  be  the  state-secret  in  liis  keep- 
ing,  which  liad  every  appearance  of  being  wortli  a Jew's  eye.  Ñor 
was  it  till  long  after  the  wisp  of  straw  all  round  liis  liat  had  been  ex- 
changed,  like  Mrs.  Primrose's  half-crown,  for  gold, — and  liis  frieze 
wrap-rascal  for  a livery  as  resplendent  as  consorts  with  the  lustre  of  the 
Bloomsburian  world  of  fashion,  that  he  fuliy  understood  the  dilemma 
of  the  maiden  housekeeper  of  a prudish  widow  lady,  relict  of  a Iv.  C. — 
not  only  convicted  of  liaving  been  taken  up  at  the  door  of  a gin-palace, 
but  agonised  bv  discovery  of  the  loss  of  her  savings'-bank  register, 
couveying  in  bíack  and  white  to  the  least  acute  observer  the  exact 
amount  of  her  weekly  peculations  ! She  had  fancied  herself  lost,  as 
well  as  the  pocket-book.  She  had  felt  convinced  that  the  terrible  re- 
cord would  fall  into  the  banda  of  the  pólice,  and  be  brought  back  to 
her  lady,  whose  addre6S  it  bore.  Visions  of  arraignment, — of  restitu- 
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tion, — luid  rendered  lier  pillow  sleepless ! No  wonder  that  she  con- 
ceived  the  probity  of  the  liackney-coachman  to  be  beyond  all  praise,  if 
not  beyond  all  reward. 

Joseph  Tims — \ve  no  longer  presume  to  abbreviate  the  coaclnviAN — 
liad  now  abandoned  number  tliree  hundred  and  forty-tive,  to  tliink  for 
the  future  only  of  number  one. 

Regarding  him  as  master  of  lier  fatal  secret,  Mrs.  Primrose  liad  not 
only  procured  him  the  place  of  lier  lady,  Mrs.  Creepmouse,  but  took 
care  to  render  it  a place  of  pleasantness  and  peace.  Her  control  over 
the  liousehold  was  absolute  as  the  sceptre  of  the  Medcs  and  Persians ; 
and  not  a slave  therein  liad  a riglit  to  look  the  new  coadunan  in  the 
face.  The  housekeeper  doubled  tlie  quality  of  the  ale, 

“ And  lo!  two  puddings  smoked  upon  the  board  I” 

Had  slie  bcen  feeding  up  Josepli  for  a Smithfield  prize,  she  could  not 
llave  had  tenderer  care  of  liis  diet.  Now  Joseph,  like  the  psalmist, 
was  profane  enougli  to  find  a divinity  in  liis  digestive  organs ; and  liis 
belly  being  liis  god,  it  was  only  natural  that  she  who  tended  it  so  pum- 
peringly  should  become  liis  goddess.  In  the  strengtli  of  the  XXX X 
perliaps  consisted  bis  weakness ; but  by  dint  of  seeing  double,  lie  Je- 
liu-diciously  ceased  to  regard  Mrs.  Ursula  as  a single  woman  too  spare 
to  become  the  rib  of  a thriving  coadunan.  Whetlier  the  parchment- 
covered  pocket-boolc  were  the  Ovid  in  which  he  conned  his  art  of  love, 
or  whetlier  in  the  dulness  of  that  dullest  of  dull  liouseholds — the  Lethe’s 
wliarf  wlierein  his  weediness  lay  rotting — he  fancied  his  former  fare 
into  a fair, — certain  it  is  that,  two  years  after  assuming  Mrs.  Creep- 
mouse's  livery,  a clandestine  marriage  converted  Ursula  Primrose  into 
Ursula  Tims, — and  the  parchment-covered  pocket-book  into  a partner- 
sliip  account. 

Sucli  was  tlie  origin  of  the  comelincss  whicli  was  the  origin  of  Jo- 
scph's  progress  into  Body-Coachmansliip. 

A long  series  of  hard  feeding  and  sort  sleeping  produced  an  expan- 
sión of  the  outward  man  of  Joseph  Tims,  till,  on  the  decease  of  the 
Bloomsbury  widow,  bequeathing  a fat  legacy  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tims, 
(wliose  merits  and  íidelity  were  set  fortli  in  five-and-twenty  shillings* 
worth  of  legal  parchment  and  engrossing,)  the  legatee  was  nearly  as 
fat  as  his  legacy. 

From  tliat  period  lie  adhered  to  his  box  as  a mere  matter  of  pride. 
lie  did  not  clioose,  not  he,  tliough  independent,  to  flingdown  the  reins, 
and  retire  into  the  lium-drum  obseurity  of  private  life.  He  could  not 
abide  the  idea  of  levees  and  drawing-rooms,  at  which  his  ponderous 
person  added  no  weiglit  to  the  dignities  of  the  court.  lie  accepteil 
office  accordingly  in  Grosvenor  Square,  having  a second  coachinaii  and 
two  scrubs  under  him,  to  endure  the  odium  of  the  screwishness  of  his 
government  contracts,  and  to  greasc  the  wheels  of  his  Jehu-dicial  vo- 
cation. 

Sucli  is  the  well-wigged  man  in  authority,  to  whom,  amid  the  smasli 
of  panels,  bis  brother  wliips  of  May  Fair  refer  for  arbitration.  Mr. 
Tims  is  a great  man,  — a houseliolder,  — a sound  Tory  in  all  but  the 
Corn  question.  It  lias  been  inaliciously  asserted  that,  like  Lablache 
wlien  giving  tongue  in  the  Puritaní,  he  lias  an  eye  to  the  Boyal  Box. 
But  we  llave  his  own  authority  to  state,  that  so  long  as  the  lovely  pro- 
prietress  of  tlie  best-turned  out  equipage  in  town  remains  contented, 
lier  ludyship  may  reckon  upon  his  faithful  Service  as  her  Body-Coach- 

MAN. 


97 


THE  STAGE-COACIIMAN’S  LAMENT. 

Farewell  to  my  tight  little  cutch ! 

Farewell  to  my  neat  fonr-inside  ! 

Like  a shabby  oíd  crac.k’d  rabbit-hutch 
They  llave  treated  the  pet  of  my  pride. 
IIow  sbe  stood  on  her  rollers  so  clean  ! 

ITow  sbe  scuttled  along  like  a doe, 

Ora  bowl  on  a close-shaven  green  !, 

Ah  ! wam’t  sbe  a rum  'un  to  go  l 
But  now  all  ber  claims  are  forgot. 

And  they  've  pull’d  out  her  in'ards  so  soft. 
And  they  Ve  laid  up  her  carcass  to  rot 
In  a hole  of  a cutch-maker’s  loft. 

Farewell  to  my  four  iron  greys. 

And  the  rest  of  the  prads  that  I drive ! 

In  these  selfish  and  steara-sniffing  days, 
’Tisn't  fit  for  good  liosses  to  live. 

Your  prime  fast  machiners  in  lots 
To  the  hammer  are  shamefully  led : 

Twerc  better,  like  so  ruany  stots, 

To  knock  ’ein  at  once  on  the  head. 

My  face  from  such  deeds  turns  awry — 

Not  so  with  your  change-hunting  swarm  : 
Mere  ’s  times  for  the  knackers,  says  I ; 

’Tis  the  spirit,  says  they,  of  reform. 

Some  pretended  to  pity  my  case, 

And  they  told  me,  the  govenor  cbaps, 

I might  bave  in  the  railway  a place, 

To  look  arter  the  luggage  and  traps. 

But  1 bowed,  and  I grabbed  up  my  hat, 

And  shied  off,  as  though  stung  by  a bee; 
Only  tbink  of  an  ofier  like  that 

To  a slap-up  swell  dragsman  like  me  ! 

Oíd  notions  now  look  like  a dream, 

By  vapour  and  iron  deranged : 

The  breath  of  the  boss  yields  to  steam, 

And  mettle  for  metal  is  changed ! 

But  railways,  so  taking  while  new, 

Can’t  come  in  the  end  to  good  speed : 

If  running  in  freedom  won’t  do. 

Can  running  in  irons  succeed  ? 

How  this  levelling  System  is  spread  ! 

All  as  1 ever  met  with  it  flogs. 

People's  heads  hardly  stand  where  they  did. 
And  consistency  ’s  gone  to  the  dogs. 

Why  prate  of  the  <c  gineral  weal," 

When  our  cutches  are  shoved  by  forlorn  ? 
Why  chati*  about  corn-law  repeal, 

When  the  hosses  no  more  can  eat  corn  1 
*Tis  your  gallopin'  politics  makes 
All  the  world  for  to  hurry  so  fast, 

To  do  all  in  a couple  of  shakes. 

And  improve,  move,  live,  die,  all  in  liaste. 
A plague  on  them  leaders,  the  Whigs! 

I 'm  a given  to  think  very  much 
That  in  runnin'  their  rascally  rigs, 

They  '11  upset  by  and  by  the  state-cutch. 
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Enolisu.men,  it  may  be  safely  said,  are  the  most  restless  people 
on  the  face  of  the  earth.  The  French  are  more  mercurial,  and  the 
Americans  have  more  of  the  “ go-aliead  ” principie  of  busiuess  about 
tliem ; but  in  his  love  of  locomotion,  in  his  ardent  fancy  for  foreign 
travel,  in  his  insatiable  curiosity  to  explore  strange  and  unfrequented 
districts,  John  Bull  beats  tliem  both  liollow.  His  fat,  round,  honcst 
face  gleams,  like  a full  moon,  in  every  quarter  of  the  civilised  and 
uncivilised  globe.  The  ludían  of  the  North  Pole,  and  the  Negro 
within  two  days*  journey  of  Timbuctoo,  are  alike  familiar  with  it ; 
it  is  seen,  corrugated  with  spleen,  or  expanding  into  a broad  grin, 
bcneath  the  tents  of  tlie  wandering  Arab,  among  the  ruins  of  Pul- 
myra  or  Babylon,  the  snows  of  Siberia,  the  wind-swept  fíats  of  Aus- 
tralia,— wherever,  in  short,  it  is  possible  to  sustain  life,  no  matter  at 
what  cost,  or  amid  what  privations,  there  is,  or  has  been,  or  will 
shortly  be,  that  most  vagabondizing  of  animáis — John  Bull ! Strange 
bundle  of  paradoxes  is  this  same  John ! He  tells  you  he  is  never  so 
thoroughly  happy  as  wlien  at  home,  and  yet — like  Lemuel  Gulliver 
or  Robinson  Crusoe  — he  is  never  so  happy  as  when  he  has  turned 
his  back  upon  that  home.  He  holds  it  as  the  main  artiele  of  his 
social  creed  that  no  country  equals  his  own  ; yet  there  are  few  coun- 
tries  with  whose  great  natural  beauties  he  is  so  little  acquaínted. 
lie  professes  to  be  an  idolater  of  comfort,  yet  he  courts  the  horrors 
of  a polar  winter  or  a tropical  summer ; and  boasts  of  his  habits  of 
cleanliness,  while  for  days  and  weeks  together  he  is  <(  hail  fellow, 
well  met/'  with  the  vermin  of  some  Russian  or  Turkish  dormitory. 

If  the  volumes  in  which  John  Bull  has  recorded  his  myriad  pere- 
grinutions  since  the  general  peace  in  1815  could  be  collected,  tliey 
would  fill  the  shelves  of  a larger  library  than  is  possessed  by  any 
Mechanic’s  Instituto  ift  the  three  kingcíoms.  Scarce  a month  has 
elapsed  during  the  publishing  season  for  the  last  twenty-five  years 
but  the  press  has  teemed  with  Voyages  and  Travels  — north,  south, 
east,  and  west  — which  attests,  if  not  tlic  sagacity,  at  least  the  rest- 
less and  enterprising  character  of  Englishmen.  How  many  dozen 
volumes  on  Russia  only  have  we  not  seen  advertised  within  the  last 
twelve  inontlis  ! With  how  many  descriptions  of  Circassia,  and  the 
wild  tracts  bordering  on  the  Caspian,  are  we  not  acquainted  1 Wrho 
is  not  as  familiar  with  the  leading  features  of  Constantinople  as  with 
those  of  London  or  Edinburgh ! But  four  short  years  since,  AfF- 
ghanistan  and  the  passes  of  the  Himalayas  w'ere,  comparatively 
speaking,  untrodden  ground  ; now,  Englishmen  traverso  tliem  by 
the  score,  and  treat  as  the  merest  common-places  the  startling  adven- 
tures,  that  lialf  a century  ago  would  have  set  their  ancestors  won- 
dering  through  a 1 i fe-time.  In  the  year  1880,  a new  volcanic  island 
suddenly  started  up  in  the  Mediterranean.  Hardly  liad  its  nose  ap- 
peared  above  w^ater,  than  ofT  went  John  Bull  to  take  a peep  at  it, 
and,  as  a matter  of  course,  was  the  very  first  person  to  ascend  its 
highest  eminence.  It  has  since  vanished  ; but  such  was  honest  John,s 
fidgetty  curiosity  to  know  what  liad  beeome  of  it,  that  on  the  spot 
where  it  had  once  stood  he  actually  went  down  in  a diving-bell, 
slipping  over  the  side  of  a merchant-ship  ! In  one  of  his  most 
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amusing  works,  Washington  Irving  relates  that  he  carne  in  contact 
at  Terracina  with  an  English  alderman  and  bis  family,  who  were 
just  packing  np  for  a tour  to  the  Holy  Land;  anotlier  author  has 
assured  us  that  he  saw  Cf  Buy  Warren’s  Blacking " chalked  up  in 
round  text  on  the  walls  of  the  Temple  of  Theseus  at  Athens ; and 
we  all  know  that  a Long-Aere-built  ómnibus,  licensed  to  curry 
twelve,  exclusive  of  its  London  cad,  runs  daily  between  the  Pyraeus 
and  the  Acrópolis,  and  is  chiefly  patronised  by  English  travellers  ! 
But  not  only  is  John  Bull,  like  Ulysses,  a wandercr  over  seas  and 
lands,  but  the  very  ski  es  come  in  for  a share  of  liis  attention.  Tt  ivas 
but  the  other  day  that  he  took  a balloon  trip  to  Germany ; and  we 
do  not  despair  of  living  to  see  the  day  when,  acting  on  a recent  as- 
tronomical  theory,  that  the  moon  is  inhabited,  he  will  pop  a clean 
shirt  or  two  in  his  carpet-bag,  and  set  forth  on  an  expedition  of  dis- 
covery  to  that  mysterious  planet ! 

Though  a love  of  enterprise  is  of  course  the  chief  incentive  to 
these  eccentric,  adventurous  movements  of  John  Bull,  yet  fashion — 
to  which  he  is  proverbially  a slave — has,  we  suspeet,  no  slight  share 
in  prompting  them ; for,  strange  to  say,  particular  countries  come 
into  and  go  out  of  fashion,  just  like  dresses,  wines,  novéis,  drawing- 
rooni  ballads,  &c.  During  the  run  of  the  Scotcli  tales,  the  High- 
lands  were  all  the  rage,  and  awful  was  the  rush  of  Englishmen 
across  the  border  ; some  years  later,  Cooper’s  romances  brought  the 
American  prairies  into  note,  and  ofF  started  John  Bull  to  bivouac 
with  the  Pawnee  Indians ; Byron's  Childe  Harold  sent  him  voyaging 
up  the  Rhine,  and  tearing  across  the  plains  of  Troy ; the  late  Rus- 
sian  campaigns  precipitated  him  on  the  coast  of  Circassia ; Captain 
Head’s  “ Bubbles  from  the  Brunens  ” inoculated  him  with  a Germán 
spa  influenza ; and  now,  nothing  excites  his  faney  so  much  as  the 
idea  of  paying  avisit  to  Acre,  and  exposing  himself  to  the  scorching 
heats  of  the  Syrian  desert ! 

These  “ Excursions  Abroad  ” are  all  well  enough  in  their  way  ; 
but  commend  us — who  are  more  domestic,  and  less  adventurous  in 
our  tastes,  and  wliolly  unswaycd  by  fashion — commend  us,  we  say, 
to  the  soberer  enjoyment  derived  from  “ Excursions  at  Home/*  A 
ramble  through  our  own  country,  or  some  oftlie  sylvan  provinccs  of 
France,  is  quite  enough  to  satisfy  our  modérate  ambition  and  c.uri- 
osity.  Wherever  we  go»  we  like  to  bear  about  with  us  a snug,  social 
impression  of  lióme.  We  are  anxious  to  be  within  cali,  in  case  of 
unforeseen  accidents  at  head-quarters.  A letter  informing  us  that 
our  wife  was  given  over  by  the  physicians,  or  that  our  bunkeres 
ñame  had  just  appeared  in  the  Gazette  that  should  find  us  at  Con- 
stantinople  or  Damascus,  would  occasion  us  inexpressible  remorse. 
Besides,  as  we  travel,  like  Doctor  Syntax,  solely  in  scarch  of  the 
pic.turesque,  and  have  no  faith  in  the  scenic  attractions  of  distant 
countries,  merely  because  they  are  distant,  we  feel  persuaded  that 
we  need  never  quit  the  shores  of  Britain;  or  if  we  do  quit  them, 
that  the  western  and  Southern  distriets  of  Ci  La  belle  France  99  will 
fulfil  our  most  sanguine  expectations.  To  say  nothing  of  the  moun- 
tain  magnificenee  of  the  Ilighland  regions ; the  sylvan  luxuriance  of 
the  midland  counties ; the  teeming  variety  of  the  West ; and  the 
savage  grandeur  of  the  Welsh  alps,  with  their  hushed,  secluded  val- 
leys  carpeted  with  softest  grasses,  alive  with  the  music  of  merry, 
tumbling  brooklets,  and  fragrantwith  perfumed  wild  herbs  ; — to  say 
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notliing  oftliese  picturesque  localities,’ what  tliinkyou,  gcntlc  reader, 
of  the  neglected  banks  of  the  Thames,  which  from  Fulham  to  Ox- 
ford— a distance  of  upwards  of  sixty  miles — exkibit  every  species  of 
landscape  that  can  delight  the  eye  of  taste?  Flowing  through  state- 
ly,  park-like  grounds,  and  emerald-green  meado ws  at  Richmond, 
whose  cheerful  slopcs  and  lawns  have  been  immortalizcd  by  the 
poetry  of  Thompson,  and  the  prose  of  Scott ; spreading  out  into  a 
clear,  expansive  lake  at  Henley ; sweeping  proudly  past  the  royal 
towcrs  of  Windsor,  the  terraced  steeps  of  Clifden,  and  the  precipi- 
toiis  chalk-clifts  of  Caversham  ; murmuring  sweet  music  among  the 
ruins  of  Reading  Abbey ; and  reflecting  as  in  a bright,  unsullied 
mirror,  the  classic  beauties  of  Oxford ; this  noble  river  displays 
throughout  its  course  scenes  of  such  Arcadian  attraction  as  might 
llave  inspired  the  pastoral  pen  of  a Theocritus,  or  the  picturcsque 
pencil  of  a Claude.  Do  we  exaggerate  in  speaking  thus?  Let  those 
who  tliink  we  do,  turn  to  Mr.  Mackay's  entertaining  work,  “ The 
Thames  and  its  Tributarles,”  and  ackuowledge  the  justice  of  our 
eulogiums.  Ilere,  for  instance,  is  his  sketch  of  this  glorious  stream 
at  Richmoiul — a locality  that  has  already  been  described  a hundred 
times,  but  which  may  be  described  as  mariy  more  without  palling 
upon  the  reader’s  taste.  We  add  the  cngravcr’s  illustration,  by  way 
of  completing  the  sketch. 


“ The  first  time  we  ever  ascended  the  liill,  the  landscape  was  illumined  by 
the  rays  of  a bright  noon-tide  sun,  and  the  waters  of  the  Thames,  stretching  out 
right  before  us,  were  illumined  with  a long  streak  of  light,  and  the  far  forests 
gleamed  in  the  radianey  as  their  boughs  were  waved  to  and  fro  by  a strong,  but 
pleasant,  south-west  wind.  Distant  Windsor  was  visible;  and  hundreds  of  neat 
villas,  and  other  pleasing  objeets,  gratified  the  eye,  to  whichever  sido  it  turned ; 
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the  Thames  freshening  and  cnlivening  the  whole.  As  we  stood,  the  sky  became 
overcast;  dark  clouds  aróse  upon  the  horizon  ; the  wind  blew  colder  than  its 
wont;  while  a few  large  drops  of  rain  gave  notice  of  an  impending  storm.  The 
Terrace  was  soon  bare  of  its  visitors  : all  sought  shelter  from  the  rain ; but  we 
remained  to  watch  the  tempest,  and  the  changes  it  wrought  upon  the  landscape. 
It  wus  glorious  to  see  how  the  trees  waved,  like  fields  of  corn,  as  the  storm  blew 
over  thera,  and  the  siuart  showers  whirled  arouud  ; now  hiding  one  spot  by  the 
thiekness  of  the  rain,  and  now  wheeling  past  another,  and  obscuring  ít  iu  like 
manner.  The  distant  heights  were  no  íonger  visible,  and  we  eould  just  see  the 
Thames  winding  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  and  curling  itself  into  tiny  waves  under 
the  breath  of  the  storm.  The  blossoms  of  the  wild  chestnut  trees  fell  thick 
around  us,  diffusing  a more  delicious  fragrance  through  the  air;  and  the  very 
dust  of  the  ground  seemed  odorous  as  the  moisture  fell  upon  it.  Suddenly 
there  was  a flash  right  over  Windsor  Castle,  and  all  its  towers  were  perceptible 
for  an  instant,  and  then  hidden  again.  Successive  flashes  illumined  other 
spots;  and  while  the  rain  was  piercing  through  our  garments,  we  liad  no  other 
thought  than  a strong  desire  to  become  an  arlist  by  the  inspiration  of  the  nio- 
ment,  and  at  one  touch  of  our  pencil  to  fasten  upon  enduring  canvass  a faithful 
representation  of  the  scene.” 

But  Richmond,  it  may  be  saitl,  is  an  exception  to  tlie  general 
cliaracter  of  tbe  Thames  scenery ; turn  we  then  to  Mr.  Máék&y’s 
elescription  of  the  view  from  the  terrace  of  Windsor  Castle,  and  the 
artist's  appropriate  accompaniment : — 


“To  the  right  of  us  lies  Runnymead,  still  more  renowned  in  the  history  of 
British  freedom;  beyond  it,  Cooper’s  Ilill,  sacred  to  the  memory  of  Denhain, 
and  around  it  Windsor  Forest,  ofwhich  Pope  has  so  sweetlv  sung,  and  where 
lie  passed  his  eurliest  years.  And  among  all  rise  villas  and  noble  mansions, 
thiekly  spread  like  stars  on  a frosty  night. 

u The  view  is  universally  admired,  not  only  for  its  associations,  bnt  for  itself. 
The  beautiful  diversity  of  hill  and  dale,  of  wood  and  water,  of  meadow  and 
grove,  of  town  and  village,  teeming  witli  all  the  picturesque  land-marks  of  civi- 
lization,  and  with  these  only,  uuobseured  by  the  tall  ehimneys  of  gas-works,  and 
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unspoiled  in  its  pleasant  ruralness  by  those  huge  square  deformities,  the  manu  • 
factories,  with  which  civilizaron  is  compelled  to  sprinkle  its  path,  renders  it  a 
scene  of  loveliness,  unsurpassed  in  England.” 

But,  should  a home  excursión  along  the  banks  of  the  Thames  be 
deemed  too  monotonous  and  insipid,  the  traveller  has  merely  to  cross 
over  into  France,  to  have  all  his  ideas  of  the  sublime  and  beautiful 
in  scenery  fully  realized.  Let  him  purgue  the  course  of  the  Loire 
through  the  sylvan  districts  of  the  Bocage,  and  we  will  answer  for 
it  that  he  will  be  just  as  much  delighted  as  with  a steam-voyage  up 
the  Rhine,  a ramble  among  the  American  prairies,  or  a sail  through 
the  Bosphorus  into  the  Euxine  Sea.  Ruined  abbey s,  and  castles  of 
the  most  imposing  appearance ; rural  villages  embosomed  in  spread- 
ing  forests,  on  whose  verdant  glades  the  sun  lies,  like  a smile  from 
Ileaven  ; frowning  rocks,  cheerful  dells,  flower-enamelled  meadows; 
everything,  in  short,  that  is  requisite  to  perfect  scenery,  may  be 
found  along  the  banks,  or  in  the  immediate  neighbourhood,  of  the 
Loire.  We  assert  this  without  fear  of  contradiction  ; first,  from  the 
information  received  from  travellers  who  have  visited  the  localities, 
and  who  have  assured  us  that  in  their  search  of  the  picturesque 
they  have  often  gone  further  and  fared  worse ; and,  secondly,  from 
an  attentive  perusal  of  Miss  Costello’s  " Summer  among  the  Bocages 
and  the  Vines,”  — one  of  the  most  delightful  works  of  the  sort  with 
which  we  are  acquainted.  Observe  the  enthusiastic  terms  in  which 
this  lady  speaks  of  the  ruins  of  an  abbey  in  the  vieinity  of  tlic  Loire, 
and  the  landscape  immediately  contiguous  to  them  ! 

“ Of  this  Once  magnificent  abbey  the  efFect  of  the  few  remaining  walls  and 
Windows  is  very  fine.  They  appear  from  many  points  of  view  along  the  beau- 
tiful sliores  of  the  Uance,  and  forrn  exquisite  objeets  from  the  surrounding  bilis. 
Everywhere  they  are  subjeets  for  the  painter ; and  artists  are  frequently  met 
with,  seated  in  the  most  attractive  spots,  busily  engaged  in  transferring  the  mag- 
nificent scenery  to  their  sketch-books.  The  exquisite  bits  discoverable  at  each 
turn  might  seduce  an  amateur  of  the  sublime  and  beautiful  to  linger  all  day  on 
this  delicious  shore,  before  him  the  ruins,  amidst  the  most  graceful  and  varied 
foliage,  the  gardens  and  meadows  reachingto  the  wuter’s  brink,  the  bridge,  with 
its  back-ground  of  mountains  in  the  distante,  the  littlc  sails  gliding  along,  the 
small  islands,  the  gigantic  bilis  clothed  with  wood,  from  whence  are  seen  from 
distance  to  distance  the  ivy-erowned  turréis  of  the  castle  of  Beaumauoir;  the 
huge  blocks  of  grey  granito  seattered  along  the  way,  and  the  winding  stream  at 
their  feet,  with  eraerahl  grass  and  waving  reeds  cióse  to  the  margin  : — all  this 
raay  well  seduce  a painter,  or  a wanderer,  to  spend  all  the  shining  summer  day 
leaning  on  the  short  turf  between  the  rocks,  under  the  shelter  of  the  groves  at 
Lehon,  as  we  did,  and,  regardless  of  fatigue,  to  climb  the  steep  hill  which,  al- 
most  perpendicular,  is  cut  into  paths  that  serpentino  sufticiently  to  sudor  the 
passage,  not  only  of  the  peasants,  but  of  the  dwellers  who  inhabit  a charming 
villa,  placed  exactly  on  the  peak  of  this  elevation.  It  need  hardly  be  said  that 
these  adventurous  mountaineers  are  English,  and  delightfully  they  are  repaid  for 
the  tronble  of  mounting  so  high.” 

Again,  read  thia  description  of  the  caves  of  Chinon,  and  tell  us, 
yon  who  have  wandered  o ver  Europe,  or  among  the  woods,  and 
valleys,  and  mountains  of  the  New  World,  whether  you  have  ever 
met  with  a scene  characterized  by  more  striking  or  original  features, 
or  better  calculated  to  make  a lasting  impression  on  your  minds. 
That  you  may  be  able  to  forin  a decided  opinión  on  the  subject,  we 
add  to  Miss  Costello’s  sketch  her  engraver*s  pictorial  illustration  : — 
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u The  objects  of  greatest  interest after  tHe  castle  of  Chinon  are  the  caves.  These 
are  situated  beneath  ihe  coteau  on  which  the  town  is  built,  and  extend  for  many 
leagues ; indeed  the  imagination  sets  no  bounds  to  their  extent.  They  are  im- 
mense  exhausted  quarries,  which  for  twelve  centuries  have  supplied  stone  forall 
the  required  buildings  in  their  vicinity.  The  castle,  bridge,  churclies,  &e.  are 
all  built  from  henee,  and  the  foundations  of  those  tremendous  towers  are  carried 
down  to  the  lowest  depths  of  these  caverns*  We  traced  the  cemented  stones  of 
the  walls  of  Agnes  Sorel’s  tower  araongst  the  liuge  masses  which  lie  in  pic- 
turesque  confusión,  piled  into  fantastic  shapes  by  the  sport  of  nature.  Occasion- 
ally  basins  of  clear  water  are  to  be  met  with  in  these  retreats,  and  some  crystal- 
lizations  are  seen  clinging  to  the  dripping  roofs ; but  it  is  rather  from  their 
strange  forms,  and  enormous  and  awful  extent,  than  from  any  positive  beauty, 
that  these  painted  caverns,  as  they  are  called,  present  a mysterious  interest. 

" Arined  with  lighted  candles,  and  preceded  by  a guide  bearing  a long  lad- 
der,  we  threaded  the  mazes  of  numerous  paths  leading  to  cathedral-roofed  cham- 
bers,  rugged  valloys  of  rocks,  and  wild-looking  ‘ antres  vast,*  where  the  flashing 
lights  showed  fantastic  figures  on  the  walls  painted  by  the  gliding  and  dropping 
water  which  oozes  through  the  sandstone.  The  adventurous  may  discover,  by 
climbing  into  narrow  apertures,  numerous  curiously  shaped  saloons  and  fine  ef- 
feets  of  shadow ; we  were  obliged  to  be  content  with  the  most  accessible,  though 
we  conceived  our  peril  quite  approaching  near  enough  to  the  positive  to  be  sub- 
lime.’, 


We  llave  next  a píate  representing  a r uinecl  mili,  not  far  from  tlie 
Loire,  which,  with  its  fine  mountain  back-ground,  its  silvery  cataract 
in  front,  and  its  rustie  bridge  in  the  intermediatc  distance,  presents 
just  such  an  assemblage  of  objects  as  Tuvner  would  love  to  group 
on  canvass : — 
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So  much  for  “ Excursions  at  Home,” — for  France,  with  the  facili- 
ties  we  now  havc  for  reacliing  it,  may  be  considered  as  lying  cióse  at 
our  elbow, — versus  “ Excursions  Abroad.”  Fashion,  or  a love  of  en- 
terprise  will  still  continué  to  allure  hosts  of  travellers  t o remóte 
countrics  ; but  those  who,  like  ourselves,  llave  the  organ  of  “ stay- 
at-home-ativeness  ” powerfully  developed  on  tlieir  craniums,  will  be 
quite  contented  with  an  occasional  r amble  through  England,  or  its 
next  door-neighbour,  France,  portions  of  which  are  as  rich  in  pie- 
turesque  effeets  as  the  eye  of  poet  or  painter  could  desire. 


SPECIMENS  OF  MODERN  GERMAN  POETS. 

TRANSLATED  BY  MARY  HOW1TT. 

HEINRICII  IIEINE. 

Tiif.y  have  to-night  a party  ; 

And  the  house  is  lit  np  bright ! 

There,  above,  athwart  the  window 
Moyes  a shadow-image  üght ! 

Thou  seest  me  not  in  the  darkness, — 

I stand  below,  apart ; 

Yet  still  less  cansí  thou  see  witliin 
My  dark  and  hidden  lieart. 

My  hidden  lieart  it  loves  thee, 

It  loves  and  breaks  for  thee ; 

Yet  how  it  breaks,  pants,  bleedeth, 

’Tis  man  shalt  never  see  ! 
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BOOK  THE  THIRD. 

CHAPTER  VII. 

viviana’s  LAST  NIGHT  AT  ORDSALL  HALL. 

On  the  evening  of  the  third  day  after  quitting  Duuchurch, 
Viviana  Radclilfe  and  her  companions  arrived  at  Ordsall  Hall. 
Tliey  liad  encountered  many  dangers  and  difficultiés  on  the 
journey,  and  were  well-nigh  overeóme  with  fatigue  and  anxiety. 
Fearful  of  being  detained,  Garnet  liad  avoided  all  the  larger  towns 
in  the  way,  and  liad  consequeiitly  been  driven  greatly  out  of  the 
direct  course.  He  liad  assumed  the  disguise  which  he  usually 
wore  when  travelling,  that  of  a lawyer,  and  as  he  possessed 
great  mimetic  talent,  hesustained  the  character  admirably.  Vi- 
viana passed  for  bis  daughter,  and  his  servant,  Nicholas  Owen, 
wlio  was  almost  as  clever  an  actor  as  his  master,  represented  his 
clerk,  while  the  two  atiendan ts  performed  the  parts  of  clients. 
At  Abbots’-Bromlcy,  where  tliey  lialted  for  réfreslunent  on  the 
second  day,  liaving  spent  the  night  at  a small  village  near  Licli- 
íield,  tliey  were  detained  by  the  landlord,  who  entertained  some 
suspicions  of  them  ; but  Garnet  succeeded  in  frightening  the  man 
into  allowing  them  to  depart.  They  underwént  anotlier  alarm 
of  the  same  kind  at  Leek,  añil  were  for  two  liours  locked  up  ; 
but  on  the  arrival  of  a magistrate,  who  liad  been  sent  for  by 
the  host,  Garnet  gave  so  plausible  an  account  of  himself  that 
the  party  were  instantly  set  at  liberty,  and  arrived  without  fur- 
tlier  molestation  at  their  journey’s  end. 

Viviana's  last  visit  to  the  hall  had  been  sad  enough,  but  it 
was  not  so  sad  as  the  present.  It  was  a dull  November  even- 
ing, and  the  wind  inoaned  disinally  tlirough  the  trees,  scattering 
the  yellow  leaves  on  the  groimd.  The  house  looked  forlorn  and 
desoíate.  No  smoke  issued  from  the  chimneys,  ñor  was  there 
any  external  indica  ti  on  that  it  was  inhabited.  The  drawbridge 
was  down,  and  as  they  passed  over  it,  the  hollow  trampling  of 
their  steeds  upon  the  píánks  vibrated  painfully  upon  Viviana^s 
lieart.  Before  dismounting,  she  cast  a wistful  look  around,  and 
surveyed  the  grass-grown,  and  neglected  court,  where,  in  years 
gone  by,  she  had  sported;  the  moat  on  whose  brink  she  had 
lingered  ; and  the  surrounding  woods,  which  she  had  never  looked 
upon,  even  on  a dreary  day  like  the  present,  and  wlien  they  were 
robbed  in  some  measure  of  their  beauty,  without  delight.  Scan- 
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ning  the  deserted  mansión  from  roof  to  foundatbn,  she > tr«ed 
all  its  sables,  ancles,  Windows,  doors,  and  walls,  andclaimea 
eveí  pK of  >vork,  ever,  Mnn.  ».!«»*«  «”J 

as  assoeiated  with  other  and  liappier  hours.  «ri'he 

«It  is  but  the  wreck  of  what  it  was,"  she  tbough  . 1 ^ 

spirit  tbat  animated  it  is  fled.  Gnu»  grows  in  it* . courts  no 
cheerful  voices  echo  in  its  ehambers-no  » "J® 

tained  in  its  hall — but  neglect,  gloum,  an  CSP  matched” 
their  own.  The  habitation  and  its  nnstress  are  “«tched. 

Guessing  from  the  melancholy  expression  of  her  counten 
what  was  passing  within,  and  thinking  it  advisableto  tura  the 
currcnt  of  her  thoughts,  Carnet  assisted  her  to  ahght  and  co 
mitting  the  care  of  their  steeds  to  Owen  and  the  .°™ers’ P 
ceeded  with  her  to  the  principal  entrance,  ^vei^thing  J 1 e 
ed  in  ncarly  the  same  State  as  when  they  liad  last  seen  > 

Se  only  clLge  that  liad  taken  place  was 

ceilings  were  mapped  and  mildewed  wit  i an  p-  , co'stlv 

geously  stained  ¿lass  was  shivered  in  the  window  the  oost^ 

arras  hung  in  tattered fragments from  the  walls;  wh le  the • 
which  were  still  strewn  with  plaster  and  ro -en  , tjle 

flooded  with  the  moisture  that  had  found  its  way  thr  y 

holes  in  the  roo^  d , ,,  sa¡d  Carnet,  observing  that  V íviana 

was  g™,r,PdSsesSed%y  .ha  ágh.,  “and  le.  .ha 
of  this  scene  of  havoc,  instead  of  casting  you  down,  inspire  you 
with  just  indignation  against  enemies  Irom  whom  it  is  vaJ 
e\Dect  iustice  or  mercy.  IIow  many  Catholic  mansions  have 
bcen  th'lis  laid  waste!'  How  many  high-born  and  hOTourable 
mcn  whose  solé  fault  was  tlieir  adherence  to  the  religión  oí  thei 
u5£Z  their  refusal  to  subscribe  to  doctrina. i^wtooh 
their  conscienc.es  revolted,  llave  been  put  to  ^eathlkeypur 
father  nav,  have  endured  a worsc  fate,  for  they  have  langmsh 
S „"lZr  Ib»  in  prison,  wliilc  their  f.milie,  mi 

have  undero-one  every  species  of  outrage ! How  many  a 
scendant  of°a  proud  distinguished  for  wort^» 

and  for  devotion,  has  stood,  as  you  now  stand,  upon  h” 
late  hearth  — has  seen  misery  and  ruin  usurp  the  place  of  com- 
fort and  happiness  — and  has  heard  the  very  stones  henea,  h 
his  feet  cry  out  for  vengeance.  Accursed  be,.»'r°PPiestl ' 
he  added,  lifting  up  his  hands,  and  elevating  his  voice.  j j 
their  churches  be  throwu  down  — their  fiuth  crushed  t e 
ricrhts  invaded  — their  children  delivered  to  bondage  — their 
hearths  laid  waste  as  ours  have  bcen.  May  this,  and  worse  come 
to  Dass,  till  the  whole  stock  of  lieresy  is  uprooted  . 

“ Hold,  father ! ” exclaimed  Viviana,  “ even  here,  beholding 
this  miserable  sight,  and  with  feelin^  keenly  excited,  I camiot 
ioin  in  vour  terrible  denunciation.  What  1 hope  for  — what  L 
Kn  toleration,  no.  ventanee.  The  «uff.rmgs  of  onr 
brethren  will  not  have  been  in  vain,  if  they  enable  our  suc- 
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cessors  to  worship  God  in  tbeir  own  way,  and  according  to  the 
dictates  of  their  consciences.  The  ruthless  conduct  of  our  per- 
secutors  must  be  held  in  as  much  abhorrencc  by  all  goocl  Pro- 
testants  as  our  persecution  oí‘  that  sect  when  we  were  in  the 
ascendant,  is  regarded  by  all  worthy  members  of  our  own 
Church.  I cannot  believe  that  by  persecution  we  can  work  out 
the  charitable  precepts  inculcated  by  our  Saviour ; and  I am 
sure  such  a course  is  as  adverse  to  the  spirit  of  religión,  as  it 
is  to  that  of  humanity.  Let  us  bear  our  sorrows  with  pntience, 
— let  us  utter  no  repinings,  but  turn  the  other  cheek  to  the 
smiter,  and  we  shall  íind,  in  due  time,  that  the  hearts  of  our  op- 
pressors  will  velen  t,  and  that  all  the  believers  in  the  True  God 
will  be  enabled  to  worship  him  in  peace,  though  at  different 
altars.” 

“ Such  a season  will  never  arrive,  daughter,”  replied  Carnet, 
severely,  44  till  heresy  is  extirpatcd,  and  t lie  false  doctrines,  now 
prevailing,  uttcrly  abolished.  Then,  indeed,  when  the  Church  of 
Home  is  re-established,  and  the  oíd  and  true  religión  restored, 
universal  peace  will  prevail.  And  let  me  correct  the  grievous 
and  sinful  error  into  which  you  have  fallen.  Our  church  is 
al  way  s at  war  with  heresy  ; and  if  it  cannot  uproot  it  by  gentlc 
means,  authorizes,  nay  enjoins  the  employment  of  forcé."” 

“ I will  not  attempt  to  dispute  with  you  upon  points  of  faith, 
father,"”  returned  Viviana ; “ I am  content  to  think  and  act  ac- 
cording  to  my  own  feelings  and  convictions.  Rut  I will  not  give 
up  the  hope  that  in  some  milder  and  wiser  age,  persecution 
on  either  side  will  cease,  and  the  sufferings  of  its  victims  be  re- 
membered  only  to  soften  the  hearts  of  fanatics,  of  whatever  creed, 
towards  each  other.  Were  a lesson  wantihg  to  ourselves,  sure- 
ly  it  might  be  found  in  the  result  that  has  attended  your  dark 
and  criminal  enterprise,  and  in  which  the  disapproval  of  Hcaven 
has  been  signally  manifested.” 

44  Not  so,  daughter,”  replied  Carnet.  6C  An  action  is  not  to 
be  judged  or  justified  by  the  events  attending  it,  but  by  its  own 
intrinsic  merits.  To  aver  the  contrary  were  to  throw  a doubt 
upon  the  Iloly  Scriptures  themselves,  where  we  read  in  the 
Book  of  Judges  that  the  eleven  tribes  of  Israel  were  commanded 
to  make  war  upon  the  tribe  of  Benjamín,  and  yet  were  twice  de- 
feated.  We  have  failed.  But  this  proves  nothing  against  our 
project,  which  I maint&in  to  be  righteous  and  praiseworthy, 
undertaken  to  overthrow  an  heretical  and  excommunicated  mo- 
narch,  aiul  to  re-establish  the  true  faith  of  the  Most  High 
throughout  this  land.” 

“ 1 lament  to  find  that  you  still  persist  in  error,  father,”  re- 
plied Viviana ; 44  but  you  cannot  by  any  sophistry  induce  me  to 
coincide  with  you  in  opinión.  I hold  the  attempt  an  offence  alike 
against  God  and  man,  and  while  1 rejoice  at  the  issue  that  has 
attended  it,  I deplore  the  irreparable  harm  it  will  do  to  t lie  whole 
body  of  Catholics,  all  of  whom  will  be  connected,  by  the  bigoted 
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and  unthinking  of  the  hostile  party,  witli  ihe  atroeious  design. 
Not  only  have  yon  done  our  cause  an  injury,  but  you  have  in  a 
measure  justified  our  opponents’  severity,  and  given  them  a plea 
for  further  persecution.” 

66  No  more  of  this,  daughter,”  rejoined  Garnet,  impatiently, 
44  or  I shall  deem  it  necessary  to  reprove  you.  Let  us  search  the 
house9  and  try  to  ílud  sume  habitable  chambcr  in  which  you 
can  pass  the  night.” 

After  a long  search,  they  discovered  a room  in  comparatively 
good  order,  and  leaving  Viviana  within  it,  Garnet  descended  to 
the  lower  part  of  the  house,  where  he  found  Nicholas  Owen, 
and  the  two  other  atiendan ts. 

44  We  have  chanced  upon  a scanty  supply  of  provender  for 
our  steeds,”  remarked  Owen,  with  a doleful  look  ; 44  but  we  are 
not  likely  to  obtain  a rneal  oursclves,  unless  we  can  feed  upon 
rats  and  mice,  which  appear  to  be  solé  tenants  of  this  miserable 
dwelling.” 

“You  must  go  to  Manchester  instan tly,  and  procure  provi- 
sions,,,  returned  Garnet.  44  But  takc  heed  you  observe  the  ut- 
most  caution.” 

4í  Fear  nothing/*  replied  Owen.  44  If  I am  taken,  your  rever- 
ence  will  lose  your  supper — that  is  all.” 

He  tlien  set  out  upon  his  errand,  and  Garnet  proceeded  to 
the  kitchen,  where,  to  his  great  surprize,  he  found  the  hearth- 
stone  still  warm,  and  a few  lighted  embers  upon  it,  while  crumbs 
of  bread,  and  little  fragments  of  meat  scattered  about,  proved 
that  sonie  one  had  taken  a meal  there.  Startled  by  this  dis- 
covery,  he  continued  his  search,  but  as  fruitlessly  as  before  ; and 
though  he  called  to  any  one  who  might  be  hidden  to  come 
forth,  tlie  summons  was  unanswercd.  One  of  the  attendants 
had  placed  a few  sticks  upon  the  smouldering  ashes,  and  on  re- 
turning  to  the  kitchen,  it  was  found  that  they  had  kindled. 
A fire  being  thus  obtained,  some  of  the  broken  furniture  was 
used  to  replenish  it,  and  by  Garnet’s  commands  another  fire 
was  speedily  lighted  in  Viviana's  chamber.  Night  liad  now 
come  on,  and  Owen  not  returning,  Garnet  became  extremely 
uncasy,  and  had  almost  given  him  up,  when  the  absentee  made 
his  appearance,  with  a largo  basket  of  provisions  under  his  arm. 

44  I have  had  some  difíiculty  in  obtaining  them,”  he  said, 44  and 
faneying  I observed  two  persons  following  me,  was  obliged  to 
take  a circuí tous  route  to  get  back.  The  whole  town  is  in  com- 
motion  about  the  plot,  and  it  is  said  that  the  most  rigorous  mea- 
sures  are  to  be  adopted  towards  all  the  Catholic  families  in  the 
neighbourhood.” 

Sighing  at  the  latter  piece  of  intelligence,  Garnet  selected 
such  provisions  as  he  thought  would  be  acceptable  to  Vivi- 
ana, and  took  them  upstairs  to  her.  She  ate  a little  bread, 
and  drank  a cup  of  water,  but  refused  to  taste  anyt.hing  else, 
and  finding  it  in  vain  to  press  her,  Garnet  returned  to  the 
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kitchen,  where,  being  much  exhausted,  he  recruited  himself  with 
a hearty  meal,  and  a cup  of  wine. 

Left  alone,  Viviana  knelt  down,  and  clasping  a small  crucifix 
to  her  breast,  prayed  long  and  fervently.  Wbile  she  was  thus 
engaged,  she  heard  the  door  open  gently  behind  her,  and  turn- 
ing  her  head,  beheld  an  oíd  man  clothed  in  a tattered  garb, 
with  long  white  hair  ílowing  over  his  shoulders,  and  a heard  of 
the  same  snowy  hue  descending  upon  his  breast.  As  he  ad- 
vanced  slowly  towards  her,  she  started  toher  feet,  and  abrighter 
flame  arising  at  the  moment  from  the  fire,  it  illumined  the  in- 
truder’s  wo-begone  features. 

“ Is  it  possible  ! ” she  exclaimed, — 44  can  it  be  my  father’s  oíd 
steward,  Jerome  Heydocke  ? ” 

“ It  is  indeed,  my  dear  young  mistress,”  replied  the  oíd  man, 
falling  on  his  knee  befo  re  her.  4‘  Heaven  be  praised  l"  he  conti- 
nuad, seizing  her  hand,  and  bedewing  it  withtears;  44  I have 
seen  you  once  again,  and  shall  die  conten t.” 

66  í never  expected  to  behold  you  more,  good  Ileydocke,”  re- 
turned  Viviana,  raising  him.  44  I heard  you  liad  died  in  prison.” 
“ It  was  so  given  out  by  the  jailers,  to  account  for  my  escape,” 
replied  the  oíd  steward  ; 44  and  I took  care  never  to  contradict 
the  report  by  making  my  appearance.  I will  not  distress  you  by 
the  recital  of  all  I have  endured,  but  will  simply  State  that  I was 
coníined  in  the  prison  upon  Hunt’s  Bank,  whence  I escaped 
in  the  night  by  dropping  upon  the  rocks,  and  from  them  into 
the  river,  where  it  was  supposcd  I was  drowncd.  Making  my 
way  into  the  country,  I concealed  myself  for  a time  in  barns 
and  outbuildings,  until,  at  lengtli,  I ventured  back  to  the  oíd 
house,  and  have  dwelt  in  it  unmolested  ever  since.  I should 
have  perished  for  want  long  ago,  but  for  the  kindness  of  Mr. 
Humphrey  Chetham.  He  used  to  send  my  son  regularly  to  me 
with  provisions  ; and,  now  that  Martin  is  gone  to  London,  on 
business,  as  I understood,  relating  to  you,  he  brings  them  to 
me  himself.  lie  will  be  here  to- morro w.” 

44  Indeed!  ” exclaimed  Viviana.  44  I must  see  him.” 

44  As  you  please,”  réturned  the  oíd  man.  44  I suppose  those  are 
your  companions  below.  I was  in  my  hiding-plaee,  and  hearing 
voiccs  and  footsteps,  did  not  daré  to  ven  ture  forth  till  all  was 
still.  On  approaching  this  room,  which  T have  been  in  the  habit 
of  occupying  lately,  and  peeping  through  the  door,  which  was 
standing  ajar,  I perceived  a female  figure,  and  thinking  it  must 
be  you,  though  I scarcely  dared  to  trust  the  evidence  of  my 
senses,  I ventured  in.  Oh  í my  dear,  dear  young  mistress, 
wliat  a joy  it  is  to  see  you  again  ! I fear  you  must  have  suf- 
fered  much,  for  you  are  grcatly  altered.” 

At  this  moment,  Garnet  entered  the  room.  He  started  on 
seeing  the  oíd  steward.  But  an  explanation  was  instantly  given 
him. 

44  You,  then,  are  the  person  by  whom  the  fire  was  recently 
lighted  in  the  kitchen  ? ” he  asked. 
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Heydocke  replied  in  the  affirmative. 

44  I carne  to  bid  you  farewell  for  the  night,  dear  daughter,” 
saidGarnct,  “and  to  assure  you  that  you  may  rest  without  fear, 
for  we  have  contrived  to  malee  fast  the  doors.  Come  with  me, 
my  son,’*  he  added  to  the  steward,  44  and  you  shall  have  a com- 
fortable  meal  below.” 

Making  a profound  reverence  to  Viviana,  the  oíd  man  follow- 
ed  him  dovvn  stairs. 

Viviana  continued  to  pace  to  and  fro  within  her  chamber  for 
some  time,  and  then,  overeóme  with  fatigue,  flung  herself  upon 
the  bedstead,  on  which  a cloak  liad  been  thrown.  Sleep  soon 
closed  her  eyes,  but  it  was  disturbed  by  frightful  and  distress- 
ing  dreams,  from  which  she  was  suddenly  aroused  by  a touch 
upon  the  arm.  Starting  up,  she  perceived  the  oíd  steward  by 
the  side  of  her  eouch,  with  a light  in  his  hand. 

44  What  brings  you  here,  Heydocke  ?”  she  demanded,  with 
an  accent  of  surprise  and  alarm. 

44  You  have  slept  soundly,  mv  dear  young  mistress,  or  you 
would  not  require  to  be  informed,”  replied  the  steward.  44  There  ! 
do  you  not  hear  it?”  he  added,  as  a loud  knocking  resounded 
from  líelo w. 

Viviana  listened  for  a moment,  and  then,  as  if  struck  by  a 
6udden  idea,  hurried  down  stairs.  She  found  Garnet  and  the 
others  assembled  in  the  hall,  but  wholly  unnerved  by  fright. 
44  Hide  yourselves,”  she  said,  44  and  no  ill  shall  befal  you.  Quick  ! 
— not  a moment  is  to  be  lost ! 99 

Having  allowed  them  sufficient  time  for  concealment,  she  de- 
manded in  a loud  voice  who  was  without? 

44  Friends,”  was  the  reply. 

44  lt  is  the  voice  of  Doctor  Dee,”  replied  Heydocke. 

44  Indeed  í ” cxclaimed  Viviana.  44  Admit  him  instantly.” 

Heydocke  obeyed,  and  throwing  open  the  door,  gave  en- 
trance to  the  Doctor,  who  was  wrapped  in  his  long  furred  gown, 
and  carried  a lantern.  He  was  accompanied  by  Kelley  and 
Huinphrey  Chetham. 

44  Yourvisit  is  singularly  timed,  Mr.  Chetham,”  said  Viviana, 
after  she  had  saluted  the  party ; 44  but  you  are  not  the  less  wel- 
eome  on  that  account.  1 much  desired  to  see  you,  and  indeed 
sliould  have  seut  for  you  to-morrow.  But  how  did  you  know  I 
was  here?1’ 

44  The  only  explanation  I can  offer  you  is  this,”  replied 
Chetham ; 44  I was  hastily  summoned  from  my  rcsidence  at 
Crumpsall  by  Kelley,  who  told  me  you  were  at  Ordsall  Hall, 
and  that  Doctor  Dee  was  about  to  visit  you,  and  desired  my 
company.  Thus  summoned,  1 carne  at  once.” 

44  A strange  explanation  indeed  ! 99  replied  Viviana. 

44  Cióse  and  fasten  the  door,”  said  JDee,  in  an  authoritative 
tone  to  Kelley,  and  as  soon  as  his  commands  were  obeyed,  he 
took  Viviana’ s hand,  and  led  her  to  the  further  end  of  the  hall. 
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44  My  art  informed  me  of  your  arrival,  Viviana,”  he  said.  44  I 
am  come  to  save  you.  You  are  iii  immincnt  danger.” 

44  I well  know  it,”  she  replied  ; 44  but  I llave  no  wish  to  fly 
from  justice.  I am  weary  of  my  life,  and  would  gladly  resign  it.” 

44  I would  cali  to  your  recollection,  Viviana,”  pursued  Dee, 
44  that  I íbretold  the  disastrous  rcsult  of  this  plot,  in  which  you 
have  become  unhappily  in  volved,  to  Guy  Fawkes,  and  warned 
him  not  to  proceed  in  it.  Rut  he  would  not  be  advised,  and  is 
now  a prisoner  in  the  Tower.” 

44  All  I wish  is  to  go  thither,  and  die  with  him,”  rejoined  Vi- 
viana. 

44  If  you  go  thither  you  will  die  before  him,”  said  Dee. 

46 1 would  so,”  she  replied. 

44  Viviana  Radcliffe,”  returned  Dee,  in  a compassionate  tone, 
44 1 truly  grievefor  you.  Your  attachment  to  this  heinous  traitor 
completely  blinds  you.  The  friendship  I entertained  for  your 
motner  makes  me  anxious  to  serve  you  — to  see  you  happy.  It 
is  now  in  your  power  to  be  so.  But  if  you  take  another  false 
step,  your  fate  is  decidcd,  and  you  will  die  an  early  death.  I 
will  answer  for  your  safety — nay,  what  is  inore,  I will  undertake 
that  ere  long  you  shall  again  be  mistress  of  this  mansión,  and 
have  your  estates  restored  to  you.” 

44  You  promise  fairly,  sir,”  she  replied  with  a mournful  smile. 

44 1 have  not  yet  done,”  pursued  Dee.  44  All  I require  for  the 
Service  is,  that,  when  freed  by  the  death  of  Guy  Fawkes  from 
the  chain  that  now  binds  you,  — for  I am  aware  of  your  ill- 
starrcd  unión  with  him, — you  shall  bestow  your  hand  upon 
Humphrey  Chetham.” 

44  It  may  not  be,”  replied  Viviana,  firmly.  44  And  if  you  could 
in  truth  read  the  secrets  of  the  heart,  you  would  know  that 
mine  would  instantly  reject  the  proposal.” 

44  Think  not  it  originates  with  me,  Viviana,”  said  Humphrey 
Chetham,  who  had  approached  them  unobserved.  44  My  pre- 
vious  experience  of  your  character  woíild  alone  have  prevented 
me  from  becoming  a party  to  any  such  proposal,  had  I known 
it  would  be  made.  Do  not,  I beseech  you,  sir,”  he  added  to  Dee, 
44clog  your  offer  with  conditions  which  will  effectualiy  prevent 
its  accomplishment.” 

44  You  are  true  to  yourself,  Mr.  Chetham,”  rejoined  Viviana, 
44  and  will  not,  therefore,  wonder  that  I continué  so.  Were  I to 
assent  to  Doctor  Dee’s  proposal,  I shonld  be  further  from  hap- 
piness  than  I am  now,  even  if  he  could  make  good  his  worcís, 
and  restore  me  to  the  station  1 have  forfeited.  1 have  received 
a shock  from  which  I shall  never  recover,  and  the  only  haven  of 
repose,  to  which  I look  forward,  is  tlie  grave.” 

44  Alas  ! ” exclaimed  Chetham,  in  a pitying  tone. 

44  You  will  think  I trespass  too  much  upon  your  kindness,” 
she  pursued ; 44  but  you  can  render  me  a great  Service,  and  it 
will  be  the  last  I shall  ever  require  from  you.” 
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44  Ñame  it  ? ” cried  Chetham,  eagerly. 

44  I would  beg  yon*  to  escort  me  to  London, ” she  rejoined ; 
44  and  to  deliver  me  to  the  loras  of  the  council.  I would  will- 
ingly  escape  the  indignitics  to  whjch  I shall  be  exposcd  if  i am 
conveyed  thitlier  as  a prisoner.  Will  you  do  this  ? ” 

44 1 will,”  replied  Chetham. 

44  Lest  you  should  tliinlc  I have  offered  more  than  I can  per- 
forra,  Viviana,”  said  Dee,  who  had  listened  attentively  to  the 
foregoiug  conversation,  44 1 will  now  tell  you  on  what  grounds  1 
build  my  expectation  of  procuring  your  pardon.  The  conspi- 
raey  was  first  revealed  by  me  to  the  Earl  of  Salisbury,  though 
for  his  own  purposes  he  kept  it  secret  to  the  last.  He  owes  me 
a heavy  debt,  and  shall  pay  it  in  the  way  I propose,  if  you  de- 
si re  it.’1 

44  I will  abide  by  what  I have  done,”  replied  Viviana. 

44  You  know,  then,  what  fate  awaits  you  P ” said  Dee. 

44 1 shall  not  shrink  from  it,”  she  rejoined. 

44  It  is  well,”  he  replied.  44Before  I leave,  I will  give  you 
another  caution.  Father  Carnet  is  hcre.  Nay,  attempt  not  to 
deny  it.  You  cannot  deceive  me.  Besides,  I desire  to  serve, 
not  harm  him.  If  he  remains  here  till  to-morrow,  he  will  be 
captured.  A proclamation  has  been  issued  for  his  arrest,  as 
well  as  for  that  of  Father  Oldcornc.  Deliver  him  this  warning. 
And  now,  farewell ! ” 

With  this,  lie  took  up  his  lantern,  and  followed  by  Kelley, 
quitted  the  hall. 

Ilumphrey  Chetham  only  tarried  a few  moments  to  inform 
Viviana  that  lie  would  return  soon  after  daybreak  with  a eouple 
of  steeds  for  the  journey.  As  soon  as  he  was  gone,  Viviana  com- 
municated  Dee’s  warning  to  Garnct,  who  was  so  alarmed  by  it, 
that  he  resolved  not  to  delay  his  own  departure  a mornent. 
Taking  an  affectionate  leave  of  Viviana,  and  confiding  her  to 
the  care  of  the  oíd  steward,  he  set  out  with  his  three  attendants. 

Faithful  to  his  proniise,  Humphrey  Chetham  appeared  at  the 
appointed  time.  Viviana  hade  an  eternal  farewell  to  the  oíd 
steward,  who  was  overwhelmed  with  grief,  and  looked  as  if  his 
sorrows  would  soon  be  ended,  and  mounting  one  of  the  steeds 
brought  by  the  young  mcrchant,  thcy  took  the  dircetion  of 
London. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

IlENDLir. 

Garnet  proceeded  at  a rapid  pace  for  some  railes  before  he 
acquainted  his  companions  whither  he  was  going.  He  then  in- 
formed  Nicholas  Owen,  who  rodé  by  his  side,  that  he  should 
make  the  best  of  his  way  to  Hendlip  Ilouse,  the  seat  of  Mr. 
Thomas  Abingdon,  near  Droitwieh,  in  Worcestershire,  where 
he  knew  that  Father  Oldcornc  and  Anne  Vaux  had  retired,  and 
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wheré  he  was  certain  to  meet  witli  a friendly  reception  and  pro- 
tection.  Owen,  who  was  completely  in  his  master’s  confidence, 
agreed  that  no  safer  asylum  could  be  found,  and  they  pursued 
their  journey  with  so  much  ardour,  that  early  on  the  folio wing 
night,  they  arrived  within  a short  distance  of  the  niansion. 
Owen  was  sent  forward  to  reconnoitre,  and  returned  in  about 
half  an  hour  with  Mr.  Abingdon,  who  embraced  Garnet,  and 
told  him  he  was  truly  happy  in  being  able  to  oíier  him  a retreat. 

u And  I think  it  will  prove  a secure  one,”  he  added.  cc  There 
are  so  many  hiding- places  in  the  oíd  house,  that  if  it  is  beset  for 
a year  yon  will  scarcely  be  discovered.  llave  you  heard  of  the 
fate  of  your  confederates  ? ” 

u Alas  ! no,  my  son,”  replied  Garnet ; and  I tremble  to 
ask  it.” 

“ It  had  better  be  told  at  once,”  rejoined  Abingdon.  “ Cates- 
by,  Percy,  and  the  two  Wrights,  have  been  slain  in  the  defence 
of  Holbeach,  while  Rookwood,  Grant,  and  Thornas  Winter,  all 
of  wliom  were  severely  wounded  in  the  siege,  have  been  made 
prisoners,  and  are  now  on  their  way  to  the  Tower.” 

“ A fearful  catalogue  of  ills  ! ” exclaimed  Garnet. 

<c  It  is  not  yet  complete,”  pursued  Abingdon.  u Sir  Everard 
Digby  has  been  defeated,  and  made  prisoner  in  an  attempt  to 
bring  additional  forcé  to  his  friends,  and  Keyes  has  been  ar- 
rested  in  Warwickshire.” 

u These  are  woful  tidings  truly,  my  son,”  returned  Garnet. 
“ But  Heaven’s  will  be  done  ! ” 

He  then  dismissed  his  two  attendants,  to  whoni  he  gave  a 
sum  of  money,  together  with  the  steeds,  and  attended  by  Ni- 
cholas  Owen,  repaired  to  the  house  with  Mr.  Abingdon,  who 
admitted  them  through  a secret  door. 

Ilendlip  House,  which,  unfortunately  for  the  lovers  of  pic- 
turesque  and  storied  habitations,  was  pulled  down  a lew  years 
ago,  having  been  latterly  used  as  a ladies’  boarding-school,  was 
a large  and  irregular  structure,  with  walls  of  immense  thickncss, 
tall  stacks  of  chimneys,  turrets,  oriel  Windows,  and  numberless 
projections,  contri  ved  to  mask  the  labyrinths  and  secret  cham- 
l)ers  within.  Erected  by  John  Abingdon,  father  of  the  proprie- 
tor  at  the  period  of  this  history,  and  cofferer  to  Queen  Elizabeth 
in  the  early  part  of  the  reign  of  that  princess,  it  was  lilled  with 
secret  staircases,  masked  en  trances,  trap-doors,  vaults,  subterra- 
nean  passages,  secret  recesses,  and  every  other  description  of 
hiding-place.  An  immense  gallery  surrounded  three  sides  of  the 
entrance-hall,  containing  on  each  side  a large  chimney-piece,  sur- 
mounted  by  a shield  displaying  the  anns  of  the  family — argenta 
a bend  guies,  three  eaglets  displayed  orf  Behind  each  of  these 
chimney-pieces  was  a small  cell,  or  “ priesas  hole,”  as  it  was 
termed,  contrived  in  the  thickness  of  the  wall.  Throughout 
the  mansión,  the  chambers  were  so  sombre,  the  passages  so  nu- 
mero  lis  and  intricate,  that,  in  the  words  of  one  who  described  it 
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from  personal  observation,  the  whole  place  presented  “a  picture 
of  gloom,  insecurity,  and  suspicion.”  Standing  on  an  elevated 
situation,  it  commanded  the  country  on  all  sides,  and  could  not 
be  approached  during  the  day-time  without  alarm  being  given 
to  its  inmates. 

Tilomas  Abingdon,  the  owner  of  the  mansión  at  the  period  in 
question,  and  the  eldest  son  of  its  founder,  was  born  at  Thorpe, 
near  Chertsey,  in  Surrey,  in  1560.  lie  was  educated  at  Oxford, 
and  finished  his  studies  at  the  Universities  of  París  and  Rheims» 
A man  of  considerable  taste  and  learning,  but  of  a plotting 
disposition,  he  became  a willing  tool  of  the  Jesuits,  and  imme- 
diately  on  his  return  to  England,  connected  himself  with  the 
different  conspiracies  set  on  foot  for  the  liberation  of  the  i ni- 
prisoned  Queen  of  Scots.  For  these  oífences  he  was  i mpri son- 
ad in  the  Tower  for  the  term  of  six  years,  and  only  escaped 
death  from  the  fact  of  his  being  the  Queen’s  godson,  coupled 
with  the  cstimation  in  which  shc  had  held  his  father.  On  his 
liberation  he  remained  perfectly  tranquil  till  the  accession  of 
James,  when  he  became  a secret  plotter  against  that  monarch. 
His  concealment  of  the  two  priests,  about  to  be  related,  occa- 
sioned  his  being  again  sent  to  the  Tower,  and  if  it  had  not  been 
for  the  intercession  of  Lord  Mounteagle,  whose  sister  he  had 
espoused,  he  would  have  been  executed.  He  was  pardoned  on 
condition  of  never  stirring  beyond  the  precincts  of  YVorcester- 
shire,  and  he  eniploycd  his  retirement  in  compiling  an  aceount 
of  the  antiquities  of  that  county,  which  he  left  behind  him  in 
manuscript,  and  of  which  Doctor  Nash,  its  more  recent  histo- 
rian, has  largely  availed  himself. 

With  a hubitation  so  contrived,  Mr.  Abingdon  inight  fairly 
promise  his  guests  a safe  asylum.  Conducting  them  along  a 
seqret  passage  to  a chamber  of  which  he  alone  possessed  the 
key,  he  left  Garnet  within  it,  and  taking  Owen  with  him  to 
another  place  of  concealment,  returned  shortly  afterwards  with 
Anne  Vaux  and  Father  Oldcorne.  The  two  priests  tenderly 
embraced  each  other,  and  Oldcorne  poured  forth  his  tears  on 
his  superior’s  shouldcr.  Garnet  next  turned  to  Anne  Vaux, 
between  whom  and  himself,  as  has  before  been  mentioned,  an 
affectionate  intimacy  subsisted,  and  found  her  quite  overeóme 
by  her  feelings.  Suppcr  was  now  served  to  Garnet  by  a con- 
íidential  servant,  and  after  a few  hours  spent  in  conversaron 
with  his  friends,  during  which  tliey  discussed  the  disastrous  issue 
of  the  affair,  and  the  probable  fate  of  the  conspirators,  they 
quitted  him,  and  he  retired  to  rest — but  not  before  he  had 
returned  thanks  to  Lleaven  for  enabling  him  once  more  to  lay 
down  his  head  in  safety. 

On  the  following  morning,  he  was  visited  by  Mrs.  Abingdon, 
a lady  of  considerable  personal  attractions,  and  Anne  Vaux,  and 
when  he  had  recovered  from  the  fatigue  of  his  journey,  and  the 
anxieties  he  had  recently  undergone,  lie  experienced  great  delight 
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iti  their  society.  The  chamber  he  occupied  was  lighted  by  a 
small  loop-hole,  which  enabled  him  to  breathe  the  fresh  air,  and 
gaze  upon  thc  surrounding  country. 

In  lilis  way,  nearly  tvvo  uionths  passed  on,  during  which, 
though  rigorous  inquiries  were  made  throughout  the  county, 
lio  clue  was  found  by  the  searchers  to  lead  them  to  Hendlip; 
and  the  concealed  parties  began  to  indulge  hopes  that  they 
should  escape  detection  altogcther.  Being  in  constant  corre- 
spondence  with  her  brother,  Lord  Mounteagle,  though  she  did 
not  trust  him  with  the  important  secret  of  the  concealment  of 
the  priests,  Mrs.  Abingdon  ascertained  all  that  was  done  in  re- 
fercnce  to  thc  conspirators,  whose  triáis  were  now  approaching, 
and  comuiunicated  the  intelligence  to  Garnet. 

On  the  morning  of  the  20th  of  January,  and  when  long  quietude 
liad  bred  complete  fancied  security  in  Garnet,  Anne  Vaux  and 
Mrs.  Abingdon  suddenly  entered  his  chamber,  and  with  counte- 
nances  of  the  utmost  alarm,  informed  him  that  Mr.  Abingdon's 
confidential  servan t liad  just  returned  from  Worcester,  wliere 
bis  niaster  tlien  was,  and  liad  brought  word  that  Topcliffe, 
armed  with  a search-warrant  from  tiie  ICarl  of  Salisbury,  had 
just  passed  through  that  city  on  his  way  to  Holt  Castie,  the 
residence  of  Sir  Henry  Bromley. 

“ It  appears,”  said  Mrs.  Abingdon,  “ that  Humphrey  Little- 
ton,  who  has  been  apprehendcd  and  condemned  to  deatli  at 
Worcester  for  harbouring  his  brother  and  Robert  Winter,  has 
sought  to  procure  a remission  of  his  sentence  by  betraying  your 
retreat.  In  consequence  of  tliis,  Topclifte  lias  been  sent  down 
from  London,  with  a warrant  addresscd  to  íSir  Henry  Bromley, 
to  aid  him  in  searching  Hendlip.  My  husband  has  given  par- 
ticular orders  that  yon  are  to  be  removed  to  the  most  secure 
hiding-place  without  delay  ; and  he  deeply  regrets  that  he  him- 
sclf  can  not  return  till  evening,  for  fear  of  exciting  suspicion.” 
Take  me  whcre  yon  please,  daughter,”  replied  Garnet,  who 
was  thrown  into  great  perturbation  by  the  intelligence.  “ I 
thought  mysclf  prepared  for  any  emergency.  But  I was  wo- 
fully  deceived.” 

44  Be  not  al  armed,  father,”  said  Anne  Vaux,  in  an  encourage- 
ing  tone.  4‘  Let  tliem  searcli  as  long  as  tliey  will,  they  will 
never  discovcr  your  retreat.” 

“ I have  a strong  presen  timen  t to  the  contrary,”  replied 
Garnet. 

At  tliis  moment,  Oldcorne  made  his  appearance,  and  on  learn- 
ing  the  alaruiing  news,  was  as  niuch  dismayed  as  his  superior. 

After  a short  consultation,  and  while  the  priests  were  putting 
aside  every  article  necessary  to  be  removed,  Mrs.  Abingdon  pro- 
ceeded  to  the  gallery,  and  contrived  on  some  plausible  pretext 
to  sctid  away  the  whole  of  thc  domcstics  from  tliis  part  of  the 
house.  Tliis  done,  she  hastily  returned,  and  conducted  the  two 
priests  to  one  of  the  large  fire-places. 
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A raised  stone  about  two  feet  high  occupicd  the  inside  of  the 
chimney,  and  upon  it  stood  an  immense  pair  of  iron  dogs. 
Obeying  Mrs.  Abingdon’s  directions,  Carnet  got  upon  the  stone, 
and  setting  his  foot  on  the  large  iron  knob  on  the  left,  found 
a few  projections  in  the  masonry  on  the  side,  up  which  he  mount- 
ed,  and  opening  a small  door,  made  of  planks  of  wood,  covered 
with  bricks,  and  coloured  black,  so  as  not  to  be  distinguishable 
from  the  walls  of  the  chimney,  crept  into  a recess  contri  ved  in 
the  tliickness  of  the  wall.  This  cell  was  about  two  feet  wide, 
and  four  high,  and  was  connected  with  another  chimney  at  the 
back,  by  means  of  three  or  four  small  holes.  Around  its  sides 
rail  a narrow  stone  shelf,  just  wide  enough  to  afford  an  un- 
comfortable  seat.  Garnet  was  followed  by  Oldcorne,  who 
brought  with  him  a quantity  of  books,  vestments,  and  sacred 
vessels  used  in  the  performance  of  the  rites  of  the  Church  of 
Kome.  These  articles,  which  afterwards  occasioned  them  mucli 
inconvenience,  they  did  not  daré  to  leave  behind. 

Having  seen  them  safely  bestowed,  Mrs.  Abingdon  and  her 
companion  went  in  search  of  provisions,  and  brought  them  a 
piece  of  coid  meat  and  a pasty,  together  with  some  bread,  dried 
fruit,  conserves,  and  a flask  of  wine.  They  did  not  daré  to  bring 
more,  for  fear  of  exciting  the  suspicion  of  the  household.  Their 
next  care  was  to  conduct  Owen,  and  Oldcorne’s  servant,  Cham- 
bers,  to  a similar  retreat  in  one  of  the  other  chimneys,  and  to 
provide  them  with  a scanty  supply  of  provisions  and  a flask  of 
wine.  All  this  was  accomplishecl  without  being  noticed  by  any 
of  the  domestics. 

As  may  be  imagined,  a inost  anxious  day  was  passed  by  all 
parties.  Towards  evening,  Sir  Henry  Bromley,  the  sheriíf  of 
the  county,  accompanied  by  Topclifíe,  and  attended  by  a 
troop  of  soldiers,  appcared  at  the  gates  of  the  mansión,  and  de- 
manded  admittance.  Just  at  this  moment,  Mr.  Abingdon  rodé 
up,  and  afíecting  to  know  nothing  of  the  matter,  saluted  Sir 
Henry  Bromley,  with  whom  he  was  on  terms  of  intimacy,  and 
inquired  his  business. 

“ You  are  charged  with  harbouring  two  Jesuit  priests,  Fathers 
Garnet  and  Oldcorne,  supposed  to  be  connected  with  the  late 
atrocious  conspiracy  against  the  King,  Mr.  Abingdon,”  inter- 
posed  Topcliffe;  “and  I brought  a warrant  from  the  Earl  of 
Salisbury,  which  I have  delivered  to  Sir  Henry  Bromley,  com- 
manding  him  to  search  your  house  for  them.1” 

“ I was  loth  to  accept  the  office,  Mr.  Abingdon,”  said  Sir 
Henry  Bromley,  who  was  a handsome,  middle-aged  man  : “ but 
my  duty  to  my  sovereign  allows  me  no  alternative.  I trust, 
though  a Catholic,  that  you  share  my  own  detestation  of  this 
diabolical  plot,  and  would  not  shelter  any  of  its  contrivers  or 
abettors.” 

“ You  judge  me  rightly,  Sir  Henry,”  replied  Abingdon,  who, 
meanwhile,  liad  received  a prívate  signal  from  his  confidential 
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ser  van  t that  all  was  safe, cí  1 woulcl  not.  I am  just  returned  from 
Worcester,  where  I liave  been  for  the  last  two  days.  Enter 
my  house,  I pray  you,  and  search  every  córner  of  it ; and  ií* 
you  find  a Jesuit  priest  concealed  within  it,  you  shall  hang  me 
at  my  own  gate.” 

66  Yon  must  be  misinformed,  sir,”  observed  Sir  Henry,  who 
was  completely  imposed  upon  by  Abingdon's  unconcerned  de- 
meanour  ; “ they  cannot  be  here.” 

u Trust  me  they  are,1'  returned  the  other, cc  and  1 sliould  like 
to  take  him  at  his  word.” 

Giving  directions  to  the  band  to  environ  the  house,  and 
guard  all  its  approaches,  so  as  to  prevent  any  one  from  es- 
caping  from  it,  Topcliífe  took  half  a dozcn  men  with  him,  and 
instructed  them  how  to  act.  They  ílrst  repaired  to  the  great 
dining-chainber,  where,  in  accordance  with  the  inatructiona 
received  from  the  Earl  of  Salisbury,  Topcliífe  proceeded  to 
the  further  end  of  the  room,  and  directed  his  men  to  break 
down  the  wainscot.  With  some  diíficulty,  the  orderwas  obeyed, 
and  the  en  trance  to  a vault  discovered,  into  which  Topcliífe  de- 
scended. I3ut  he  found  nothing  to  repay  his  trouble. 

Returning  to  the  dining-chamber,  he  questioned  Mr.  Abing- 
don,  who  secretly  enjoyed  his  disappointment,  as  to  the  use  of 
the  vault,  but  the  latter  professed  en  tire  ignorance  of  its  ex- 
istence.  The  searchers  next  proceeded  to  the  cellar,  and  bored 
the  floors  with  a broach  to  a considerable  depth,  to  try  whether 
there  were  any  vaults  beneath  them,  but  made  no  discovery. 
Meanwhile  Topcliífe  hurried  up  stairs,  and  examined  the  size 
of  the  rooms  to  see  whether  they  corresponded  with  those  be- 
low,  and  wherever  any  difference  was  observable,  he  caused  the 
panels  to  be  pulled  down,  and  boles  broken  in  the  walls.  In 
this  way,  several  secret  passages  were  discovered,  one  of  which 
led  to  the  chamber  lately  occupied  by  Carnet. 

Encouraged  by  this  discovery,  the  searchers  continued  their 
operaíions  to  a late  hour,  when  they  desisted  for  the  night.  On 
the  following  day,  they  resumed  their  task,  and  Sir  Henry  Brom- 
ley  took  a general  survey  of  the  house  both  externally  and  in- 
ternally,  noting  tlie  appearances  outside,  and  seeing  that  they 
corresponded  with  the  rooms  within.  The  three  extraordinary 
chimney-pieces  in  the  gallery  attracted  Topcliífe’ s attention  ; but 
the  contri  vanees  within  were  so  well  managed,  that  they  escaped 
his  notice.  He  even  got  into  the  chimneys,  and  examined  the  walls 
on  either  side,  but  could  detect  nothing.  And  lastly,  he  ordered 
largefires  to  be  ligbted  within  them,  but  the  experiment  proving 
fruitless,  he  turnad  his  attention  elsewhere. 

Mr.  Abingdon  liad  attended  himduring  this  part  of  the  search, 
and,  though  he  preserved  an  unmoved  exterior,  he  was  fuli  of 
apprehension,  and  was  greatly  relieved  when  it  was  abandoned. 
In  the  course  of  the  same  day,  two  other  hiding-places  were 
found  in  the  thickness  of  the  walls,  but  nothing  was  discovered 
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within  them.  In  order  to  prevent  any  comm única tion  with  the 
concealed  persons,  Topclifie  stationed  a sentinel  at  the  door  of 
Mrs.  Abingdon’s  chamber,  and  anüther  at  tliat  of  Anne  Vaux. 

On  the  third  day,  the  search  was  continued  more  rigorously 
than  evcr.  Wainscots  were  taken  down ; walls  broken  open ; 
the  boards  of  the  lloor  removed;  and  other  sccret  passages, 
vaults,  and  hiding-places  discovered.  Some  priests’  vestments 
and  articles  used  in  the  Romish  Service  were  found  in  one  of 
these  places,  and  shown  to  Mr.  Abingdon.  He  at  first  denied 
all  knowledge  of  them  ; but  when  Topclifie  brought  forward  the 
title-deeds  of  bis  property,  which  had  been  found  in  the  same 
place,  he  was  obliged  to  confess  he  had  put  them  there  himself. 
Still,  though  these  discoveries  had  been  madc,  the  searchers 
were  as  far  from  their  aim  as  ever ; and  Sir  Henry  liromley, 
who  began  to  despair  of  success,  would  ha  ve  departed  on  the 
fifth  day,  if  Topclifie  had  not  preven ted  him. 

“ I am  certain  they  are  here,”  said  the  latter,  “ and  have  hit 
upon  a plan  which  cannot  fail  to  bring  them  forth.” 

The  prisoners,  meanwhile,  suffered  grievously  from  their 
confinement,  and  hearing  the  searchers  knocking  against  the 
walls,  and  even  within  the  chimney,  felt  certain  they  should  be 
discovered.  Not  being  able  to  stand  upright,  or  to  stretch 
themselves  within  the  cell,  the  sitting  posture  they  wrere  com- 
pelled  to  adopt  became,  after  a time,  intolerably  irksome. 
Broths,  milk,  wine,  and  other  nutritious  fluids,  were  conveyed 
to  them  by  means  of  a reed  from  the  adjoining  chimney  ; but 
after  the  nfth  day  tliis  supply  was  stopped,  as  Mrs.  Abingdon 
and  Anne  Vaux  were  compelled  by  Topclifie  to  remove  to  a 
difieren t part  of  the  housc. 

They  now  began  to  experience  all  the  horrors  of  starvation, 
and  debated  whether  they  should  die  where  they  were,  or  yield 
themselves  up  to  their  enemies.  Wretched  as  their  condition 
was  however,  it  was  not  so  bad  as  that  of  their  domeslics, 
Owen  and  Chambers,  whose  wants  had  not  been  so  carefully  at- 
tended  to,  and  who  were  now  reduced  to  the  most  deplorable 
statc.  Ñor  were  their  friends  less  uneasy.  Aware  that  the  eap- 
tives,  whom  there  was  no  means  of  relieving,  for  the  searchers 
were  constantly  on  the  watch,  could  not  hold  out  much  longer, 
Mrs.  Abingdon  consulted  with  her  husband  whether  it  would 
not  be  better  to  reveal  their  hiding-places ; but  tliis  he  would 
not  permit. 

By  this  time,  every  secret  chamber,  vault,  and  passage  in  the 
place,  except  the  actual  retreats  of  the  conspirators,  had  been 
discovered  by  Topclifie,  and  though  nothing  material  was  found, 
he  felt  assured,  from  the  uneasiness  displayed  by  Mr.  Abingdon 
and  his  wife,  and  above  all  by  Anne  Vaux,  that  it  could  not  be 
long  before  his  perseverance  was  rew'arded.  Though  he  had  nar- 
ro wly  watched  the  two  ladies  from  the  first,  he  could  never  detect 
them  in  the  act  of  conveying  food  to  the  captives  ; but  feeling 
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convinced  that  they  did  so,  he  detennined  to  remove  them  to 
a different  part  of  the  house,  and  their  unwillingness  to  obey  the 
order  confirmed  his  suspicions. 

“ We  are  sure  of  our  prey,”  he  observed  to  Sir  Ilenry  Brom- 
ley.  “ They  must  be  half-starved  by  this  time,  and  will  specdily 
surrender  them  sel  ves.” 

“ Pray  heaven  they  do  so  ! ” returned  the  other.  “ I am 
wearied  to  death  with  my  long  stay  here.” 

ct  Have  a few  hours’  patiencc,”  rejoined  Topcliffe,  “ and  you 
will  find  that  your  time  lias  not  been  tlirown  away.” 

And  he  was  right.  Soon  after  midnight,  a trooper,  who  was 
watching  in  the  gallery,  beheld  two  spectral-looking  figures  ap- 
proach  him,  and  appalled  by  tlieir  ghastly  appearance,  uttered  a 
loud  cry.  This  brought  Topcliffe,  who  was  in  the  hall  below, 
to  his  aid,  and  instantly  pereeiving  what  was  the  niatter,  he  ran 
towards  the  supposed  phantoms,  and  seized  them.  The  poor 
wretches,  who  were  no  other  than  Owen  and  Chambers,  and 
were  welUnigh  famished,  offered  no  resistance,  but  would  neither 
confesa  where  they  liad  been  hidden,  ñor  who  they  were.  As  the 
trooper  liad  not  seen  them  come  forth,  though  he  affirmed  with 
a tremcndous  oath  that  they  liad  issued  from  the  floor,  the  walls 
were  again  sounded,  but  with  no  result. 

Food  being  placed  before  the  captives,  they  devoured  it  vo- 
raciously  ; but  Topcliffe  forbore  to  question  them  further  that 
niglit,  fecling  confident  that  he  could  extract  the  trutli  from 
them  on  the  inorrow  either  by  promises  or  threats.  He  was, 
however,  mistaken.  They  continued  as  obstinate  as  before,  and 
when  confronted  with  Mr.  Abingdon,  denied  all  knowledgc  of 
him,  neither  would  they  explain  how  they  got  into  the  liouse. 

Sir  Henry  Bromley,  however,  now  considered  himself  justified 
in  placing  Mr.  Abingdon  and  his  lady  under  arrest,  and  Top- 
cliffe redoubled  his  exertions  to  discover  the  hiding-place  of  the 
two  priests.  He  examined  every  part  of  the  gallery  most  care- 
fully, — took  down  one  of  the  chimney-pieces,  (singularly  enough, 
it  was  the  wrong  one,)  but  was  still  unalile  to  discover  their  re- 
treat. 

Meanwhile,  the  poor  wretches  inside  found  it  impossible  to 
endure  tlieir  condition  longer.  Anything  seemed  preferable  to 
the  lingering,  and  agonising  death  they  were  now  enduring, 
and  they  resolved  to  delay  their  surrender  no  longer.  Had 
they  been  able  to  hold  out  a few  liours  more,  they  would  llave 
escaped  ; for  Sir  Henry  Bromley  was  so  fatigued  with  the  search, 
and  so  satisfied  that  nothing  further  would  come  of  it,  that  he 
was  resolved,  notwithstanding  Topcliffe's  cfforts  to  dissuade  him, 
to  depart  on  the  niorrow.  Of  this  they  were  ignorant,  and 
liaving  come  to  the  determination  to  surrender,  Garnet  opep- 
ed  the  entrance  to  the  chimney,  and  hearing  voices  below,  and 
being  too  feeble  to  get  out  unassisted,  he  called  to  the  speakers 
for  aid.  His  voice  was  so  hollow,  and  had  such  a sepulchral 
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sound,  that  thosc  who  heard  it,  stared  at  each  other  i»  astonisli- 
meut  aud  affright. 

66  Who  calis  ?”  cried  one  of  the  troopcrs,  after  a pause. 

44  One  of  those  yon  seek,”  replied  Garuet.  44  Come  and  help 
us  forth.” 

Upon  hearing  this,  and  ascertaining  whence  the  volee1  carne, 
one  of  the  men  ran  to  fetch  Sir  Henry  Bromley  and  Topcliffe, 
both  of  whom  joyfully  obeyed  the  summons. 

44  ls  it  possible  they  can  be  in  the  chimney  P”  cried  Topcliffe. 
44  Why,  I inyself  have  exaniined  it  twice.” 

44  We  are  here,  nevertheless,”  replied  Garnet,  who  overheard 
the  remarle  ; 44  and  if  you  wouíd  take  us  alive,  lose  no  time.” 

The  hint  was  not  lost  upon  Topcliffe.  Casting  a triumphant 
look  at  Bromley,  he  seized  a torch  from  one  of  his  attendants, 
and  getting  into  the  chimney,  soon  perceived  the  entrance  to  the 
recess. 

On  beholding  his  prey,  he  uttered  an  exclamation  of  joy, 
and  the  two  miserable  captives,  seeing  the  savage  and  exult- 
ing  grin  that  lighted  up  his  features,  half  repented  the  step  they 
had  taken.  It  was  now,  however,  too  late,  and  Garnet  begged 
hiin  to  help  them  out. 

44  That  I will  readily  do,  father,”  replied  Topcliffe.  44  You 
have  given  us  a world  of  trouble.  But  you  have  made  ampie 
amends  for  it  now.” 

44  Had  we  been  so  minded,  you  would  never  have  found  us,” 
rejoined  Garnet.  44  This  cell  would  have  been  our  sepulchre.” 

44  No  doubt,”  retorted  Topcliffe,  with  a bitter  laugh.  44  But  a 
death  on  the  scaffold  is  prefcrablc  to  the  horrors  of  starvation.” 

Finding  it  impossible  to  remove  Garnet,  whose  limbs  werc 
so  cramped  that  they  refused  their  office,  Topcliffe  called  to  the 
troopcrs  bclow  to  bring  a ladder,  which  was  placed  inside  the 
chimney,  and  then  with  some  exertion  he  succeeded  in  getting 
Garnet  down.  This  done,  he  supported  him  towards  Sir  Henry 
Bromley,  who  was  standing  near  a small  table  in  the  gallery. 

44  I told  you  your  time  would  not  be  thrown  away,  Sir  Henry,” 
he  observed ; 44  here  is  Father  Garnet.  It  is  well  you  yieltled 
yourself  to-night,  father,”  he  added,  to  Garnet,  with  his  custom- 
ary  cynical  chucklc;  44  for  Sir  Ilenry  had  resolved  to  depart  to- 
morrow.” 

44  Indeed  ! ” groaned  Garnet.  44  Help  me  to  a chair.” 

While  this  was  passing,  Oldcorne  was  brought  down  by  two 
of  the  troopcrs,  and  the  unfortunate  priests  werc  conveyed  to  an 
adjoining  chamber,  where  they  were  placed  in  a bed,  their  stiff- 
ened  limbs  chafed,  and  cordials  administered  to  them.  They 
were  reduced,  however,  to  such  extremity  of  weakness,  that  it 
was  not  judged  prudent  to  remove  them  till  the  third  day,  when 
they,  together  with  their  two  servan ts,  Owen  and  Chambers, 
who  were  as  inuch  enfeebled  as  themselves,  were  conveyed  to 
Worcester. 
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TIIE  GOOD  LESSON. 

TnKRE  is  notliing  in  tlie  wurld  inore  tlioroughly  tedious  and  annoy- 
ing  tliau  liaving  tbe  charge  of  a t reasu  re-par  t y ; yet  he  who  enters  the 
Company's  Service,  and  is  unlucky  enough  not  to  llave  been  appointed 
a staff-oíficer,  is  tolerably  sure  of  liaving  to  escort  specie  from  place  to 
place  during  some  eiglit  months  in  every  year.  Without  an  Englisli 
person  to  s peale  to,  sleeping  niglitly  under  canvass,  obliged  to  start 
every  morning  at  about  three  o’clock,  to  avoid  the  heat  of  the  day,  the 
wretched  subaltern  is  Torced  to  trudge  some  twelve  miles  per  diem 
through  ugly  jungles  and  sandy  plains,  during  more  than  lialf  the  time 
he  continúes  to  be  a lieutenant. 

I was  myself  an  ofticer  of  this  rank  when  I was  in  India.  Consc- 
quently  I often  partook  of  the  above  unpleasant  duty.  It  was  when 
tlius  employcd  tliat  I one  evening  caused  my  tent  to  be  erected  near 
Augherdeep,  and  liad  already  ordered  my  Bobichi  to  cook  iny  dinner, 
when  a party  of  natives  from  the  neighbouring  bazaar  called  me  from 
my  tent.  To  my  no  small  surpriso,  I found  they  acted  as  an  escort  to  a 
young  European,  who  liad  evidently  committed  some  heinous  crime,  as 
they  liad  tightly  and  strongly  bound  him  witli  cords.  To  the  unliappy 
prisoner  I turned  for  an  expíanation ; but  his  manner  was  so  iucolie- 
rent,  so  violent,  that  I could  learn  but  little  from  him,  and  I sought  the 
solution  of  the  mystory  from  a quiet,  respectable  Baboo,  who  appeared 
to  be  the  chief  of  the  party. 

IC  The  unhappy  gentleman,”  said  the  oíd  man,  " while  sleeping  on 
the  dock  of  his  boat,  wliich  is  fustened  to  the  sliore  a little  below  our 
village,  was  struck  by  a coup  de  solcil , and  instantly  went  raving  mad. 
Ilis  servants,  who  appear  much  attached  to  him,  put  him  on  sliore,  and 
have  placed  him  under  our  care,  witli  strict  orders  to  prevent  him  in- 
juring  any  one,  as  they  feared  to  keep  him  on  board.” 

The  captain,  who  by  this  time  seemed  partly  to  have  recovered  his 
senses,  asked  in  a tone  of  suppressed  passion,  “What  do  the  rascáis 
say  ? ” 

“ Don't  yon  speak  Hindostaunec  ? ” 

“ Not  a word — not  a word,  or  they  daré  not  treat  me  tlius.  But  by 
all  tliat  is  sacred  I '11  trounce  tliem  yet  for  their  conduct.  In  the 
meantime  be  good  enough  to  order  tliem  to  take  off  tliese  cursad  cords, 
and  tlien  tell  me  wliat  they  say.” 

lie  was  instantly  released,  and  I began  to  explain  wbat  the  Baboo 
liad  told  me.  Before  it  was  lialf  clone  he  started  oíf  in  a tangent  so 
violent  that  the  men  again  attempted  to  put  on  the  cords ; when,  before 
I could  interfere,  the  furious  young  man  liad  knocked  down  the  oíd 
chief,  and  three  of  his  principal  followers.  I instantly  directed  two  of 
my  sepoys  to  advance,  to  wliom  the  apparent  madman  quietly  submit- 
ted  himself. 

“ Oh  ! sir,”  addressing  himself  to  me, — <l  oh  1 sir,  it  is  all  very  well. 
If  yon  choose  to  join  these  robbers,  and  take  their  part,  who  doubtless- 
ly  would  have  inurdered  me  liad  you  not  come  up,  it  is  all  very  well. 
You  have  the  might  on  your  side,  and  consequently  the  right ; but,  as 
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sure  as  I stand  here,  so  sure  wíll  I report  you,  and  ask  for  a court- 
martial  on  you  as  soon  as  I arrive  at  Berhampore,  where  my  father 
commands.” 

I confesa  lie  startled  me.  General  Gaskell,  tbe  commandant  at 
Berhampore,  was  my  oldest  and  my  best  friend  and  patrón.  I there- 
fore  motioned  to  tbe  soldiers  to  stand  back,  and  asked  bim  wbetber  be 
was  in  earnest  in  tbis  assertion. 

“ Earnest,  sir ; of  course  I am.M 

c<  You  mean  to  say  you  are  tbe  boy  I have  so  often  nursed  in  my 
arma,  and  wlio  is  expected  in  India  by  tbe  next  fleet?  ” 

“ I am  Tom  Gaskell,  if  tliat  is  wbat  you  want  to  know ; and,  as  I 
suppose  I must  submit  to  a regular  cross-examination,  I liad  perliaps 
better  tell  you  wbo  and  wbat  I am  at  once.  I am  a cadet  going  up  to 
do  duty  witli  tbe  Tentb  Native  Infantry.  I carne  out  by  a single  ship, 
instead  of  waiting  for  tbe  winter-fleet ; and  here  is  my  commission  as 
an  ensign,”  and  be  banded  me  tbe  said  document. 

Tbe  black  people  around  us  seemed  to  be  surprised  at  tbe  prisoner's 
mildness ; and  I really  begau  to  feel  tbat  I had  been  ratlier  basty,  and 
sougbt  a still  fartber  explanation  from  tbe  young  ensign,  who  now  lle- 
gan to  recover  bis  good-liuinour. 

“ Upon  my  life  I cannot  tell  anytliiiig  about  it,  except  tbat  yester- 
day  I tbrasbed  my  crew  and  servants  all  round  for  baving  awoke  me 
by  tbeir  cursed  noise  at  six  in  tbe  morning,  and  tbat  tbey  soon  after- 
wards  told  me  tbe  man  wbo  had  gone  on  sliore  for  provisions  liad 
returned,  and  said  tbere  was  famous  sbooting  near  tbe  village.  Upon 
which  I landed  ; but  no  sooner  did  I get  to  tbe  spot  tbat  tbey  had 
pointed  out,  tban  I was  seized,  and  carried  to  an  infernal  go-down, 
where  I lay  all  last  niglit,  and  was  marclied  up  and  down  all  tbe  morn- 
ing through  tbe  native  bazaar,  wliile  every  one  kept  salaaming  to  me 
in  mockery.” 

<e  You  mistake  ; tbey  meant  to  worsbip  you.  A maniac  with  tliem 
is  a being  wortliy  of  adoration.** 

“ But,  my  dear  fellow,  I 'm  not  a inadman.” 

“ Perhaps  you  were  delirious  for  a sbort  time  after  tbe  stroke  of  tbe 
sun  you  received.” 

“ Hang  it ! " cried  Gaskell,  again  beginning  to  lose  bis  patience,  as 
the  Baboo  and  bis  satellites  jumped  back  ; “ liang  it ! bow  can  you  be 
so  stupid  ? I tell  you  I never  had  one.  It  is  all  a falseliood  from 
beginning  to  end.” 

Éor  a moment  I felt  perplexed  ; then  dismissing  tbe  native  escort,  I 
undertook  to  take  charge  of  tbe  supposed  lunatic  myself,  taking  care, 
however,  to  make  tbis  explanation  in  Hindostaunee,  for  fear  of  hurting 
tbe  young  inan’s  feelings ; and  tben  proposed  to  walk  with  bim  down 
to  bis  boat.  Tbis  we  did ; but  on  our  arrival  nothing  of  the  kind  was 
to  be  found.  Tbis  puzzled  us,  and  we  were  about  to  return,  totally 
at  a loss  to  unravel  this  strangc  mystcry,  wben  we  were  met  by  an  of- 
íicial  messenger,  wbo  carne  trotting  on  foot,  at  a rate  far  beyond  tbat 
at  which  these  letter-bearers  usually  travel,  wbo  was  making  up  for 
tbe  house  of  tbe  principal  Baboo.  Wben  I stopped  bim,  and  asked 
wbat  despatclies  be  bore,  be  instuntly  delivered  a packet  to  me  ad- 
dressed,  to  my  no  small  surprise,  to  my  youthful  compnnion,  wbo 
seemed  eípially  astonisbed  at  thus  receiving  a missive  in  bis  fatber's 
band-writing,  more  particularly  since  tbe  General  could  scarcely  have 
liad  time  to  hear  of  his  arrival. 
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He  anxiously  read  it,  and  tlien  gave  it  to  me.  Its  contents  were  as 
follows 

“De ak  Tom,  — Thank  Heaven,  you  are  safe,  thougli  you  scarcely 
deserve  it.  One  of  your  runaway  crevv  lias  just  arrived  here  in 
breatldess  haste,  to  tell  me  that  your  passion  has  been  so  ungovern- 
able  that  you  have  severely  maimed  several  of  your  servants,  and 
that,  fearfúl  of  consequences,  they  have  been  forced  to  land  you  ; and 
through  a well-invented  deceit,  have  caused  you  to  be  detained  as  a 
madman  in  the  house  of  the  principal  Baboo  at  Augherdeep.  Though 
I aífected  anger  at  their  thus  deserting  you,  and  apparently  pardoned 
them  witli  reluctance,  yet  I lieartily  rejoice  at  the  good  lesson  they 
have  given  you,  and  feel  grateful  to  them  that  they  did  not  retalíate 
on  you  more  severely.  Álways  remember  a man  is  a man,  whether  he 
be  black  or  white ; and  that  every  native  is  protected  by  Britisli  laws. 
Drop  these  foolish  passious,  and  fancied  ideas  of  superiority  ; and  bear 
in  mind  that  the  most  feeble,  and  those  who  appear  most  quietly  to 
submit,  are  the  most  sure  to  repay  an  unkindness.  I will  myself  be 
with  you  with  a spare  palanquín  in  an  liour  after  you  receive  this. 
Till  tnen,  God  bless  you,  and  mend  your  temper. 

“ Your  affectionate  father,  J.  Gaskeet..” 

My  crest-fallen  friend,  the  General,  and  myself,  liad  a merry  even- 
ing  of  it,  though,  I confess,  wholly  at  the  expense  of  the  former,  who 
has  since  become  one  of  the  best-tempered  fellows  and  mildest  masters 
in  Bengal. 


FIRE  AND  WATER. 

Oijr  legislators  have  wisely  drawn  the  widest  distinction  between 
murder  and  manslaughter : — the  plotted  malice,  or  fore-planning  of 
crime  being  the  real  vice  of  the  act.  The  mere  dced  of  taking  life  is 
justiliable  m many  cases.  The  distinction  between  these  two  crimes  is 
so  nice  as  to  be  often  mistaken ; so  Jerry  Jackson  was  perfectly  riglit 
in  never  relating  the  following  story,  of  which  I was  a witness,  and 
eonsequently  in  the  eye  of  the  law  a “ purticeps  criminis." 

Jerry  and  I were  on  our  way  down  to  Calcutta  from  Cawnpore, 
having  received  leave  of  absence  for  four  montlis.  We  liad  left  that 
station  about  six  days,  and  liad  been  amusing  ourselves  the  whole 
morning  sliooting  the  ill-omened  birds  that  llover  over  the  river,  and 
occasionally  lloat  down  the  strearn,  perched  on  the  dead  body  of  some 
deceased  Hiiuloo,  who  (as  all  the  world  knows)  is  after  deatli  piously 
burnt  by  bis  sorrowing  relatives,  or  thrown  into  the  river  to  become  the 
meal  of  the  cnrnivorous  prawn,  or  the  flesh-feeding  birds,  that  never 
lack  the  most  dainty  fare  in  the  Ganges ; for  he  who  travels  on  that 
strearn  will  not  faíl  to  meet  with  twenty  or  tliirty  putrid  corsés  íloating 
on  its  rapid  surface  daily  ! 

As  I saíd  before,  we  liad  been  amusing  ourselves  trying  to  hit  these 
despoilers  of  the  dead  with  a rifle-ball,  and,  when  tired  of  the  sport, 
liad  entered  the  cabin  to  take  our  tiffin,  leaving  our  guns  loaded  on  the 
deck  of  the  bmlgerow,  which,  by  the  by,  is  a far  more  comfortable  boat 
than  eitlier  the  Lord  Mayor's  barge,  or  the  Rotterdam  treckshuyt. 
Going  up  the  strearn,  a vessel  of  this  kind  will  travel  little  more  than 
fifteen  miles  in  a day ; coming  down,  we  often  skimmed  over  three 
times  that  distance.  At  the  moment  I have  selected  for  the  opening  of 
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this  sketch  we  were,  however,  floating  about  thirty  yards  from  the  one 
side  of  the  river,  to  avoid  the  strong  current  whicli  runs  in  the  centre 
at  the  rate  of  about  five  miles  an  hour.  Our  dandies  (boatmen)  were 
coolly  swallowing  tlieir  rice  and  ghee,  allowing  us  to  drift  along,  wlien 
we  were  suddenly  alarnied  by  the  distan t but  violent  screams  of  a fe- 
male.  We  instantly  ruslied  out  to  discover  the  cause  of  these  sounds, 
to  whicb,  however,  our  black  servants  appeared  to  lend  no  attention. 

The  group  whence  they  proceeded  were  on  the  opposite  shore, 
about  two  liundred  yards  off.  We  could  distinctly  see  tnein.  An  oíd 
female  was  lying  on  a bedstcad  cióse  to  the  edgc  of  the  water,  tightly 
held  down  by  two  men,  wliile  a tliird  male  and  a young  girl  were  ap- 
parently  pouring  coid  water  in  large  quantities  over  the  struggling 
woman. 

Of  course  we  supposed  it  some  practical  joke,  and  turned  to  our  liead 
dandy  for  an  explanation. 

Ülake  die  oíd  woman,"  answered  he,  witliout  the  slightest  emotion. 

For  a moment  Jerry  thought  the  boatman  misunderstood  him,  and 
he  repeated  the  question  : the  same  reply  was  given. 

ff  Wliat ! do  you  mean  to  say  tliey  are  murdering  the  woman  ? " 

€€  No,  sahib,  no.  Those  oíd  woman  cliildren  make  die  motlier." 

We  stood  petriíied — puzzled ; totally  at  a loss  to  compreheud  the 
scene,  considering  it  wlioliy  impossible  that  children  could  thus  pub- 
licly  be  murdering  their  own  parent,  or  that  sucli  an  act  could  thus  be 
perpetrated  in  noon-day,  wliile  a ])arty  like  ours  stood  looking  on 
with  apathy.  We  therefore  made  further  inquines,  and  learnt  the 
following  facts. 

The  oíd  woman,  having  been  given  over  by  the  doctors  and  priests, 
liad  been  brought  down  by  her  family  to  tlie  water's  edge,  at  the  time 
wlien  the  tide  was  lowest,  in  order  that,  with  the  returning  risc,  the 
waters  might  carry  her  off,  and  the  god  of  the  stream  receive  her  into 
everlasting  life-  The  better  to  secure  this,  the  more  eífectually  to 
shorten  her  pains,  those  who  liad  thus  exposed  her  to  (wliat  they  con- 
sidered)  certain  death,  had  stopped  her  nose  and  eyes  with  mud,  leaving 
her  mouth  ouly  open,  that  she  might  the  better  supplicate  the  river 
deity.  But  alas ! the  best  schemes  sometimes  fail,  and  this  pious  plan 
of  ensuring  immortal  bliss  to  a parent  had  miscarried.  The  tide,  by 
some  accident,  had  omitted  to  carry  her  away,  and  the  oíd  woman  was 
discovered  by  lier  affectionate  children  alive  and  kicking,  just  when 
they  ought  to  llave  found  her  swallowed  up  by  the  god  of  the  Ganges. 
This  was  a disgrace  not  to  be  borne.  Not  only  was  it  a slur  on  the 
unhappy  female,  whom  the  waters  had  refused  to  receive,  but  on  her 
whole  family ; in  fact,  on  the  wliole  tribe.  To  evade  this  stigma,  her 
own  children  were  now  drowning  her  on  the  pallet  where  she  lay, 
blessing  her  all  the  time  they  lccpt  suífocating  lier  with  water. 

“ Good  God  ! " cried  Jackson,  “ this  is  downright  murder.  Cross 
directly  to  the  spot." 

“ What  for?  " replied  the  dandy,  who  steered.  “ It  is  probably  too 
late  to  save  lier ; and  besides,  salub,  why  should  you  do  so  ? Her  fatc 
is  come." 

“ Not  so  ; she  may  yet  live  many  liappy  years,"  chimed  in  our  fríen d 
Jamieson. 

The  native,  who  was  really  an  intelligent  man,  with  a smile  of  com- 
passion  at  our  total  ignorance  of  Indian  li abits,  instantly  replied, 

tc  Ilappiness,  sahib,  is  no  more  for  that  oíd  woman.  You  save  lier 
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life, — what  thcn  ? Shc  is  a Hindoo ; slie  will  be  worse  off  tban  a dog  ; 
iione  will  receive  her;  none  will  know  her;  her  own  cliildrea  will  íly 
from  her.  Cursed  by  all,  she  will  wander  a stranger,  despised  by  all 
good  men.  She  will  envy  the  pariali  dog  that  the  Englishman  sboots 
for  pleasure ; for  she  will  know  less  kindred  than  the  wild  animal  that 
forages  amidst  the  carrion  for  his  meal.” 

Never  mind  that/*  cried  I ; “ cross  the  stream  : she  sliall  at  least 
liave  the  choice  of  life.” 

“ The  river  runs  too  fast.  To  go  over  is  impossible.” 

Jerry  Jackson  joined  in  the  general  niurmur  we  set  up,  and  the  me- 
naces  with  which  we  threatened  our  crew,  if  they  did  not  instantly 
malee  the  atteinpt  we  desired. 

An  ludían  is  silent,  sullen,  and  submissive  wlien  opposed.  We 
could  get  no  answer.  The  boat  steadily  glided  on. 

We  now  began  to  sliout ; but  all  seemed  equally  fntile,  for  the 
wretches  went  on  in  their  work  of  rnurder,  heedless  of  our  cries,  or 
the  prayers  of  the  poor  doomed  creature.  We  saw  her  once  struggle 
so  liercely  against  death,  that  she  rolled  oír  the  pallet.  The  man  and 
woman  again  lifted  her  on  ¡t,  and  held  her  tightly  dowu,  while  a third 
approached  her  with  a pot  of  water.  She  screamed  ; he  applied  it  to 
her  mouth  ; we  could  distinctly  hear  her  alinost  unearthly  screeeh  ; he 
put  it  to  her  lips,  and  thus  began  to  stifle  her. 

Jerry  Jackson  could  bear  no  more.  He  seized  his  rifle,  and  in  a 
minute  the  proposed  murderer  rolled  over,  — whether  dead  or  not,  I 
liave  never  lieard  to  this  hour.  We  hurried  on,  fearful  of  the  conse- 
quences.  If  that  shot  was  mortal,  say,  reader,  was  Jackson  a mur- 
derer, or  a justified  avenger  ? 
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IIaste  to  yonder  grassy  vale, 

Wherc  the  gentío  zephyrs  blow, 

Pretty  flock,  seek  yon  green  dale, 

VVhere  the  dearest  streamlets  flow  ; 

Where  the  cool  refreshing  spríng 
• From  the  mossy  bank  doth  run, 

Ilasten  thitlier  gamboling, 

Sliun  the  burniug  mid-day  sun. 

Go,  dear  flock,  in  freedom  stray  ; 

Go,  where  Joy  and  Fancy  lead, 

Fear  no  savage  wolf  to-day, 

No  unwelcoine  spoiler  heed. 

O'er  the  meadows  roam  secure, 

On  sweet  ciover  richly  diñe  ; 

Phylax  will  your  lives  ensure, 
lie  will  thwart  your  foe’s  design. 

Yet,  dear  flock,  remember  me, 

Ñor  your  inilky  store  deny  ; 

While  ye  wander  blythe  and  free, 
Plenteously  my  wants  supply. 

IJorn  April  5,  líJOtí.  Died  January  8,  1CG7* 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Richard  Savage,  after  mncli  ado,  auffers  himself  to  be  put  to  an  nrt  and  mystery  j 
but  does  not  remam  long  enough  to  make  himself  master  of  his  calling. 

When  we  reached  Tyburn  turnpike,  Ludlow  proposed  that 
we  should  gct  out  of  the  coach  ; and  telling  the  driver  that  my 
trunk  was  to  remain  at  the  inn  till  called  for,  he  motioned  me 
to  take  his  arm,  and  we  proceeded  towards  the  house  of  Lady 
Masón.  He  had  been  more  than  usually  taciturn  during*  our 
journey  — a circumstance  which  I attributed  to  the  presence  of 
other  passengers ; but  now  that  we  were  released  I took  it  for 
granted  that  he  would  open  to  me  without  reserve  the  cause  of 
my  abrupt  removal  from  school,  No.  He  would  tell  me,  he 
said,  when  we  reached  home. 

Home  ? 99  said  I;  “and  is  Lady  Mason’s  house  to  be  my 
future  home?  ” 

“ Oh  no;  it  is  a manner  of  speaking,”  he  replied ; “ 1 meant, 
after  we  had  got  there.” 

We  pursued  our  way  in  silence  for  many  minutes. 

“ Look  at  that  house,”  he  said,  at  length  ; “ it  is  the  residence 
of  Earl  Rivera.” 

“ Indeed  ! It  is  a very  noble  mansión.” 

“ It  was , I should  rather  say,  his  residence,  for  he  is  dead  — 
lately  dead.” 

I had  no  reply  to  make.  Be  it  so.  I had  never  heard,  ñor 
had  I the  slightest  desire  to  hear,  of  his  lordship.  At  prcscnt  1 
was  solicitous  about  the  living,  not  the  dead. 

When  we  were  got  “ home,”  Ludlow  conducted  me  to  his  own 
room,  where  he  left  me  for  more  than  an  hour.  He  returned, 
apparently  more  crest-fallen  than  before,  briuging  with  him  a 
servan t,  who  began  to  set  forth  the  table  for  dinner.  I viewed 
thesc  preparations  in  silence,  itnvardly  resolved  to  await  with 
patience  any  communication  he  might  be  pleased  to  make.  It 
was  not  till  long  after  tile  cloth  was  withdrawn  that  Ludlow 
opened  his  lips  for  a vocal  purpose ; and  when  he  did,  it  was 
somewhat  tremulously.  At  length  he  said, 

<c  You  are  vcry  anxious,  Richard,  to  know  the  reason  of  your 
sudden  removal  from  school : ¿huí  1 atn  forbidden  to  tell.  It 
will  be  enough  to  say — ” he  paused.  “ You  were  going  to  say 
something,  Richard  ? ” 
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“ No,  indeed,  sir,  I was  not.” 

“ I)o  not  cali  me  c sir/  Dick,”  said  Ludlow  rcproachfully. 
“ It  will,  perhaps , be  enough  to  say  that  a very  unlooked-for 
cliange  of  affairs — affairs  affecting  you  very  nearly — has  made  it 
absolutely  neeessary  that  you  should  no  longer  continué  at  St. 
Albans.” 

“ I liad  concluded  as  much,”  answered  I ; “ but  I want  to 
know — and  I think  it  only  reasonable  I should  be  satisíled  — 
what  this  unlooked-for  change  may  be.” 

“ I ara  sure  you  will  not  think  that  I shall  answer  that  in- 
quiry,”  returned  Ludlow,  as  though  he  wished  to  carry  the  mat- 
ter  with  a high  hatid.  “ I llave  already  informed  you  that  1 
ara  forbidden  to  tcll  you.” 

“ Come  — come,  Mr.  Ludlow,”  said  I in  a heat,  “ I am  no 
longer  to  be  put  off.” 

“ Put  ofF,  Richard  P ” 

66  Put  off,  sir.  I am  no  longer  a boy,”  swelling,  as  I spoke,  in 
all  the  dignity  of  fifteen, “ and  what  you  are  forbidden  to  dis- 
clo.se,  /,  methinks,  should  be  permitted  to  know.” 

“ You  ought  to  know  this,”  said  Ludlow  after  a pause,  during 
which  he  liad  bcen  gazing  at  me  with  alarmed  astonishment, 
“ that  1 have  been  ever  studious  of  your  interest  and  happiness. 
My  kindness  to  you  during  so  many  years — have  I not  been  al- 
ways  kind  to  you  ? ” 

“ Past  kindness  to  covcr  present  cruelty,  perhaps,”  I retorted, 
not  a whit  melted  by  this  appeal : “but,  1 see,  I cannot  hope 
to  learn  anything  from  you.  I shall  apply,  therefore,  to  Lady 
Masón.” 

As  I said  this  I moved  towards  the  door. 

“ O — h ! ” exclaimed  Ludlow,  with  a long-drawn  sigli,  as  of 
agony,  taking  my  arm.  “ Sit  down,  Richard,  and  hear  me. 
Lady  Masón  must  not  be  intruded  upon.  Recent  events  have 
so  flurried  her  spirits  that  she  is  very  ill.  She  is  unable  to  see 
you.” 

“ She  cannot  be  more  unable  to  see  me,”  I replied,  “ than  I 
am  unable  to  see  the  drift  of  this  mystery.  Rut,  tell  me,  what 
do  you  propose  to  do  with  me  ? Whither  will  you  take  me  ? 
Where  am  I to  go  ? ” 

Another  “ O — h ! ” as  long  as  before,  and  a wretched  sliake  of 
tlie  head. 

iC  If  you  know  all,”  said  he,  “ you  would  pity  us ; and  me 
more  than  my  lady.  And  one  day  you  shall  know  all,”  he  con- 
tinued  hurriedly,  rising,  and  holding  up  his  fist,  “and  we’ll  — 
eh  ? — we  *11  one  day  do  such  tliings ” 

“ Great  things,  I daré  say,”  said  I laughing,  for  Ludlow  liad 
talked  in  this  strain  before.  “ Rut  what  are  we  to  do  now  ? ” 

“ That  "s  it — that  “s  it,”  said  Ludlow, — “ at  present— only  for 
the  present,  mind  : Lady  Masón  wishes — but  it  is  not  my  wisli 
— that  you  should  be  put  to  a business,  upon  liking,  as  they 
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cali  it,  for  a short  time ; we  have  applied  to  a person  who  will 
take  you.  He  will  he  vcry  kind  to  you,  Dick  ; lie  shall  be. 
I ’ll  take  care  of  that.” 

u My  education,  such  as  it  lias  been,”  said  I,  44  has  not  pre- 
pared me  for  business.  But  what  is  it?” 

44  Yon  are  to — now  do  look  upon  it  in  thc  proper  light, — it 
is  all  for  the  best, — indeed  it  is, — you  are  to  be  put  apprentice,” 
Ludlow  blushed  as  he  spoke  it,  44  to — a shoemáker.” 

Ludlow’s  blush  was  nothing,  I suspect,  to  the  deep  suffusion 
that  overspread  my  co  un  ten  anee.  1 feit  my  eheeks  buril  with  it. 

44  A shoemaker  ! ” I ejaculated  at  length, — 44  what ! a slioc- 
maker  ! — a cobbler  ! — a botcher  of  boots  and  shoes! — a fellow  in 
a leathern  apron,  perpetuad  y pulling  two  strings  through  a 
piece  of  leather  ! Ha  ! ha  ! ha  ! ” 

The  prolongation  of  my  laugh,  whicli  I believe  was  hysteri- 
cal,  alarmed  Ludlow  not  a little. 

65  For  Ileaven’s  sake,  Richard,  stop  that  laugh, — you  frighten 
me, — indeed  you  do,”  eried  he,  following  me  about  the  room  as 
1 paced  up  and  down.  I recovered  myself  after  a wliile,  and 
turned  upon  him  to  vent  my  contempt  and  disgust,  which  were 
vvell-nigh  choking  me.  There  was  a meek  piteousness  in  his 
face  that  disarnied  my  anger.  I was  moved  by  it. 

44  This  is  no  laughing  matter — true,”  said  1,  taking  his  hand, 
44  liad  not  my  heart  played  me  false,  I liad  burst  into  tears, 
Ludlow,  — tears,  not  of  sorrow,  but  of  sluime  and  indignation. 
I know  what  your  face  says : you  have  been  kind  to  me,  and  I 
thank  you,  and  am  grateful.  You  have  been  as  a father  to  me 
— much  more  so  than  the  detestable  person,  whoever  he  may  be, 
who  is  playing  this  fast  and  loose  gamc  with  me.  Tell  me,”  1 
continued,  after  a minute’s  thought;  44  is  it  necessary  I should 
be  tlirust  into  this  shoe-hole,  or  some  as  abject  place?” 

44  Oh  ! it  is — it  is  í ” exclaimed  Ludlow. 

44  Enough  : I will  go  therc — for  a time;  just  long  enough  to 
mark  my  obedience.  Treat  me  as  thev  will,  or  as  they  please, 
they  shall  find  that  one  day  a dear  account  must  be  rendered  me.” 
44  You  consent,  then?”  said  he. 

44  I do.  When  is  my  disgrace  to  commence  ? ” 

44  Don’t  cali  it  so,”  replied  Ludlow.  46  No  situation  in  life 
can ” 

44  Oh  ! I know  all  that,  my  dear  friend,”  said  I ; 44  i t is,  as 
Mr.  Burridge  often  6aid,  the  sop  to  Cerberos.  But  1 was 
wrong.  It  is  heir  disgrace,  not  mine.” 

44  You  will  stay  till  to-morrow,  of  course?  ” he  inquired. 

The  question  implied,  as  1 thought,  a desirc  that  I should  not. 
44  Why  ? what  is  this  place  to  me  ? ” said  I.  44  At  once,  and  once 
more,  I am  at  your  disposal : next  time  I shall  be  at  my  own.” 
Ludlow  would  have  ibldcd  rae  in  his  arras.  He  was  delight- 
cd  at  my  acquiescence;  but  he  looked  grieved,  too. 

44  No,  no,”  he  said  ; 44  to-morrow  morning  will  be  early 
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enough.  It  would  be  too  bad  if  you  might  not  rest  one  nighl 
under  this  roof.” 

I have  observéd  during  my  lifc,  that  a proucl,  if  it  be  at  the 
same  time  a generous  n ature,  is  in  inany  cases  an  instrument 
more  easily  played  upon  by  the  crafty  and  the  designing,  than  are 
the  mean,  the  abject,  and  the  subservient.  I was  born  proud — 
proud  as  a prince,  as  the  oíd  women  say  ; and  to  this  hour  — I 
confess  it — I reinain  as  proud  as  the  prince  of  darkness  himself. 
Now,  I had  no  reason  to  think  that  there  was  any  kind  inten- 
tion  towards  me  in  banishing  me  to  a cobbler’s  stall ; ñor  did  I 
believe  that  any  necessity  existed  for  the  disposal  of  me  in  so 
contemptuous  a manner.  My  pride,  however,  seconded  the 
views  of  tliose  who  had  it  in  hand,  as  I believed,  to  persecute 
me.  I was  resolved  upon  showing  them  that,  do  what  they 
would  with  me,  they  should  not  break  my  spirit,  or  compel  me 
to  relax  my  claims.  I had  Ludlow  sure — I was  ccrtain  of  that. 
Every  successive  occasion  upon  whieh  I had  seen  him  confírmed 
my  influence  over  him.  I could  see  that  he  had  no  strength  of 
xnind,  or  stability  of  purpose.  That  he  was  in  no  wise  eonnect- 
ed  with  me  he  liad  often  told  me;  that  Lady  Masón  had  no 
right  to  exercise  a direct  control  over  me,  I had  also  gathered 
from  him.  I smiled  to  think  what  a laying  of  heads  together  in 
general,  and  what  a scratching  of  Ludlow’s  head  in  particular, 
when  tile  cobbling  sclieme  was  set  at  nouglit,  and  I carne  to  ex- 
act  full  disclosures  ! 

And  yet,  when  I retired  to  bed,  and  began  to  reflcct,  I al- 
most  repcntcd  me  of  my  facility  in  falling  in  with  the  proposal 
Ludlow  had  been  instructed  to  inake  to  me.  I could  by  no 
means  bring  myself  to  be  reconciled  to  the  notion  of  wearing,  or 
rather,  of  bearing,  those  outward  marks  and  shows  that  denote  a 
votary  of  St.  Crispin.  How  it  would  tell  in  aftcr  years,  or  how 
I could  submi t to  be  told,  that  I had  once  followed  the  occupa- 
tion  of  a cobbler  — the  thought  was  excruciating,  and  is  by  no 
means  agreeable,  even  now.  Let  me  hope,  my  subniission  in  this 
instance  may  at  least  tell  in  my  favour  with  that  class  of  worthy 
parents  who  account  obedience  in  children  so  great  a virtue, 
that  they  are  always  devising  occasions  for  them  upon  which  to 
exercise  it  ; and  who  are  so  solicitous  lest  it  should  grow  musty 
or  rusty  by  disuse,  that  they  will  create  those  occasions,  even 
should  they  set  reason,  humanity,  and  nature  at  defiance  ; and 
who  are  so  desirous  that  their  oíFspring  should  go  in  the  right 
way,  and  to  Ileaven,  that  they  themselves  go  in  the  wrong  vvay, 
and  to — the  other  place. 

On  the  next  morning  Ludlow  had  me  once  more  under  bis 
guidance,  and  telling  me  that  Holborn  was  our  destination,  we 
set  out.  My  companion  cndeavoured  to  cheer  me  as  we  walked 
along  by  ringing  the  changos  ujjoii  his  “ all  for  the  best  ” philo- 
sophy ; bul  I liad  long  since  grown  weary  of  that  scnseless 
chime,  and  I told  him  so. 
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44  Fulíil  your  orders,”  said  I,  sullenly  ; 44  take  me  to  my  den, 
and  leave  me.” 

Ludlow  sighed  and  hemtncd,  and  scrubbing  his  chin,  said  no 
more.  At  length  he  stopped,  and,  retreating  from  the  pathway, 
surveyed  a house,  then  looked  towards  me  as  if  to  ascertain 
how  1 liked  its  appearance.  It  was  better  than  I had  expected. 

44  This  is  the  place,”  said  he,  knocking  at  the  door. 

There  were  two  persons  in  the  shop  — a man  and  a great  lub- 
berly  boy  ; and  certainly  two  more  ill-favoured  specimens  of 
humanity  ncver  clubbed  faces  together  to  kccp  the  animal  crea- 
tion  in  counteuance. 

44  Well,  Mr.  Short,  I have  brought  my  nephew  to  you,”  said 
Ludlow. 

44  Very  good,”  answered  Short,  gazing  upon  me,  his  teeth,  as 
it  were,  on  edge,  and  his  chevaux- de-frise  eyebrows  knitted  to- 
gether. 44  Wnat  is  the  lad's  ñame  ? ’ 

66  Richard  Freeman,”  replied  Ludlow,  and  they  talked  toge- 
ther in  a low  tone  for  some  time. 

44  I shall  take  care  of  all  that,”  said  Short,  breaking  up  tile 
conference;  44  he  will  be  treated,  sir,  like  one  of  the  family — 
like  one  of  the  family,”  he  rcpeated,  pointing  to  the  lubberly 
boy,  who  had  been  staring  at  me  since  my  cntrance  with  his 
monstrous  mouth  half,  but  as  I thought  at  the  time,  wide  open. 

44  Treated  like  one  of  the  family  — yes,”  said  the  boy  with  a 
most  odious  snuffle,  44  I know  he  will.  I ’m  sure,  since  l’ve 
been  ’prentice,  1 ’vc  been  treated  much  better  than  I cver  de- 
served,  tliat  I have.” 

Short  directed  an  oblique  but  complacent  glance  at  his  hide- 
ous  apprcntice. 

44  Do  you  hear  him  ? ” said  he,  turning  to  Ludlow,  44  that  boy 
has  a notion  o**  gratitude  I never  saw  the  like  on  since  I was 
born  into  the  world.” 

44 1 ouglit  to,”  snulfled  the  boy;  44  I know  I don’t  deserve 
such  goodness  as  is  showered  down  upon  me  liere,”  rubbing  his 
elastic  countenance  with  his  sleeve. 

44  That  11  do  í ” cried  Short.  44  Ilaven't  I told  you  not  to  be 
always  talking  about  that  ? Let  the  gentlcman  out,  will  you  ? 
— let  him  see  how  handy  you  are.” 

44  Oh,  sure ! ” cried  the  boy,  rising  on  a sudden,  and  rushing  to 
the  door,  and  wlien  he  had  lifted  the  latch,  bowing  to  the  ground. 

Ludlow  would  have  taken  leave  of  me,  and  tendered  some 
money ; but  I rejected  his  hand  and  its  contents — a proceeding 
that  astounded  the  apprentice,  whose  eyes,  when  they  alighted 
upon  the  silver,  protruded  from  their  sockets  most  awfully. 

I saw  Ludlow  the  minute  after  looking  through  the  wiudow. 
He  nodded  his  head,  and  smiled,  — and  a dismal  smile  it  was; 
but  as  I disdained  to  notice  these  greetings,  he  turned  slowly, 
and  went  a\yay. 

44  There — sit  down  there,  young  fellow,”  said  Short,  pointing 
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to  a vacant  seat,  44  and  I 711  soon  set  you  about  something.  lf 
I know  what  my  duty  is  rightly,  it  is  to  makc  you  a thorough 
good  master  of  your  trade,  and  that  7s  what  1 mean  to  do. 
1 '11  make  you,  in  time,  as  good  as  I am — you  can7t  be  better.17 

44  Oh  ! no,  sir,  that’s  impossible,  I know,17  said  the  apprentice. 

44  Ilold  your  tongue,  Joe,  when  1 7m  a speaking,11  cried  Short. 
44  You  talk  very  sensible ; but  you  will  put  your  words  in  when 
there  ain7t  occasion.77 

“ I fear  I do  sometimes  ; but  I >11  try  to  mend,17  said  the  boy. 

44  I know  you  will,  Joe,”  cried  his  master.  44  Now,  you  Free- 
man,  look  at  me.17 

I examined  bis  atrocious  visage  witli  minute  attention. 

44  When  you  see  me,”  resumed  Short,  “ you  see  one,  as  a man 
may  say,  who  has  risen  out  of  the  ground  to  what  I am  now  ; 
and  how,  do  you  suppose?  why,  by  honesty,  industry,  and 
steadiness.11 

t4That  ’s  good  for  the  ears,  that  is;  that’s  real  wisdom  : oh  ! 
do  hear  that ! ” cried  Joe  in  a kind  of  nasal  rapture. 

“ Josepli  Carnaby,  you  7ve  broken  the  thread  of  my  argu- 
inent ; can’t  you  admire  what  1 say  without  interrupting  of  me  P 
Where  was  I ? Oh  ! this  was  it : that  when  you  once  know 
Ishnmel  Short,  you  know  him  for  cvcr  after.77 

Here  the  speaker  paused,  and  looked  towards  me,  as  thougli 
awaiting  a reply. 

44  Well  ? 11  he  said  at  length,  44  ain’t  I right  ? ” 

44  I daré  say  you  are,17  said  1. 

44  Say  4 sir  7 to  master  when  he  asks  you  a question,77  cried 
Carnaby.  44  Pray,  sir,  isn’t  your  ñame  a ñame  in  Scripture  ? 77 

44  Ishmael  ? it  is,”  said  Short. 

44  Oh  ! what  a thing  it  is  ! — what  a blessed  thing  to  have  liad 
religious  paren ts  ! ” sighed  Carnaby. 

1,4  So  it  is,11  coincided  Short ; 44  but  that  wasn7t  the  reason 
why  I was  christened  Ishmael.” 

44  Indeed,  sir,11  snuffled  Carnaby.  44  What  was  ? 17 

44  I ’ve  told  you  often  ; but  you  7ve  such  a liead,77  said  the  other. 

44  So  I have,  sir ; I7m  very  stupid,  I know,”  said  the  appren- 
tice. 

44  Well,”  began  Short,  with  an  importan t 44  hein,11  44  when  I 
was  a infant,  I was  as  cross-grained  a infant  as  ever  was  born 
into  this  world.  I7d  let  nobody  be,  and  nobody  7d  let  me  be. 
And  so,  bccausc  Ishmaers  hand  was  against  every  one,  and 
every  one’s  hand  was  against  Ishmael,  they  called  me  after  him.” 

44  Dear  ! dear  ! but  you  7ve  altered  since  tlien,  haven’t  you, 
sir  ? ” said  Carnaby. 

44  That  reminds  me,11  cried  Short,  who  had  been  casting  sun- 
dry  malignant  glances  towards  me  during  his  speech,  enraged, 
I suppose,  that  I evinced  no  extraordinary  interest  in  his  re- 
cital, and  laying  hold  upon  a strap  as  he  spoke,  44  that  I 
mustn’t  let  young  fellows  have  too  much  their  own  way  whilc 
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they’re  under  my  care.  You’ve  fclt  this  before  uow,  haven't 
you,  Carnaby  ? 77 

“ I have,  indeed,  sir,”  responded  the  apprentice,  ÉC  and  I am 
thankful  for  it.  It  has  corrected  many  of  my  errors,  I hope 
and  trust.  Punishment,  1 "ve  heard  you  say,  is  good  for  youth  ; 
and  so  it  is,  sir.77 

“ Mi nd  you  don'fc  catch  it,  Freeman,  that’s  all  ! 77  cried  Short, 
brandishing  the  thong  in  the  air.  u Fh  ? what  ? that  savagc 
look  again,  and  I "11 77 

“ Do  what?"  said  I,  rising;  66  you  daré  not,  sir,  without 
cause.  When  I shall  deserve  it  17 

“ Oh,  Freeman!77  began  Carnaby;  but  he  got  it  smartly 
across  the  shoulders. 

“ llold  your  tongue,  fool ! 77  exclaimed  Short,  and  Carnaby’s 
mouth,  just  before  horribly  distended,  collapsed  like  lightning. 

“ When  you  do  deserve  it,77  continued  Short,  more  mildly, 
“ you  shall  have  it ; that  7s  all.” 

At  this  moment,  before  I could  return  an  answer  of  defiance, 
which  was  at  my  tongue7s  end,  the  door  opened,  and  a robust 
woman  of  vast  proportions  entered,  a basket  in  her  hand. 

44  Ah  ! he  's  come,  is  he  ? 77  said  she. 

tc  Yes, — look  at  him, — that  ’s  him,77  replied  Short. 

u Let  ’s  have  a look  at  you,"  said  Mrs.  Short, — for  so  it  was, 
— “ lift  up  your  beak,77  and  laying  one  hand  on  the  back  of  my 
head,  and  scizing  my  chin  with  the  other,  she  looked  into  my 
face  and  Carnaby7s  alternately,  and  then  burst  into  a loud  laugh. 

4,4  What's  the  matter  now,  Mrs.  Short  ? ” said  her  husband. 

“ Why,  I 'm  thinking  they  wouldn’t  pair  very  well,”  she  re- 
plied,— “ they  wouldn’t  do  for  chimbley  ornaments.” 

“ Chimbley  ornaments  !77  cried  Short. 

l<  Oh  ! mistress  ! 99  said  poor  Carnaby,  “ you  're  always  making 
game  of  me  ; I can't  help  my  face.77 

“ That  ’s  a pity,77  she  returned,  “ it  wants  some  help,  I can 
tell  you  ;77  and  then,  having  asked  my  ñame,  and  given  me  an 
encouraging  chuck,  she  rctircd  into  the  back  room. 

“ That  ’s  your  mistress,  Freeman,77  said  Short.  4C  There  ; 
wax  these  threads.  .Toe '11  teach  you  presently  how  to  fix  these 
bristles  to  the  end  of  7em.” 

“ And  a most  excellent  mistress  she  is  to  //¿e,”  cried  Carnaby, 
— u I know  she  is.  I thank  my  happy  fortune,  1 7m  sure.” 

“ I hope  he’  11  have  grace  to  do  so,"  said  Short,  pointing  his 
awl  at  me. 

4<  Oh  ! it  is  to  be  hopcd,  sir,77  coincided  the  other  with  an  ag- 
gravated  snuffle. 

An  hour  had  not  elapsed  before  I could  perceive  plainly  that 
Short  and  I would  never  be  likely,  as  the  vulgar  say,  to  “set 
our  horses  togethcr.”  A short  scene  at  dinner  conlirmed  my 
conviction. 

46  What  í ” cried  he  to  his  wife,  u are  you  going  to  help  him 
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again  ? He  ’s  liad  enough,  I ’m  sure.  Give  that  to  Joe : he ’s 
liad  scarce  any.” 

u You  liad  a mind  to  tell  a round  one  when  you  were  at  it>” 
answored  Mrs.  Sliort,  “ Joe  lias  been  served  twice,  and  Freeman 
but  once.  Isn’t  that  true,  Joe?  ” 

Carnaby’s  mouth  was  too  full  for  utterance.  He  nodded 
assent.  Sliort  looked  vengeance  and  hatred,  as  I hauded  my 
píate.  His  wife  observed  it. 

iC  A pretty  thing,”  said  slie ; “ and  you  ’d  stint  the  lad, 
would  you  ? That  ’s  what  you  took  his  uncle’s  thirty  guineas 

“ Tliirty  guineas  ! ” ejaculated  Carnaby,  with  perpendicular 
knife  and  fork,  “and  was  there  thirty ” 

“ There,  now ; that  ’s  not  incat  for  your  porridge-pot,”  in- 
terrupted  Mrs.  Sliort;  “ liold  your  pcace,  or  you’ll  get  no  pud- 
ding. Hand  the  beer  tliis  way,  Sliort.  Do  you  want  any  more  ? ” 

“ I only  know,”  said  Sliort,  pushing  forward  his  píate,  “ that 
to  over-feed  boys ” 

“ Is  not  the  way  to  starve  ’em,”  cried  his  wife,  “ that  ’s  all 
you  know  about  it.  Never  mind,  Freeman  ; don’t  cry,  lad.” 

“ Cry,  ma’am  ? ” said  I,  hastily.  “ I never  do  that.” 

“ I know  you  don’t,”  shc  answered,  laughing,  “ you  Te  a good 
Steel  for  a flint,  I see.  You’ll  strike  some  sparks  out  of  liirn. 
Won’t  he,  oíd  fellow  ? ” to  her  husband. 

“ Oh  ! Mrs.  Sliort  ! ” remonstrated  Carnaby,  with  a mouth 
like  a horse-shoe. 

“ And  oh  ! Master  J^ong ! ” returned  his  mistress,  and  down 
carne  the  gravy-spoon  upon  his  liead. 

In  the  evening,  Carnaby  having  closed  the  shop,  was  de- 
spatched  to  various  places  with  completcd  orders  ; and  Sliort 
betook  himself  to  the  alehouse  for  an  hour.  When  we  were 
left  to  ourselves,  my  mistress  took  me  into  unreserved  confi- 
dence. 

“ I like  the  look  of  you,”  said  shc;  “ but  how  you’ll  like  us 
— that  ’s  a poser.  There  ’s  Short  — he  was  al  way  s an  awkward 
one  to  manage ; but  since  that  carneying  Carnaby  has  been  with 
us,  it  ’s  as  tiiucli  as  I can  do  to  kcep  liim  under.  That  Joe — that 
Joc’s  as  deep  a put  as  here  and  there  one.  There — he  flatters 
up  that  fool  of  a husband  of  mine,  that  he  makes  him  believe 
lie’s  one  of  the  seven  wise  men  ; when,  if  the  truth  must  be 
told,  lie’s  no  more  brains  than  a broomstick.  I wish  we  could 
get  sliut  of  him  ; but  lie’s  bound  for  five  long  years.  That  fel- 
low ’ud  make  a milestone  believe  that  the  coach  couldn’t  run 
without  it,  and  ’ud  ílatter  a donkey’s  liind  leg  off — he  would  ! ” 

Carnaby  carne  in  to  supper  shortly  after ; having  eaten 
wliich,  he  expressed  a desire  of  retiring  to  bed  ; and  taking  off 
his  shoes,  he  scrutinized  the  soles  closely. 

“How  boys  do  wear  out  tlieir  shoe-leather ! ” he  observed, 
shaking  his  liead,  “ and  yet,  nia’am,  1 take  the  utmost  care,  and 


134 


RICHARD  SAVAGE. 


never  go  upon  the  kibbling-stones,  I don’t and  so  saying, 
and  sighing,  he  deposited  tliem  on  end  in  a convenient  córner. 

44  Ts  Freeman  to  go  along  witli  me?”  he  resumed,  lighting  a 
candle. 

I aróse,  and  prepared  to  accompany  him. 

44  Oh  ! Mrs.  Short,”  said  he,  with  what  was  intended  for  a 
seductive  smile,  44  I sliall  be  quite  happy  now  I *ve  got  a fel- 
low-’prentice.” 

44  Shall  you  ? ” cried  his  mistrcss.  44 1 thought  you  wcre  quite 
happy  before ; you  ’ve  said  so  often  enougli.” 

44  Have  I ?”  cried  he,  44  and  so,  sure,  I have.  But  T ’m  very 
young  yet,  raa'am,  and  youths  never  know  their  own  hearts. 
None  rightly  do,  I have  heard  say.  Good  night,  ma’am,”  and 
he  retired  slowly,  with  a very  low  bow. 

44  Oh,  Freeman  ! ” he  said,  impressively,  when  we  were  got 
into  a back  attic,  containing  two  small  beds,  44  how  glad  I am 
you  've  come  to  live  with  us.  Shall  we  be  friends  together  ? ” 

44  If  you  like,”  said  I. 

44  To  live  in  peace  and  harmony  with  every  one,”  he  rejoined, 
putting  on  his  night-cap,  44  that  's  real  happiness,  that  is.  They 
are  such  good  creatures  — our  master  and  mistress  ; oh  ! such  a 
worthy  con  pie.  I strive  to  please  them  every  way  I can,  by 
civility,  and  obedience,  and  attention  to  my  duty;  and  so  I 
hope  you  will  do,  Freeman.  Shall  we  have  a long  talk,  bro- 
ther  ? ” and  clasping  his  knees  with  his  arms  so  as  to  make  them 
a convenient  support  for  his  chin,  he  sat  in  the  bed  budge,  and 
prepared  for  colloquy. 

I declined  the  oífer  on  the  plea  of  sleepiness  and  fatigue,  and 
bade  him  good-night. 

44  Well,  it  will  be  best,”  he  assented,  subsiding  softly  into 
bed,  44  for  I get  up  very  early  of  a morning.  I light  my  mis- 
tress’s  fire : it  isn't  my  place  to  do  so,  but  it  gcts  me  her  good 
will;  which  I hope  to  get  from  every  one  who  rnay  be  pleased 
to  knów  me.  Besides,  early  rising  is  the  way  to  wealtli : no  one 
can  be  rich  who  doesn't  rise  betimes.” 

44  You  learned  that  when  you  were  a child,”  said  I.  44  I rc- 
mcmber  the  stuff  still : 

“ Getting  up  early 
Keeps  the  wig  curly ; 

Getting  up  late 
Makes  a bald  pate.” 

44  What’s  that  ? ” he  exclaimed  in  an  ecstasy,  popping  up  liis 
head.  44  Oh,  Freeman  ! do  teach  me  that  piece  of  poetry.” 

I repeated  the  doggrel,  conjuring  him  to  go  to  sleep,  and  let 
nje  rest  in  peace. 

44  I never  heard  that  before,”  he  observed,  44  and  I shall  never 
forget  it.  I ’ll  lay  it  to  heart ; for  it  's  true  wisdom.  Oh,  bro- 
ther ! ” and  here  he  burst  forth  into  a flood  of  cant,  wliicli  I was 
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constrained  to  stop  by  a tlireat  of  exercising  my  bolster  upon 
bis  cranium. 

More  than  a week  passed  away,  and  I had  just  become  tho- 
roughly  disgusted  at  the  position  I occupied  in  the  social  scale, 
when  an  accident  happened  which  precipitated  my  departure, 
whilst  it  furoished  a pretext  for  it.  I had  already  resolved 
within  me  that  a fortnight  should  be  my  utmost  limit  — the  ac- 
cident referred  to  abridged  it  by  íive  days. 

It  was  on  an  afternoon  that  Mrs.  Short  carne  into  the  sliop 
with  a pair  of  lady’s  shoes  in  her  hand. 

“ See,”  said  she,  “ these  shoes  are  all  ready ; and  Frceman 
shall  take  them  lióme.  He  has  not  been  once  abroad  since  in 
the  house  he  ’s  been.” 

ÉC  Give  ’em  to  Joe,”  cried  Short,  — <c  he  ’ll  run  with  'em.  I ’ll 
keep  this  young  fellow  pretty  strict ; he’s  precious  proud,  and 
would  be  sauey,  if  I ’d  let  him.” 

“ Now,  Short,”  returned  his  wife,  “ I say  that  Freeman  shall 
go;  you’re  for  Carnaby : which,  do  you  think,  is  to  have  their 
way  this  time?  Why,  I shall,  to  be  sure ; and  so  your  parcel  ’s 
made  up.  Here,  Freeman,  get  your  hat,  and  take  these  shoes 
to  Mrs.  L’Estrange,  No.  15,  Bloomsbury  Square.  It ’s  hard 
by — just  over  the  way.” 

“ Oh  ! ma’am,”  cried  Carnaby  beseechingly,  “ do  let  me  go 
with  them  to  that  excellent  lady.  I ’m  sure  whenever  she  sees 
me  she  gives  me  such  good  advice,  that  I ’m  all  the  better  for  it 
every  time  I go.” 

u You  ’re  all  the  better  for  something  else  she  gives  you,  I 
take  it,”  returned  Mrs.  Short  quietly,  “ and  so  there  ’s  a stopper 
for  your  cruet.” 

The  shoes  being  placed  in  a bag,  I was  sent  away,  and  soon 
found  myself  at  the  door  of  Mrs.  L’Estrange.  The  servant  to 
whom  I imparted  my  business,  directed  me  to  walk  up  stairs 
into  the  front  room,  where  I should  fínd  the  lady.  When  I en- 
tered  the  room — which  I did  silently,  the  door  having  been 
what  is  termed  “ a-jar,”  — 1 discovercd  a very  little  woman, 
magniíicently  dressed,  parading  before  a large  mirror;  now  ad- 
vancing  towards,  and  now  retreating  from  it;  anón  skipping 
from  side  to  side,  in  a manner  so  utterly  wanting  in  vigour  as 
to  betoken  that  the  performer  was  pretty  well  stricken  in  years. 
At  length,  either  benolding  my  distant  reflection  in  the  glass,  or 
hearing  the  short  cough  with  which  I sought  to  interrupt  her 
measured  exercises,  she  turned  suddenly  round,  and  presenting 
to  inspection  a face  highly-embellished  with  paint,  said, 

“ And,  pFythee,  who  art  thou  ? ” 

I stated  from  whom  I carne,  and  presented  my  credentials. 

“ And  where  is  that  respeetful  young  man  who  usually  comes 
upon  these  occasions  ? ” inquired  the  lady, — u not  gone,  I liope  ? ” 

I answered  that  a pressure  of  business  had  prevented  his  at- 
tendance  upon  her. 
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44  Thou  art  a vast  deal  handsomer,  child,”  she  said,  seating 
herself;  “but  I doubt  whcther  thou  wilt  make  thy  way  in  thc 
world,  as  he  will.  Dost  know  how  to  handle  a lady’s  foot,”  and 
she  slipped  offher  shoe,  and  stretched  it  forth,  gazing  at  it  from 
side  to  side  with  much  complacency. 

44  Wliat  is  the  lad’s  ñame  — Carnaby?  yes, — Carnaby  saya,” 
and  she  simpered,  and  continued  to  survey  her  symmetrical  ex- 
tremity  under  her  half-closed  eyelids,  44  that  mine  is  the  smaílest 
foot  in  town.  Come,  give  me  one  of  thy  shoes  while  thou  fittest 
on  the  other.” 

I heartily  wished  at  the  moment  that  Carnaby  were  there, 
rather  than  I,  to  put  his  praise  and  his  practice  into  operation. 
However,  there  was  no  help  for  it.  Down  I went  upon  one 
knee,  and  laying  hold  upon  the  lady's  anide,  endeavoured  to  in- 
sinúate the  44  smaílest  foot  in  town  ” into  the  shoe. 

46  What,  in  the  ñame  of  Volcan,”  exclaimed  Mrs.  I/Estrange, 
44  is  the  rude  bear  of  a boy  about  ? Dost  think  thou  art  shoe- 
ing  a horse?  Thou  young  Ñero,  thou  ! ” and  she  sajuted  me 
with  several  smart  taps  upon  the  sensorium  with  the  heel  of  the 
other  shoe. 

I raised  my  head  hastily,  as  well  I might,  and  with  an  un- 
pardonable  inadvcrtence,  caused  it,  with  a era  sil,  to  come  in 
contact  with  the  lady’s  somewhat  prolonged  chin.  I thonght  at 
the  time,  and  so,  no  doubt,  did  she,  that  I had  disarranged  her 
dental  cconomy. 

44  Help  ! in  mercy’s  ñame,  help  ! ” she  cried,  throwing  herself 
back  in  her  chair.  44  Mr.  IfEstrange  ! where  are  you  ?”  and  she 
repeated  these  outeries,  whilst  I aróse,  disconcerted,  to  my  feet. 

The  door  of  an  inner  room  opened,  and  the  tall  figure  of  a 
young  man  entered,  with  a face  so  barren  of  expression  and  in- 
signifieant  of  feature  as  to  appear  transitive  — a sort  of  vanisli- 
ing  countcnance. 

44  Whérefore  is  this  outcry  ? ” said  Mr.  L’Estrange,  raising 
his  almost  imperceptible  eyebrows.  44  My  life  ! what  is  the 
matter  ? A pity,”  he  ad.ded,  passing  his  hand  over  his  forehead, 
44  that  I cannot  pursuc  my  studies  in  peace — ever  these  alarming 
and  heathenish  diversions.” 

44Bring  me  my  salts,  sir,”  cried  his  wife. 

44  My  dcarest  love,  I will,”  said  the  phantom. 

44  Diversions,  do  you  cali  them  ?”  exclaimed  Mrs.  ITEstrange, 
snuffing  vigorously  at  her  salts. 

44  Pardon  me ! 99  cried  the  husband  hastily.  44 1 used  the 
word  in  its  strict  sense.  But  what,  my  ángel,  has  occurred  ? 
whc/is  this  youth  ? 

Mrs.  T/Estrange  now  recoun ted  her  misliap,  and  concluded 
by  calling  me  a monster,  and  a young  Scythian  barbarían. 

44  Ah  ! I scc — 1 sce,”  said  Mr.  L’Estrange,  taking  a pinch  of 
snuff, 44  fortuitous — fortuitous.  Is  thc  mouth  better  now,  my 
Ufe?” 
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44  Something  easier,  I think,11  replied  the  lady.  44  Send  the 
odio us  boy  away.” 

44  Now,  I could  prove  Lo  demonstra  ti  on,”  said  her  husband, 
not  heeding  her,  44  either  that  you,  my  dear,  were  riglit,  and  tlie 
youth  wrong,  or  that  the  youth  was  right,  and  you,  my  love, 
were  wrong.  Firstly — 11 

66  None  of  your  rights  and  your  wrongs,  and  your  demonstra- 
tions,  I bcseech  you,11  cried  Mrs.  I/Estrange  : 44  they  will  only 
tire  your — 11 

44  Jaws  P ” suggested  I/Estrange. 

44  Yes,  without  easing  mine/1 

I/Estrange  gently  pawed  the  air.  44  A lingering  peevishness,11 
he  remarked,  in  an  under  tone.  46  Come  hither,  youth.  Cannot 
you  beg  pardon  for  the  alarm  you  have  occasioned  this  lady  ? ** 

44  Certainly,11 1 answercd  ; and,  stepping  forward,  1 expressed 
i il  becoming  terms  my  regret  at  wliat  had  happened, — declared 
that  it  was  purely  accidental,  — and  said,  in  conclusión,  that  I 
was  eertain  1 should  not  picad  in  vain  for  forgiveness  from  so 
íine  and  so  handsome  a lady. 

The  face  of  Mrs.  I/Estrange  under went  gradual  mollifica- 
tion  as  I proceeded  with  my  speech,  and  by  the  time  I had  con- 
cluded,  it  liad  settled  into  confirmed  benignity. 

44  Didst  hear,  I/Estrange  ? ” she  inouired. 

44  Api.,  concise,  sufficient,11  he  repliea.  44Take  up  your  bag, 
youth,  and  depart/1 

44  Canst  make  a bow,  child  ? 11  she  said,  with  an  amiable  smile. 

I performed  a respectful  inclination. 

44  Didst  see,  Jocelyn?  11  she  demanded. 

44  Decent,  poli  te,  urbano,”  said  he. 

44  Give  him  a shilling,  Mr.  I/Estrange,  I beg:  I will  reim- 
burse  you/1 

I had  made  my  parting  bow,  and  was  on  the  stairs,  when  he 
folio wed  me. 

44  Stay,11  said  he.  His  eyes  were  upturned  for  a time  in  me- 
ditation.  44  Inexplicable  beings  — are  women  ! 11  lie  uttered  at 
length.  44  Ah  ! I forgot  — the  shilling;11  and  drawing  one  from 
his  pocket,  he  pressed  it  into  the  palm  of  my  hand,  as  though 
designing  to  put  me  off  with  a mere  impression  of  the  coin. 
44  Go,”  he  said,  relinquishing  it,  and  making  an  abortive  etidea- 
vour  at  a wink,  44  and  thank  the  handsome  lady  for  it.” 

When  I got  back,  I could  not  forbear,  Short  being  absent, 
telling  my  mistress  what  had  happened.  She  laughed  heartily, 
shaking  her  vast  sides  with  evident  satisfaction. 

44  IJere,”  said  I,  44  is  what  Carnaby  wanted,11  producing  the 
shilling  wliich,  with  a íillip  of  my  thumb-nail,  I sent  flying  to- 
wards  him.  He  cauglit  it  with  admirable  dexterity,  and  com- 
mitted  it  to  his  pocket. 

“ How  very  ídnd  of  the  good  lady  to  send  it  to  me  ! ” he 
snufíled. 
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“ Did  any  onc  cver  see  the  like  of  that  !”  cried  Mrs.  Short. 
cc  You  sneaking  liound  í give  it  back  this  instant.” 

Carnaby  looked  astonishment  at  the  unreasonable  proposition. 
Ilappily  for  his  bones,  Short  at  this  instant  returned. 

“ I ’ll  take  the  dust  out  of  your  coat  for  this  anothcr  time,” 
said  Mrs.  Short,  who,  by  way  of  entertaining  her  consort,  forth- 
with  narrated  the  particulars  of  my  interview  with  Mrs.  L’Es- 
trange. 

However  greatly  Mrs.  Short  might  have  been  tickled  by  my 
recital,  certain  it  ís,  her  husband  could  discover  no  humorous 
properties  therein  ; for,  knitting  his  brows  savagely,  and  setting 
liis  teeth  on  edge,  he  cast  a baleful  glance  upon  me,  and  worked 
his  fingers  upon  the  palm  of  his  hand,  as  though  inwardly 
inoulding  some  fell  intent. 

66  And  so,”  cried  he,  “ I ’m  to  lose  my  best  customer  through 
that  chap*s  impudcnce.  No,  no, — that  's  a shoe  that  won't  fit, 
as  you  say,  Mrs.  Short.  I ’ve  been  longing  to  be  at  him  this 
week  past,  and  now  I Ve  caught  him,  sure  encogí!.1* 

With  this,  he  laid  hold  upon  his  often-menaced  strap,  and  mak- 
ing  towards  me,  dealt  me  a severe  blow  upon  the  side  of  the 
head.  I caught  the  weapon  with  one  hand,  but  it  slipped 
through  my  fingers,  and  with  the  other  aimed  a retort,  as  lie 
retreated,  at  the  rascal’s  nose,  which  was  so  ncarly  taking  eflect, 
that  he  rubbed  that  feature  incrédulo  usly,!  shakiug  his  ugly  jóle 
as  he  did  so.  Snatehing  up  a heavy  last,  as  he  prepared  to  re- 
peat  his  blow,  I bade  him  be  upon  his  guard. 

cc  There,  now,  drop  that,”  exclaimed  his  wife,  interposing. 
“ That  dumpling  *s  too  hard  for  the  méat.” 

I shall  not,”  said  I,  44  till  he  lays  down  the  strap — the  base 
scouíidrel.” 

cc  Oh,  Freeman  ! ” cried  Carnaby,  who  liad  been  sitting  open- 
mouthed  during  this  scene,  but  who  now  aróse,  outspread,  as  it 
were,  like  a phocnix,  “ you  wouldn’t  go  to  fling  that — olí,  la  ! at 
dea’r  good  inaster  ! Murder  í ” 

rrhere,  now,  keep  your  rosin  for  anotlier  fiddlestick,”  said 
Mrs.  Short,  lending  him  an  open-handed  ciiff  which  sen t him 
careering  to  the  Other  end  of  the  shop. 

“ I *11  give  it  the  yillain  soundly,”  exclaimed  Short,  who  took 
advantage  of  my  momentary  observatión  of  CarnabyV  evolu- 
tions  to  dircct  anothcr  cut  at  me,  which  I,  however,  avoided. 
The  móment  after,  a holló w sound  proceedéd  from  his  sto- 
machic  región.  The  last  had  taken  terrific  eífect  in  that  quar- 
ter,  and  fell,  as  though  purposely,  upon  his  gouty  toe. 

All  now  became  confusión  worse  confounded.  Carnaby  dash- 
ed  forward  with  affectionate  eagerncss  towards  his  grinning 
master,  hovering  about  him  with  whimpering  solicitations  as  to 
the  amount  of  injury  he  had  sustained.  The  awkward  cub, 
however,  during  these  officious  blandishments,  chanced  to  set  his 
heel  upon  the  ill-fated  member  which  the  last  had  just  previously 
inflamed  to  torture. 
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66  Curse  you,  you  blaring  brute  ! and  you  too  ! ” cried  Short, 
in  a paroxysm  of  rage  aud  pain.  44  See  how  you  like  that  ! 11 
and  down  went  poor  Carnaby  upon  hands  and  knees. 

In  tlie  meanwhile,  Mrs.  Short,  incensed  at  my  treatment  of 
her  husband,  advanced  towards  me  with  an  enormous  fist,  de- 
signing  to  bestow  upon  me,  as  she  would  say,  44  a goose  for  my 
gander;”  but,  uiifortunately  for  her,  and  just  tlie  reverse,  per- 
liaps,  for  me,  just  as  she  was  making  a fearful  spring  at  me, 
Carnaby,  impelled  by  Short,  fell,  as  the  vulgar  have  it,  44  flop  ” 
between  us,  over  whom  the  fat  woman  tumbled  like  a saek  of  sand. 
44  Drat  that  confounded  blockhead  ! he  ’s  always — ■” 

I heard  no  more.  Taking  advantage  of  the  helpless  condition 
of  the  trío,  I seized  my  hat,  and  made  the  best  of  my  way  out 
of  the  shop. 

CHAPTER  IV. 

In  which  Richard  Savage  shows  his  spirit,  and  greatly  perplexes  his  aged  protect- 
ress.  With  n moment’s  glirapse  of  a remarkable  lady,  and  his  introductioii  to  the 
family  of  a strange  original. 

My  first  impulse,  when  I reached  Lincoln’s  Inn  Fields,  led 
me  to  indulge  in  an  immoderate  íit  of  laughter  at  the  expense 
of  the  cordwaining  crew  whom  1 luid  just  left  in  so  disastrous  a 
plight.  But  presently  the  stinging  pangs  of  Shorts  strap, 
which  still  preyed  upon  my  ear,  caused  my  thoughts  to  tend 
towards  Ludlow,  whom  I resolved  immediately  to  find  out  and 
tax  as  the  chicf  author  of  my  disgraceful  wrongs.  By  dint  of 
many  inquiries,  and  my  partial  recollection  of  the  locality  of 
Lady  Mason’s  house,  I was  at  length  enabled  to  find  my  way 
thither. 

Ludlow  was  not  a little  surprised  to  see  me,  and  much  more 
so  when,  leisurely  divesting  myself  of  the  leathern  aproa  which 
Mrs.  Short  liad  provided  for  me  on  my  introduction  to  business, 
I folded  it  methodically  together,  and  placed  it  upon  the  table, 
saying,  44  Lie  you  there ; I have  done  with  you  for  the  presen t.” 
44  YVliy,  wliat  lias  happened  ? ” demandea  Ludlow. 

I told  him  all,  precisely  as  it  liad  occurred,  inquiring  at  the 
conclusión  wbat  he  thought  of  it, — and  of  me, — and  of  himself. 

An  angry  scene  ensued.  Ludlow  begged,  t brea  tened,  pro- 
mised,  entreated.  Would  I return  for  a month,  for  a fewr  days, 
for  a week,  till  he  eould  bring  over  his  lady  to  my  view  of  the 
question  ? No — no — NTÜ.  Go  back  I would  not;  see  Lady 
Masón  I would.  I was  inflexible  and  unalterable,  and  Ludlow 
begau  to  wring  his  hands. 

44  Would  to  Heaven,”  he  exclaimed,  44  that  I liad  liad  nothing 
to  do  from  the  first  with  this  unfortunate  business  ! I never 
approved  of  the  design  of  putting  you  to  a shoemaker.  But 
what  eould  a poor  fellow  like  myself  do  ? Women,  Richard, — 
even  the  best, — and  Lady  Masón  is  a good  woman, — will  have 
their  own  way.  You  can  no  more  divert  them  from  their  pur- 
pose  tlian  you  can  turn  a river  out  of  its  course.” 
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“ That  is  to  be  done,”  said  I. 

“ Well,  well,”  he  veturned,  anxiously,  “ what  I mean  is,  that 
she  is  vcry  hcadstrong  and  obstínate.” 

“ And  so  atn  I,  Ludlow,  I believe.  A family  failing,  perhaps.” 
“ Eh  ? ” said  lie,  hastily.  “ Olí,  no — oh,  no.  I fear  I shall 
never  prevail  upon  her  to  see  you.” 

“ Yes,  you  will,  when  you  inform  her  that  I mean  to  gobefore 
a justice,  and  tell  him  how  I have  been  treated  ; and  demand 
to  know  by  whose  authority  her  ladyship  has  been  constituted 
battledore,  and  how  much  longer  1 am  to  play  shuttlecock.” 

“ Good  God  ! wby,  you  wouldn't  do  that,  surcly  ? ” cried 
Ludlow,  alarmed. 

I suspect  that  he  could  see  by  my  face  that  I would  of  a 
surety  be  as  good  as  my  word  ; for  he  precipitately  left  the 
room  to  confer  with  Lady  Masón. 

He  returned  in  about  two  hours.  “ 1 have  been  gone  a long 
time,”  said  he ; “ and  liere  have  I left  you,  sitting  in  the 
darle.” 

“ Yes,”  T replied,  “ herc  have  I been  sitting  in  the  dark.  I 
hope,  now  you  are  come,  you  are  disposed  to  enlighten  010.” 

He  would  not  perceive  my  drift,  but  rang  for  candles. 

“ Richard,”  he  said,  “you  have  greatly  distressed  and  ofíend- 
ed  Lady  Masón.  Your  threat  of  going  before  the  justice  has 
pained  Tier  exceedingly.  It  would  do  you  no  good.  You  would 
be  abandoned  by  all  your  friends,  and  by  her,  who  is,  I assure 
you,  your  best  friend.” 

“ Will  her  ladyship  see  me?”  I inquired. 

“ She  will,  to-morrow  morning.  In  the  meanwhile,  she  de- 
sires  that  you  will  reflect  upon  your  folly  (she  calis  it  so)  in 
leaviug  a situation  she  has  been  at  somc  pains  and  expense  to 
provide  for  you.  She  expeets  that  you  will  be  prepared  to  go 
back  again  to-morrow.” 

I smiled  in  bitter  scorn.  “ llave  you  a book  you  could  lend 
me  ? ” 

“ Dick,”  cried  Ludlow,  “ you  shan’t  go  back.  How  carne  it 
not  to  strike  me  before  ? I can  place  you  with  a person — ” 

“ A tailor,  I suppose,  Mr.  Ludlow,”  said  I ; “ a vcry  decent 
handicraft.” 

“ A tailor  ! ” cried  Ludlow,  with  unusual  animation.  “ Hang 
the  cross-legs  ! No,  Hiele  ; he  a gentleman  who  has  been  in 
want  of  a clerk  for  some  time.  And  1 ’ll  makc  a gentleman  of 
you.  I Ve  saved  money  ; and  I Ve  110  one  I ought  to  care  for, 
and  nobody  who  cares  for  me. — And — ” 

“ Well,  but,  my  dear  friend, — ” I interposed. 

“And  if  Lady  Masón  will  not  do  you  justice  within  three 
months  from  this  time,  — I will.  You  shall  know  all.  Yes — 
yes,”  he  pursued,  earnestly,  “ it  shall  out.  I have  been  too 
tame — too  wcak,  foolish,  complying.” 

“I  will  hear  what  Lady  Masón  says  to-morrow  morning.” 
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“ Yon  will  hear  nothing,”  he  answered,  “but  that  you  must 
go  back  to  the  cobbler.  Oh  ! she  has  wished  to  be  your  fríen  d, 
but  a cursed  fate  has  prevented  it.  She  need  not  know  but  that 
you  have  returned  to  Short.  I will  have  it  so.  Will  you  pro- 
mise  to  be  patient  for  three  months  longer?” 

44  1 do  not  know  that  I ought,”  said  I. 

“ I do,”  he  replied.  44  Tt  must  not  be  longer — I will  tcll  her 
so.”  He  added,  with  a peculiar  look, — 44  it  is  agaiust  nature.” 
u How,  if  I should  be  ablc  to  prevail  upon  her  to  do  me  jus- 
tice — that  is  your  word,  Ludlow — to-morrow  morning?” 

44  Lad  ! lad  ! I wish  you  could  ! ” he  returned.  44  But  that, 
I fear,  cannot  be.  She  has  strongcr  rcasons  than  ever  for  se- 
cresy ; but  I am  not — must  not  be  bound  by  thém.  Come,  we 
will  have  some  supper.” 

Ludlow  was  very  thoughtful  during  the  remainder  of  the 
evening,  assuring  me  at  intervals  that  within  three  months  all 
should  be  diselosed.  He  cndeavoured  with  mucli  earnestness 
likewise  to  impress  uj)on  me  the  belief  that  Lady  Masón  had 
done,  and  was  doing,  everything  for  the  best ; but  when,  at 
length,  I retorted  upon  him  with  the  incjuiry,  44  lf  it  be  so,  why 
are  you  going  to  run  counter  to  her  injunctions  ? ” he  was  si- 
lcnced,  nierely  answering,  “ No  matter.” 

On  the  next  morning,  he  tapped  at  the  door  of  my  room,  and, 
on  being  admitted,  44  See,”  said  he,  44  1 have  brought  you  your 
best  suit.  Make  yourself  as  gay  as  you  can,  and  show  her  lady- 
ship  that  you  don’t  look  like  a cobbler,  at  least.” 

“ If  I do,”  I answered,  laughing,  “my  looks  belie  me,  Lud- 
low ; for  1 don’t  intcnd  to  be  one.” 

“No  inore  you  shall ; but  don’t  say  so,”  he  rejoined,  gravely. 
44  And  speak  to  her  in  your  best  language : her  ladysliip  is  a 
judge  of  manners  and  politeness.” 

lie  regarded  me  with  much  complacency  when  I descended  to 
breakfast. 

46  A shame,”  he  said,  44  that  the  shoemaker  was  ever  thought 
of!  No  niatter.  Vil  see  you  fairly  through,  Richard.  Mr. 
Burridge  was  right  when  he  said  it  was  a secret  that  had  out- 
grown  its  clothes.” 

lie  went  away  to  his  rnistress,  and  returned  presently.  44  She 
will  see  you  now,”  he  whispered  ; 44  come  with  me.  I am  to 
leave  you  together.  Be  very  respectful,  I entreat.  Should  she 
dismiss  you  before  I return,  wait  for  me  in  my  room.  I am 
going  to  Myte.” 

44  Who  is  Myte  ?”  said  I,  as  we  ascended  the  stairs. 

44  Hush  ! ” he  replied.  44  The  gentleman  to  whom  I mean  to 
introduce  you.”  He  left  me  at  the  door.  44  Now,  be  very,  very 
respectful  to  her  ladyship,”  he  repeated,  giving  me  the  model  of 
a reverential  bow. 

I protest  I was  a little  discomposed.  Ludlow  had  almost 
sueceeded  in  making  the  oíd  lady  formidable,  and  I entered 
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upon  tlie  interview  with  no  apparent  emotion,  indeed,  but  with 
a slight  imvard  fluttering  of  tne  spirits. 

I found  her  ladyship  seated  in  state,  with  a set  and  formal 
face,  assunied,  doubtless,  to  daunt  me  ; but  it  had  a directly 
contrary  effect.  It  recalled  my  self-possession. 

Richard  Fréeman,” — she  said,  and  hesitated. 

I approachcd,  bowing  profoundly.  44  I wish,  madam,  I might 
crave  the  honour  of  hearing,  for  the  first  time  in  my  lifc,  and 
from  your  lips,  my  real  ñame.” 

44  Sir,”  she  exclaimcd,  angrily,  and  scanncd  me  with  an  uncer- 
tain  eye  that  avoided  mine,  44  your  schoolmaster  has,  at  least, 
taught  yon  con fid ence.” 

44  I am  happy  to  hear  it,”  I replied ; 44  I shall,  I fear,  need  it. 
Your  ladyship,  permit  me  to  hope,  has  no  intention  of  teaching 
me  shame.” 

44  Insolen t ! ” 

44  No,  madam,  not  so,”  and  I stood  erect  before  her.  44  Why, 
but  to  disgrace,  to  humiliatc,  to  degrade  me,  have  you  com- 
mitted  me  to  the  indignity  of  submission  to  a cobbler  ? No, 
madam,  you  shall  not  teach  me  shame.” 

44  Child,”  replied  her  ladyship,  44  and  proud  child  that  you 
are,  it  was  with  no  sucli  intention  that  that  calling  was  provided 
for  you.  Circumstances  alone  rendar  it  imperativo  that  you 
should  be  so  disposed  of.” 

44  Calling  ! ” 44  Disposed  of ! ” ph rases  my  young  stomach  was 
too  high  to  bear. 

44  Madam,”  said  I,  44  since  — so  Ludlow  tells  me  — thesc  cir- 
cumstances are  not  to  be  made  known  to  me,  T must  be  allowed 
to  objcct  to  the  calling  they  point  out,  and  the  disposition  of 
me  they  enforce.” 

66  How,  boy  ! ” said  Lady  Masón,  angrily,  but  there  was  a 
softened  sorrow  in  her  eye  which  I noted  well,  66  do  you  daré  to 
repeat  the  threat  you  lield  out  to  Ludlow  ?” 

44  No,  madam  ; because  I am  sure  it  is  unnecessary.  You 
destined  me  for  something  better  when  I was  ignoránt  and 
would  have  been  contented  with  something  worse.  You  must 
not — let  me  say  so — you  must  not  condenm  me  to  this,  having 
made  me  worthy  of  a higher  station.” 

She  offered  no  reply,  but  sighed  heavily,  covering  her  face 
with  her  handkerchief.  44  Let  me  be  for  a few  minutes,”  she 
said,  at  length ; “ I will  consider.  Would  to  God  you  had 
never  been  born  ! ” 

fc4  Of  such  inexplicable  and  invisible  parents,”  I added,  men- 
tally,  as  I retired  from  before  her.  44  Oíd  Mother  Freeman, 
manifestly,  was  worth  a score  of  such  enigmatical  kindred.” 
After  a quarter  of  an  hour’s  cogitation,  she  recalled  me. 
cc  I have  been  turning  over  in  my  mind  your  objections  to  the 
course  of  lite  I had  designad  for  you,”  she  said,  “ and  1 think 
something  better  may  be  done  for  you.  But  I must  not  be 
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hurried.  Indeed,  at  present  I know  not  how  I can  serve  you. 
Return  to  your  employment.  Be  a good  and  obedient  boy,  and 
perhaps  in  a few  montíis — 

64 1 will  troublc  you  no  more,  madam,”  said  I,  impatiently  ; 
44  neither  will  I fulfil  the  threat  I held  out  last  night  to  Mr. 
Ludlow.  I will  pursue  my  own  course,  and  it  shall  not  lie  in 
the  direction  of  a cobbler’s  stall.” 

44  Stay  ! ” cried  her  ladyship,  recalling  me ; 44  that  must  not 
be.  Oh  ! how  cruel  is  my  situation  ! Even  you,  Richard,  did 
you  know  it,  would  pity  me.” 

And  so  I did,  to  see  the  tears  trickling  down  that  venerable 
face  ; but  I would  not  show  that  I did.  It  occurred  to  me, 
however,  that  Burridge’s  advice,  as  to  supplication  on  a bent 
knee,  miglit  be  worth  adoption  for  once.  1 advanced,  therefore, 
and  was  about  to  throw  myself  at  her  feet. 

44  Oh,  madam,  hear  me  ! ” 1 began  ; but  the  ghastly  expres- 
sion  of  her  fea  tu  res  arrested  me.  She  was  gazing  intently,  it 
seemed,  at  something  behind  me.  I turned  — a lady  stood  be- 
fore  us. 

She  was  a majes  tic  woman,  of  fine  proportions.  Iler  feat  ures 
were  prominent  and  handsome ; her  complexión  was  light,  and 
singularly  clear  ; and  her  eyes  were  large,  grey,  and  lucid. 

She  smiled,  observing  our  confusión,  and  gently  tapped  her 
arm  with  her  closed  fan.  I thought,  when  she  did  smile,  1 had 
never  seen  a sweeter — rather,  a more  gracious  lady. 

44  Your  ladyship  has  a youthful  suitor,”  she  remarked. 

Lady  Masón  at  last  found  her  voice.  44  Ludlow’s  nephew,” 
she  said.  44  Go  away,  my  good  boy  : I will  think  of  your  appli- 
cation,  and  let  your  únele  know  my  rnind  upon  it.11 

44  Mr.  Ludlow’s  nephew  ! — indeed  ! ” crien  the  lady.  44 1 did 
not  know  he  had  onc.” 

1 bowed,  and  was  retiring.  As  my  glance  met  hers,  there  was 
a slight  parting  of  the  lips,  and  an  elevation,  scarce  perceptible, 
of  the  eyebrow,  and  then  the  same  enchanting  smile. 

I approached  the  door.  Ludlow  was  there,  thrust  bodily  into 
the  room,  one  hand,  half  clenched,  raised  to  his  head,  the  other 
outstretched  with  an  upturned,  crooked  finger.  His  face  — it 
was  not  so  much  like  a face  as  a mask — all  eyes  and  teeth,  and 
eyebrows  to  the  verv  wig.  Scizing  me,  when  I carne  within 
hand-gripe,  he  pulled  me  out  of  the  apartment,  and  hurrying 
me  down  stairs,  huddled  me  and  himself  into  his  own  room,  the 
door  of  which  he  locked. 

44Wcll,  Dick,”  said  he,  in  a liasty  and  excited  manner,  as 
soon  as  he  could  get  his  breath,  44  Myte  is  prepared  to  receive 
you,  and  is  anxious  to  see  you.” 

44  So  it  seems,”  I replicd,  44  and  impatient  too,  orwhydid  you 
hale  me  down  stairs  in  that  extraordinary  fashion  P Who  is  the 
beautiful  lady  above  ? ” 

44  Beautiful,  do  you  cali  her  ?”  cried  Ludlow  : 44  she  beauti- 
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ful ! She  may  be  ; but  well  do  I know  — too  wcll  do  I know 
— that  beauty  and  goodness  don’t  always  go  together.'*1 
<c  Well,  but  who  is  she? ” I repeated. 

65  She  is  a woman,  Richard — líush  ! harlc ! — Going  so  soon  ?n 
He  listened  intently.  There  was  a rustling  in  the  hall,  the 
street-door  was  opened,  and  closed  presently.  cc  Thank  God, 
she  \s  gone  ! ” said  he.  “ Who  is  she,  did  you  ask  ? She  ’s  a 
woman  who  bates  me — as  she  bates  the  devil,  1 was  going  to  say 
— but  him  she  loves  — a woman  who  thinks  1 have  already  too 
mucli  encroached  upon  tny  lady’s  goodness,  and  who,  knowing 
you  are  my  ncphcw — ” 

“ Which  she  does  not  know,”  said  I. 

<c  She  thinks  so,  and  would  strive  to  injure  me  and  you — ” 

<c  That  is  not  likely,”  I exclaimed,  interrupting  him.  “ Do 
you  mean  to  say  ” — a thought  suddenly  struefc  me — u that  lady 
is  connected  with  me,  Ludlow.” 
u No,”  he  replied,  promptly. 

My  looks  repeated  the  question. 
íc  C)n  my  soul,  she  is  not-'” 

“ Who  is  she,  then  ? What  is  her  ñame  ? ” 
ic  Perdition  seize  me  and  the  lies  I am  forced  — driven  to  ut- 
ter  ! ” cried  Ludlow,  violently  ; “ but  ^Oí/shall  not  make  me  tell 
thern.  What  is  she  or  her  ñame  to  you?  It  is  Bellamy.” 

“ Is  she  married  ? ” I inquired. 

<c  Yes,  and  has  a n unieron s family  — young  masters  and 
misses,  as  proud  as  their  motlier.  She  lives  in  St.  James’s 
Square.  What  more  ? ” 

“ Is  she  related  to  Lady  Masón  ? ” 

<c  No  more  than  you  are  to  her,”  he  answered. 

I would  have  procccdcd,  but  he  was  called  away  to  attcnd  liis 
mi  stress.  He  returned  with  a sprightly  air. 

u Good  news,  my  boy,”  said  he.  “ Her  ladyship  is  delighted 
that  I have  obtained  a situation  for  you  with  Mr.  Myte.  She 
allows  that  it  is  more  suited  to  your  education  and  prospecta 
than  the  other.  And  she  promises,  and  hade  me  tell  you  so, 
that  within  tliree  months  you  shall  be  made  acquainted  with 
everything.” 

1 was  fain  to  acquiesce,  and  professed  myself  contented.  And 
so  I was, — if  the  resigna tion  which  springs  from  necessity  may 
be  called  by  the  ñame.  There  was  mucli,  nevertheless,  in  Lud- 
io w\s  variable  manner  and  intactible  speech  (so  to  express  my- 
self) that  might  well  have  awakened  suspicion.  But  1 was  ever 
the  most  credulous  of  mortals,  after  the  first  heat  of  incredulity. 

As  we  trudged  along  towards  Myte’s  liouse,  Ludlow  enlarged 
upon  the  virtues  and  estimable  qualities  of  that  gentleman,  tell- 
ing  me  that  he  was  one  of  the  best  of  husbands,  fatliers,  and 
fricnds  ; that  he  was  ric.h,  good-natured,  and  generous.  lie 
told  me  also  that  I should  not  want  money  ; that  he  himsclf 
would  supply  me  ; that  my  evenings  would  be  at  my  own  dis- 
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posai ; and  tliat  1 might  see  as  much  life,  and  onjoy  as  nmch  of 
it,  as  I pleased.  All  this  was  especially  gratifying,  and  disposed 
me  to  think  much  less  of  my  paren  ts,  and  a great  deal  more  of 
myself.  I fear  I did  not  think  enough  of  Ludlow’s  kindness. 

Wc  were  admitted  into  an  office,  where  we  discovered  a 
rather  elderly  gentleman  seated  at  a low  desk.  He  aróse  at  our 
approach, — that  is  to  say,  he  got  upon  his  legs,  an  act  which 
might  have  contributed  to  his  former  height  some  two  inches. 
Ludlow  was  a man  of  small  stature  and  proportions  ; but  he 
was  a giant  to  Myte,  who  was  as  diminutive  as  a man  can  be 
well  supposed  to  be  who  is  not  deformed.  His  face  was  ex- 
tremely  fair,  firesh,  and  plump,  with  a nose  like  a parrot’s  beak, 
and  eyes  of  a similar,  lateral,  roguish  gravity.  A mouth  like  a 
little  O,  and  a ílight  of  china  leading  down  to  his  breast-bone, 
complete  the  picture. 

‘‘And  so  you 've  brought  him  with  you,”  he  said,  casting  a 
sidelong  ogle  tovvards  me. 

“ Yes,  liere  he  is,  sir,”  replied  Ludlow. 

“ Getting  towards  sixteen,  you  said,”  returned  Myte.  “ Tall 
of  his  age  — up  in  the  air  — one  of  the  sky-sweepers.  Do  you 
know,  Jeremiah,”  turning  to  Ludlow,  whom  he  took  by  the  coat, 
“ when  I was  his  age,  my  grandmother  thought  I should  have 
made  a shoot  upwards,  ancl  whenever  the  thought  entered  her 
hcad,  (and,  by  the  way,  thoughts  very  seldom  carne  there,  and 
never  stayed  more  tlian  two  minutes,)  she  made  me  march 
under  her  cañe,  which  she  placed  horizontally  against  a line 
she  liad  markod  on  the  wainscot.  I did  it  clean  for  three  years, 
when  the  oíd  lady  lost  heart,  saying  I should  do  for  a Smith- 
field  droll.” 

Ludlow  forced  a griin  smile.  “ She  was  mistaken,”  said  he. 

“ None  of  your  jeers,”  cried  Myte.  “ Come,  what  is  your 
nephew's  ñame  ? ” 

“ Freeman,”  said  Ludlow  ; “ Richard  Freeman.” 

“Richard  Freeman,  — and  a very  good  English  ñame  too. 
Free  man — it  has  an  oíd  British  sound  with  it.  Eli  ? what  ? 
Just  listen  to  this,  Jeremiah  Woful,”  and  with  a thcatrical  air 
he  repeated, 

“ c I am  as./rce  as  nature  first  made  ni(iny 
Kre  the  base  laws  of  servitude  began, 

When  wild  in  woods  the  noble  savage  ran!’ 

That ’s  John  Dryden  — one  of  his  Almanzor  flights;  and  I ’ve 
heard  Bettcrton  roll  and  thunder  it  out — I have.  You  may 
laugh,  young  gentleman,”  addressing  me,  “ but  you  liad  not 
laughed,  had  you  heard  Betterton.  Why,”  nudging  me  confi- 
dentially,  “ I have  lent  Bettcrton  money.” 

“ And  he  repaid  you,  I have  no  doubt,”  said  Ludlow. 

“ Repaid  me  ! — ay,  that  he  has,  a thousand  fold.  I saw  him 
in  all  his  best  parts.” 
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“ lie  rcpaid  you  in  moncy,  I mean*”  observed  Ludlow.  “ I 
llave  heard  he  was  a man  of  lionour.” 

u The  very  soul  of  honour,”  cried  Myte.  ÉC  Who  could  think 
of  that  man’s  body?  I llave  got  his  bond,  Jeremiah,  and  I 
would  not  part  with  his  signature  for  twenty  times  the  sum  lie 
signed  for.*  Rut,  get  you  gone;  Ricardo  and  1 shall  much 
better  understand  each  other,  and  much  sooner,  without  you.” 
So  saying,  he  pushcd  him  out  of  the  door. 

44  That  únele  of  yours,  Ricardo,”  he  said,  returning  to  me, 
Ci  is  the  most  sad-looking  person  tliese  eyes  ever  lighted  upon.” 

“ A very  grave  man,  indeed,  sir,”  I answered. 

44  Grave? — grievous — a face  as  much  as  to  say,  4 Whosedog  ’s 
dead,  that  I may  come  and  liowl  over  it  ? 9 No  cause,  no  cause ; 
well  to  do,  well  to  do.  That  is  why  I cali  him  Jeremiah  Woful.” 
44  Indeed,  sir,”  said  I,  somewhat  amu  sed  by  this  original. 

* Myte  only  does  justice  to  Betterton  when  he  calis  him  “ the  very  soul  of 
honour.”  A man  more  deservetlly  respected  never  trod  the  stage.  lt  is  to  be 
hoped  that  the  bond,  of  which  the  íittle  man  s])eaks,  was  a cancelled  one,  or  for  n 
small  amount,  for  Betterton  died  without  a fartliing.  Steele,  at  the  conclusión  of 
a Tatler  he  wrote  in  commemoration  of  the  funeral  of  this  great  actor,  after  ahigh 
eulogy  of  his  merit,  says,  The  montion  I liave  here  ¡nade  of  Mr.  Betterton,  for 
whom  I liad,  as  long  as  1 liave  known  anything,  a very  great  esteem  and  gratitud© 
for  the  píeosme  he  gave  me,  can  do  him  no good  ; but  it  may  possihly  beof  Service  to 
the  unliappy  woman  he  has  left  beliind  him  to  liave  it  known  that  this  great  trage- 
dian  was  never  in  a scene  half  so  moving  as  the  circumstunces  of  his  affairs  creatcd 
ut  his  departure.  His  wife,  after  an  intercourse  of  forty  years  in  the  strictest 
amitv,  has  long  pined  away  with  a sense  of  his  decay,  as  well  in  his  person  as  his 
Íittle  fortune,  and  in  proportion  to  that,  she  has  lierself  decayed  both  in  health  and 
reason.  Iler  hnsband’s  death,  added  to  her  age  and  infirmities,  would  ccrtainlv 
have  determined  her  life,  but  that  the  greatness  of  her  distress  has  been  a relief,  by 
a presen t deprivation  of  her  senses.** 

This  wonderful  performer  was  horn  in  1G35,  carne  upon  the  stage  in  1G5G,  and 
continued  on  it  with  the  greatest  repntation  more  than  fifty  years.  líe  died  Ápril 
28,  1710,  a few  davs  after  he  liad  played  (at  the  age  of  7 ó •)  the  arduous  part  of 
Melantius,  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher’s  play  of  The  Maid’s  Tragedy. 

Colley  Cibber  says,  — “ Betterton  was  an  actor,  as  Shakspeare  was  an  autlior — 
l>oth  without  competitors ; formed  for  the  mutual  assistance  and  illustration  of 
each  other’s  genius.  How  Shakspeare  wrote,  all  men  who  have  a taste  for  Natura 
may  read  and  know ; but  with  what  higher  rapture  would  he  still  be  rcad,  could 
they  conceive  how  Betterton  played  him.  * * * Could  how  Betterton  spoke  be 

as  easily  known  as  what  he  spoke,  then  might  you  see  the  M use  of  Shakspeare  in 
her  triumpb,  with  all  her  beauties  in  her  bestarray,  rising  into  real  life,  and  charm- 
ing  all  beholders.  But,  alas  1 since  all  this  is  out  of  the  reach  of  description,  how 
shall  I show  you  Betterton  ? Should  I teil  you  that  all  the  Othellos,  Ilamlets, 
Hotspurs,  Macbetlis,  and  Brutuses,  whom  you  may  have  seen  since  his  time,  have 
fallen  short  of  him,  this  still  would  give  you  no  idea  of  his  particular  exeellence.'* 
Booth,  himself  no  oommon  actor,  who  knew  him  only  in  his  decline,  used  to  say 
that  he  never  saw  him  on  or  oíF  the  stage  but  he  learned  something  from  liim  ; and 
frequently  observed  that  Betterton  was  no  actor;  that  he  put  on  his  part  with  his 
clothes,  and  was  the  very  man  he  undertook  to  he,  and  notliing  more.  So  exnct 
was  he  in  following  nature,  that  the  look  of  surprise  and  horror  he  assumed  in  the 
character  of  Hamlet  astonished  Booth  (when  lie  lirst  personated  the  ghost)  to  such 
a degree,  that  he  was  unable  to  proceed  with  his  part  for  some  moments. 

Pope,  inanswer  to  a question,  said,  Yes,  I rea Uy  think  Betterton  the  best  actor 
I ever  saw  ; but  I ought  to  tell  you  at  the  same  time  that,  in  Betterton's  days,  the 
older  sort  of  people  talked  of  Harte ’s  being  his  superior,  just  as  we  do  of  Bcttertoirs 
being  superior  to  those  now.” 

There  is  a portrait  of  Betterton  (said  to  be  a fine  one)  by  Pope,  in  tlic  possession 
of  the  Earl  of  Mansfield. 
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44  Yes,  indeéíi,”  he  replied.  44  I have  ñames  for  all  my  ac- 
quaintances.  But  you  are  looking  for  something  to  do.  Do  you 
like  active  employment  ? ” 

44  I have  no  doubt  I shall,  sir,  when  I become  used  to  it.” 

44  That  won’t  be  while  you  ’re  here,”  returned  Myte.  u Look 
you,  my  ingenuous  young  friend,  I sell  hóuses  when  I have 
houses  to  sell,  to  certain  persons, — when  I can  fínd  them  ; and  I 
buy  houses  when  there  are  houses  to  be  bought  from  certain 
persons  who  inay  wish  to  sell  them.  But  at  present  I have 
neither  houses  to  be  sold  nor  persons  to  purchase,  ñor  do  I wish 
to  have.  All  my  business,  therefore,  is  to  do  nothing,  and  look 
as  though  I liad  plenty  to  do  ; and  all  yours  will  be  to  look  as 
though  you  liad  plenty  to  do,  and  do  nothing.’1 

44  An  easy  life,  sir,11  I said,  laugbing. 

44  So  so,  for  that,”  replied  Myte.  44  I ’ve  found  yawning  hard 
work  before  now.  But  you  can  carry  a letter,  and  bring  an 
answer,  and  draw  a bilí,  and  say  I ’m  out  when  I wish  I were 
not  in,  and  all  that  ?” 

64  Oh,  yes.” 

44  And  all  these  tliings  you  solemnly  promise  to  perform  ? ” 

44  I do.1' 

44  And  you  faithfully  engage  to  talk  no  more  tlian  your  tongue 
will  let  you,  and  as  little  good  sense  as  you  can  ; not  4 two  and 
two  niakc  four — two  and  two  make  four,1  in  t he  moral  or  maxim 
way,  for  all  that  I líate ; besides,  I know,  in  moráis,  two  and 
two  often  make  five.11 

44  I promise  all  tliis,  sir.” 

44  Good  lad,  very  good  lad,”  said  Myte.  44  Kiss  that  book,” 
handing  me  a volume  of  the  Tatler.  44  But  come,11  said  he, 
46  let  ’s  go  up  stairs,  and  see  4 Heaven’s  last,  best  gift,’  as  the 
poet  has  it, — the  fair  creation, — three  samples  of  whicli  I have 
up  stairs.  Why,  I Ve  a wife  and  two  daughters.” 

44  Indeed,11  said  I. 

44  Why  indeed  ? you  sliould  have  said,  4 Joy  be  with  you, 
Colbrand,’  for  that  ’s  mi/  ñame.  Mind  that  stair.  That  ’s  been 
two  summersets,  seven  sprained  ankles,  and  bruised  liips  out  of 
number.  1 ’ve  been  thinking  of  having  it  mended  these  twelve 
years.  When  it  comes  to  a broken  leg,  I ’ll  have  the  leg  and  it 
set  to  riglits  together.” 

44  Here,”  said  he,  handing  me  forward,  and  presenting  me  to 
his  wife  and  daughters.  44  Good  people,  I ’ve  brought  you  a 
young  friend,  whom  I commend  to  your  especial  good  offices. 
This,  Ricardo,  is  Mrs.  Myte,  luiown  in  tliis  house  (but  only  so 
addresscd  by  me)  by  the  style.  and  title  of  Flusterina.  My 
love!”  with  assumed  surprise,  44  I once  told  you,  many  years 
ago,  that  I loved  the  very  ground  you  trod  upon,  and  you  ’re 
always  reminding  me  of  it  by  carrying  some  upon  your  face.” 

Mrs.  Myte  appealed  to  her  daughters.  44  Is  my  face  dirty, 
my  loves  ? ” 
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The  young  ladies  smilcd,  and  shook  their  heads.  A slight 
tap  with  the  fau  upon  the  srnull  skull  of  Myte  was  tile  gentle 
pnnishment  meted  out  to  the  delinquent. 

44  And  here,”  continued  Myte,  44  are  Madam  Margaret  and 
Mistress  Martha,*  commonly  callcd  my  Goth  and  Vandal : they 
will  permit  you  to  salute  their  cheeks.” 

The  girls  blushed,  while  I promptly  availed  myself  of  the 
privilege. 

44  And  now,w  said  Myte,  44  since  you  wili  have  plenty  of  lei- 
sure  to  cultívate  the  esteem  of  these  ladies,  let  me  show  yon 
your  dormitory.  You  must  know,”  heresumed,  as  we  ascended 
the  stairs,  46  that  I slept  in  that  room  for  ten  years,  before  I was 
married,  and  I used  to  cali  it — that  ’s  Signor  Tomaso, — ” in  pa- 
renthesis,  pointing  to  a large  cat  which  liad  been  aslecp  on  the 
landing,  but  which  now  carne  forward,  and  placing  its  fore-paws 
upon  Myte’s  knee-pan,  stretched  itself  leisurely, — 44 1 used  to 
cali  it  Paradise,'"  he  proceeded,  44  it  was  such  a snug  room,  till 
the  fire  broke  out,  and  I liad  to  jump  out  of  the  window  into  a 
large  blanket.” 

llaving  taken  me  into  every  room  in  the  house,  commenting 
upon  eách,  and  inquiring  at  intervals  whether  I thought  1 could 
be  comfortable  under  bis  roof,  he  brought  me  back  again  to  the 
drawing-room. 

44  Go  in  there,”  said  he,  44  and  make  interest  for  a dish  of  cho- 
colate. I am  going  to  meet  a gentle  man  at  White’s.”  *f* 

The  ladies  vied  in  their  attentions  towards  me  ; and  I soon 
began  to  feel,  that  if  I were  not  as  happy  as  I could  wish  with 
Myte  and  his  family,  it  would  be  entirely  my  own  fault.  When 
Myte  returned  in  the  afternoon,  he  amused  me  with  his  inno- 
cent  freaks  and  fooleries.  In  the  evening  he  played  upon  the 
íiddlc,  and  made  his  wife  sing  and  his  daughters  dance,  and 
tried  to  sing  hiuiself ; and,  íinally,  would  llave  accomplishcd 
a dance,  but  that  the  poteney  of  a sneaker  of  punch  of  which  he 
had  partaken  had  so  impaired  the  stability  of  his  small  legs,  that 
his  family  judged  it  inexpedient  that  he  should  hazard  the  feat. 
I myself  confess  to  having  seen  two  candles  in  my  liand  when  I 
retired  to  bed ; and  had  Myte’s  disastrous  stair  been  upon  the 
flight  I had  occasion  to  ascend,  I think  it  very  likely  I rnight 
llave  addcd  to  the  list  of  casualtics  in  his  possession# 

• At  tliis  time,  the  appellation  of  Miss  was  only  given  to  girls  not  yet  in  their 
teens,  or  to  indiscreet  and  inconsiderato  young  women.  When  there  wero  two 
sisters,  as  in  the  cuse  of  Myte's  daughters,  the  eider  was  called  IMadam,  the  younger 
IVIistress. 

•f*  Wlio  that  has  read  A «hl ¡son  and  Steele  (and  wlio  has  not  ?)  but  is  familiar 
with  the  ñames  of  White’s  Chocolate  House,  the  St.  James’s  Coffeehouse,  \\rill’s 
Coffeeliouse,  and  the  Grecian  ? White’s  Chocolate  House  was  on  the  left-han<l 
side  of  St.  James’s  Street,  from  Piccadilly  ; but  afterwards  it  was  on  the  other  side, 
and  lower  down  the  Street. 
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Fbw  wlio  stand  at  Charing  Cross,  and  see  the  legislators,  who  in 
lordly  equipage,  or  easy  cab,  on  horseback  or  on  foot,  wend  their 
way  in  crowds,  at  the  hour  of  four  or  five,  to  declaim  and  divide 
upon  the  political  measures  wliicli  agítate  the  day,  trouble  tliem- 
selves  to  picture  the  mighty  difference  between  the  past  and  the 
present, — the  Parliamentary  doings  of  to-day,  and  the  Parliaments 
and  Parliamcntarians  of  an  eider  time.  It  is  worth  while  to  evoke  a 
shadowy  semblance  of  things  that  were  from  amid  the  chaotic  frag- 
menta of  their  antiquity. 

Standing  on  the  same  spot  five  hundred  years  gone  by,  a pilgrim 
on  liis  way  to  the  shrine  of  the  Confessor  might  have  noted  a like 
concourse  of  the  noble  and  the  lowly  crowding  to  the  pulace  of 
Westminster,  where  the  King  held  his  solemn  Parliament,  to  which 
his  liegos  were  summoned  to  aid  and  advise  liira.  But  instead  of  its 
being  long  past  mid-duy,  the  morning-sun  is  scattering  the  dew 
from  the  green  fields  and  hedges  which  stretch  far  away  to  the 
north  and  west  of  the  little  village  of  Charing,  and  our  pilgrim  may 
have  just  reached  the  Cross  by  the  way  across  the  fields,  which  end- 
ed  at  the  high-road  to  Windsor  and  Reading,  hard  by  the  umbrage- 
ous  manor  of  Hyde,  beneath  wliosc  ancient  oaks  the  hogs  of  the 
Abbot  of  Westminster  fatten  on  choice  pannage.  It  is  the  hour  of 
eight  in  tlie  morning  ! The  lordly  barón  prances  to  Westminster, 
surrounded  by  anned  followers,  and  armed  Iiimself.  Sleek  bisliops, 
and  mitred  abbots,  or  their  monkish  proxies,  amble  thither  on  sure 
hackneys,  and  knights  of  the  shire,  stout  burgesses,  and  their  serví- 
tors  swell  the  train.  Of  all  the  men,  perchance,  your  burgher,  ex- 
cept  he  were  a turbulent  Londoner,  looked  upon  this  going  to  Par- 
liament as  an  umnitigated  nuisance;  it  drew  him  from  liis  stall,  or 
shop,  his  wonted  markets  and  stated  fairs,  to  mingle  with  the 
mighty  of  the  land,  with  wliom  lie  liad  few  views  in  coramon ; and 
to  what  end  ? to  give  a reluctant  assent  to  grants  of  subsidies,  and 
in  return  to  pray  remedies  of  grievances  seldom  permanently  re- 
dressed. 

In  the  early  days  of  popular  representation,  wlien  the  people  were 
not  to  say  indifterent  to,  but  at  least  ignorant  of,  the  valué  of  the 
privilege  they  enjoyed,  your  borough  member,  or  kiiiglit  of  the 
shire,  was  caught  by  the  shcriff  with  as  much  difficulty  as  a restive 
sheep  i n a timid  flock.  It  was  not  until  the  wars  of  the  roses  that 
it  bccame  a mattcr  of  import  to  the  Crown  and  nobility  to  pack  the 
Commons  for  their  own  ends.  About  that  time  it  is  that  we  find 
the  Duchess  of  Norfolk  writing  to  her  well-beloved  John  Paston 
that  her  lord  tliinks  it  meet  to  have  the  country  represented  by  his 
<e  own  menial  servants,”  and  commanding  him  to  raise  his  voice  for 
the  return  of  two  such  characters,  Sir  John  Howard,  the  first  peer 
of  his  ñame,  being  one  of  her  nominees.  At  this  same  period,  too, 
when  electors  found  their  votes  were  of  moment,  aróse  tlie  tiuie- 
honoured  practico  of  treating : wlien  Sir  John  Howard  and  Master 
Thomas  Brewis  were  chosen  knights  of  the  shire  for  Suffolk, 
Howard  regaled  his  electors  at  an  expense  of  some  forty-pounds. 
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We  will  not  enumérate  the  oxen,  slieep,  and  calves  consumed,  ñor 
even  the  capons,  pigeons,  and  rabbits  ; ñor  the  cc  barells  of  dobylle 
and  syngel  bere,  besides  Avine  at  the  “ gentelmen’s  lodgings:”  it  is 
enough  to  mark  the  dawn  of  treating.  That  intimidation  carne  to 
the  aid  of  candidates,  who  will  doubt,  in  days  Avilen  every  man  car- 
ried  conviction  at  the  point  of  his  dagger,  or  Irish  knife  ? But  Ave 
are  in  some  measure  anticipating  the  sIoav  work  of  time ; this  much, 
hoAvever,  Ave  may  add,  that  the  €K  menial  servants  of  tlie  great  no- 
bles Avore  the  livexúes  of  their  lords ; let  those  Avho  talk  of  the  an- 
cient  independence  of  the  Commons*  House  picture  to  themselves  a 
bencli  of  nominees  ciad  in  the  colours  and  Avearing  the  insignia  of 
their  several  lords  ! But  to  our  Parliament,  Avhich  Ave  are  about  to 
open  for — the  plesaunce  of  the  reader. 

The  ti  de  of  courtiers  and  commoners  Aoavs  not  from  the  Avest : in 
that  direction  all-devouring  London  hath  not  yet  encroaclied  upon 
the  green  fields  — from  the  cross  at  Charing  you  can  see  here  and 
there  a feAv  buildings,  such  as  the  Hospital  for  Lepers,  dedicated  by 
the  charity  of  certain  Avorthy  Loiuloners  to  St.  James,  — the  low 
Chapel  of  the  Lepers  at  Knightsbridge, — and  nortliAvards,  in  the  far 
distance,  the  buildings  and  gardens  of  the  Lepers  of  St.  Giles  in  the 
Fields ; but  beyond  these,  and  a hovel  or  tAvo,  habitations  there  are 
none.  Fashion  hath  not  yet  an  existence,  and  high  birth  is  too  Avell 
a Avare  of  the  valué  of  stone  Avalls  and  secure  defences  in  such  trou- 
blous  times  to  feel  inconvenienced  by  the  vicinity  of  merchants  and 
traders,  or  by  narroAV  streets.  Your  bishops  dAvell  in  Shoe  Lañe,  or 
elseAvhere  in  the  line  or  precincts  of  Fleet  Street,  excepting  he  of 
Winchester,  Avho  hath  a palace  and  a prison  in  Southwark,  and  the 
Primate,  Avho  reposes  in  his  castellated  manor-house  of  Lambeth. 
The  Percy  rides  AvestAvard  from  Aldgate ; the  Mowbray  from 
Thames  Street ; the  HoAvard  comes  from  Crooked  Lañe,  or  his 
“pore  place  beside  Ratliffe and  such  lords  and  knights  as  llave 
not  “ ynnes”  of  their  oavii,  hang  out  their  shields  at  the  Saracen’s 
Head  in  Friday  Street,  the  FloAver-de-luce  in  Smithfield,  and  the 
many  other  hostelries  of  repute  Avithin  the  liberties  of  London  and 
South  Avark. 

Much  and  long  Avere  both  lords  and  commons  annoyed  by  the  bad 
road,  Avhich  led  from  the  bar  of  the  Temple  to  the  King’s  Palace  of 
Westminster.  To  judge  from  their  petitions,  grievously  complain- 
ing  thereof,  that  Avhich  is  noAv,  as  then,  called  the  Strnnd,  Avas  in 
early  days  little  better  tlian  a continuous  quagmire.  The  folks  of 
the  court,  and  others  having  business  at  the  palace,  represented  to 
EdAvard  the  Second  that  the  road  Avas  so  broken  up,  and  full  of 
holes,  that  ricli  and  poor,  as  Avell  011  horscback  as  on  foot,  passing 
thereby,  received  great  hurt,  and  in  bad  weather  Avere  often  pre- 
vented  from  attending  to  their  business  by  the  depth  of  the  said 
Avay.  The  depth  of  Avhich  they  spoke  Avas,  doubtless,  that  of  the 
soft  mud  ; an  inconvenience  Avhich  it  Avas  endeavoured  to  remedy 
by  ordering  the  householders  on  the  line  to  pave  the  space  before 
their  respective  tenements.  Men,  hoAvever,  took  to  wearing  pattens 
Avhen  they  Avalked,  and  in  time  the  Thames  became  a common  and 
preferable  higliAvay  from  the  city  to  the  Avest. 

Despite  the  indifferent  road,  the  palace  is  reached.  The  open 
space  betAveen  it  and  the  Abbey  is  croAvded  by  stalls  and  booths, 
Avhere  provisions  of  all  líinds,  and  other  Avares,  are  offered  for  sale. 
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While  tlie  King  is  at  the  palace  a raarket  is  lield  there  daily,  for  the 
convenience  of  his  household  and  court.  There  is  much  bustlc  and 
confusión,  and  varied  is  the  assemblage  of  persons;  various  the 
dresses,  from  the  tude  magnificence  of  the  barón  to  the  bare  gar- 
ment  of  the  mendicant  friar,  and  the  shreds  and  patches  of  his  more 
honourable  brother,  the  beggar  without  pretence.  Of  beggars,  per- 
chance  there  may  be  a goodly  number;  it  may  be  the  festival  of  his 
Majesty’s  favourite  saint,  and  the  Treasurer  has  orclers  to  feed  some 
thousand  of  them  in  the  great  hall.  Many  are  the  led  horses,  many 
are  there  piquetted,  as  it  were,  by  the  strong  wooden  palisade  ori- 
ginally  erected  by  Ilenry  the  Third,  to  keep  the  steeds  of  visiters 
from  intruding  into  the  hall.  And  now,  througli  tliis  crowd  of  stalls, 
and  mea  and  horses,  way  is  rnade  for  his  eminence,  the  Cardinal 
Archbishop  and  Chancellor,  who  is  to  open  the  Parliament  by  a 
riglit  proper  speccli : see  ecclesiastical  and  temporal  pomp  com- 
bined ; the  pride  of  the  lofty  priest  struggling  with  assumed  humi- 
lity ; witness  his  cross  and  purse-bearers,  his  chaplains,  and  clerks 
of  chancery,  his  vergel* s,  esquires,  and  long  train  of  servitors,  witli 
what  State  they  sweep  into  the  hall  amid  the  lowly  reverence  of  the 
uncovered  crowd.  Alas ! for  the  days  that  are  gonc ! liow  prosaic 
and  tame  is  the  same  spot  now  ! Oh,  Palace  Yard,  departed  are 
thy  glories,  and  miserable,  most  wretched  thy  array  of  hackney 
cabs  ! 

The  Lords  spiritnal  and  temporal,  and  the  Commons  assemble  to- 
gether,  possibly  in  the  Star,  or  the  Painted  Chamber,  two  apartments 
renowned  in  English  history,  and  which  dated  their  ñames  from  tile 
thirteenth  century.  The  sovereign  seldom  opened  the  proceedings 
in  person ; the  duty  of  stating  the  cause  for  assembling  the  Parlia- 
ment, and  of  addressing  the  members,  belonged  to  the  Chancellor. 
Before  he  begins,  let  us  cast.  our  eyes  over  tlie  mixed  assemblage. 
The  nobles  stand  around,  fully  conscious  of  their  indepcndence  and 
consequence  ; the  clergy  perchance  are  grouped  together,  and  with 
earnest  mien  and  gesturc  are  discussing  the  possibility  of  resisting  a 
threatened  tax  upon  their  revenues,  or  their  avooI, — for  as  yct  Eng- 
land  is  essentiallya  pastoral  country,  and  flocks  and  herds  constitute 
the  chief  wealtli  of  her  clergy.  Among  the  burgesses  may  be  re- 
marked  the  wondering  looks  of  those  who  have  come  from  distant 
parts — the  Ultima  Thule — of  England  : he  of  Carlisle  grasps  a sche- 
dule  or  petition,  which  his  townsmcn  have  deputed  lnm  to  present, 
praying  that  they  may  he  enabled  to  repair  the  walls  of  their  city, 
lately  breached  by  the  Scots,  to  him  and  them  the  main  object  of 
interest  in  attending  this  summons  to  Parliament ; a grave  eider 
from  Newcastle-on-Tyne  has  to  pray  a remission  of  the  annual  farm 
of  his  town,  in  consideration  of  the  ships  which  they  liad  fitted  out 
to  keep  the  sea  towards  Scotland. 

Silence  is  commanded  ; the  Chancellor  enters  the  chamber,  at  the 
door  of  which  proclamation  is  straightway  made  that  no  person,  of 
whatever  degree,  presume  to  go  about  armed  either  in  London  or 
Westminster  during  the  sitting  of  Parliament  — a regulation  more 
lionoured  in  the  breach  than  the  observance  of  it,  witness  the  sw  ords 
and  daggers  in  the  chamber  itself ; and  that  no  boys  or  other  per- 
sons  should  play  at  throwing  the  bar,  or  other  games,  or  daré  to 
bonnet  lionest  folks,  or  steal  their  hats,  within  the  precincts  of  the 
palace,  to  the  manifest  grievance  of  sober  lieges  ; and  thereafter  the 
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Lord  Chancellor  rises  to  declare  unto  the  Prelates,  Lords,  and  Com- 
mons  assemhled,  the  reasons  wherefore  they  are  now  summoned : 
the  said  reason  being,  liowever  much  it  may  be  masked  by  figures 
of  speech  and  sonorous  nothings,  that  his  most  dread  highness,  the 
King,  their  most  gracious  lord,  requires  a subsidy,  may  be  for  some 
idle  progress  to  the  Holy  Land,  whitlier  the  King  of  Frailee  hath 
ordained  to  go  with  his  ec  hooste  ” within  two  years  next  following, 
much  desiring  the  presence,  comfort,  and  aid  of  his  brother  of  Eng- 
land,  which  the  said  brother  eannot  give,  unlcss  his  good  lieges  pro- 
vide  for  the  grievous  charges  to  which  lie  will  of  necessity  be  sub- 
jected  in  fulfilling  so  pious  an  undertaking.  Or,  it  may  be  that 
their  dread  lord  the  King  hath  resolved  to  assert  his  most  just  riglits 
against  his  adversary  of  France,  and  needeth  their  money  and  Ser- 
vice to  restore  him  to  his  own  beyond  sea.  And  now,  how  sweetly 
doth  the  Chancellor  proceed  to  show  the  said  Parliament,  more  espe- 
pecially  the  Commons,  that  a kingly  government  is  the  only  good 
rule  for  high  and  low  ; alleging  on  this  head  many  good  and  profit- 
able  texts  from  Holy  Writ,  in  particular,  perhaps,  the  words  of  the 
Prophet  Ezekiel,  “ Rex  unus  erit  ómnibus demonstrating  unto 
them  that  for  the  due  maintenance  of  such  a government  it  is  ne- 
cessary  for  the  King  to  enjoy  ampie  power,  and  for  his  subjects  to 
be  obedient ; and  that,  for  the  better  support  of  the  royal  power, 
certain  royalties,  prerogatives,  and  divers  other  rights  are,  and  llave 
been  from  of  oíd,  annexed  unto  the  crown.  And  tlien  his  lordship 
exhorteth  them  to  unanimous  counsel  by  the  fable  of  the  body  and 
its  members,  which  he  finds,  as  he  says,  in  Titus  Livius ; and  to 
liberality,  by  showing  them  how  the  good  city  of  lióme  was  de- 
stroyed  by  the  importúnate  and  insatiable  avarice  of  its  citizens, 
partícularly  the  commons.  Happy  times,  when  any  precedent,  whe- 
tlier  found  in  sacred  or  profane  story,  could  be  cast  at  the  heads  of 
a simple  auditory  without  the  risk  of  their  discovering  its  inapplica- 
bility  to  their  own  days  and  exigoncics.  Happy  times,  when  Titus 
Livius  was  the  oracle  and  hand-book  of  statesmen,  and  political 
economy  and  confusión  societies  were  yet  unborn. 

After  the  Chancellor's  address,  the  Parliament  addresses  itself  to 
business.  In  the  medioeval  days  of  which  we  treat  there  was  hap- 
pily  no  división  of  the  liouse  into  two  or  three  par  ti  es,  differing  in 
their  views  of  the  nature  and  spirit  of  the  constitution.  Two  par- 
ties,  indeed,  always  existed — the  favourites  of  the  crown,  and  their 
adherents,  and  those  who  suflered  under  the  wintry  effects  of  dis- 
favour ; but  then  the  wheel  was  continually  revolving,  and  when 
they  who  were  undermost  had  scrambled  into  the  high  places,  they 
soon  convinced  the  monarch  how  greatly  he  had  been  ueceived  by 
his  quondam  fríen d 8,  who  had  only  worked  to  his  dishonour,  and 
the  “ utter  undoing  ” of  his  faithful  people ; the  Tower  and  the 
block  yielded  a temporary  security  to  their,  of  course,  upright  suc- 
cessors,  who  in  due  time  were  to  be  branded  with  the  same  charges, 
and  suffer  the  same  ignominious  fute.  This  absence  of  constitu- 
tional  factions  saved  a great  deal  of  what  is  now  called  debating, 
the  chief  benefit  of  which  is  reaped  by  printers  and  paper-makers. 
There  being  no  speechifying,  Parliaments  seldom  lasted  longer  than 
a few  days,  partícularly  when  held  in  provincial  towns,  for  then  the 
King  would  graciously  take  into  consideration  that  many  of  his 
faithful  subjects  had  come  from  distant  places,  and  would  be  sub- 
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jected  to  great  inconvenience  were  they  detained  for  any  length  of 
time  in  a place  where  such  an  umisual  concourse  of  people  would 
enhance  the  price  of  provisions.  So  the  husiness,  i.e.  the  King’s,  was 
hurnéd  over,  and  the  members  speedily  and  graeiously  dismisscd. 
However,  if  there  was  no  speaking,  there  was  plenty  of  petitioning. 

The  íirst  act  of  our  Parliament  is  the  appointment  of  conimittees 
to  receive  and  report  on  the  merits  of  petilions  from  England,  Ire- 
land,  and  Guienne,  for  we  will  consider  Bourdeaux  and  its  fair  ter- 
ritory  as  yet  belonging  to  the  English  crown.  In  the  next  place  the 
Commons  elect.  their  “ parí  our  ” or  speaker,  who,  on  being  presented 
to  the  Chaneellor  for  his  approval,  craveth,  with  much  fear  and 
trembling,  to  be  allowed  liberty  of  speech,  and  tliat  his  sayings  may 
undergo  the  best  construction ; all  which  is  benignantly  conceded. 
No  mere  form  reader  in  those  days  as  now. 

Now  to  business.  As  the  Commons  know  perfectly  well  that  the 
King's  demand  upon  their  purses  must  be  satisfied,  they  are  entirely 
resolved  to  get  something  in  return — if  they  can.  So  they  begin  by 
putting  forth  a very  long  petition  on  very  many  subjects.  Firstly, 
they  pray,  do  these  pore  sympel  Commons/'  that  Holy  Mother 
Church  may  be  maintained  in  her  estáte,  dignity,  liberties,  and  pos- 
sessions.  In  those  days  a deep  religious  feeling  pervaded  all  the 
transactions  of  inca  ; that  it  was  forgotten  in  moments  of  turbulence 
is  unfortunately  most  true,  but  the  more  to  be  pardoned  in  a gene- 
ration  imperfectly  taught. 

After  the  Church,  the  Commons  thought  of  themselves,  and  for 
many  years  one  prayer  of  their  petitions  was  for  the  better  obser- 
vancc  of  the  articles  of  Magna  Cliarta,  which,  always  conílrming,  our 
sovereigns  were  always  endeavouring  to  evade.  Then  our  simple 
forefathers  liad  peculiar  notions  on  the  subject  of  trade,  which  we 
gather  from  repeatcd  remonstrances  against  the  prolonged  stay  of 
foreign  merchants  in  cities  and  towns,  wherein,  to  the  great  horror 
of  the  said  Commons,  they  keep  liouses  of  tlieir  own,  a practice  pro- 
hibited  by  custom  and  ordinances,  which  restricted  their  stay  in  the 
realm  to  forty,  days,  and  obliged  tliem  to  reside  in  the  liouses  of  good 
and  honcst  townsmen,  called  their  “ hosts.”  Moreover,  they  re- 
present  that  the  same  merchants  persist  in  retailing  their  wares, 
instead  of  selling  them  in  gross  to  native  merchants,  whereby  the 
latter  are  cheated  out  of  their  lawful  gains.  Sometimes  the  Com- 
mons met  with  a sharp  reproof  from  the  King,  if  he  were  not  in 
ex  ¿remis  for  want  of  money.  He  would  tcll  them  the  foreigners 
were  useful  to  him  and  the  nobility,  and  that  he  had  no  mind  to 
meddle  with  their  doings.  Now,  although  the  English  were  thus 
anxious  to  engross  the  profits  of  the  rctaii  of  imported  mcrchandise, 
they  had  a religious  horror  of  a middle-man  between  the  native  pro- 
duccr  and  consumer.  They  desired  t.o  buy  their  cloths  and  stuífs 
from  the  manufaeturer  himself ; indeed,  this  feeling  extended  to 
cvcry  nccessary  of  life.  Forestalling  and  retailing  in  these  respeets 
were  held  to  be  heinous  oílences,  and  were  prohibited,  under  severe 
penalties,  by  municipal  ordinances,  if  not  by  acts  of  Parliament. 
Petitions  on  these  subjects  occasionally  gave  rise  to  scenes  which 
were  very  characteristic  of  the  times,  but  do  not  agree  with  modern 
notions  of  the  dignity  of  Parliamentary  proccedings.  We  will  give 
one  as  an  ex  ampie. 

During  the  reign  of  Richard  the  Second,  the  Mayor  and  Aldermen 
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oí’  London  aceused  tlie  fish-salesmen  of  Billingsgate  of  seizing  all 
fish  the  moment  it  reached  the  market,  and  selling  it  at  an  exorbitant 
rate,  w'hile  they  paid  the-  fishermen  who  brought  it  just  what  it 
pleased  them  to  give,  generally  very  little.  But  the  poor  folio ws, 
said  the  Londoners,  were  glad  to  get  even  that  little,  and  afraid  to 
ask  for  inore,  for  fear  of  being  maltreated  by  the  sturdy  and  arro- 
gant  men  of  Billingsgate,  who  were  further  charged  with  leaguing 
together  to  keep  fish  at  an  unreasonable  price  ; with  using  dorsers, 
or  baskets  for  the  baek,  in  whicli  fish  was  both  earried  and  mea- 
sured,  of  fraudulent  make,  and  with  many  other  oflences  practised, 
to  the  grievous  damage  and  deception  of  the  Lords  and  Commons. 
The  accusers  and  aceused  appeared  before  Parliament,  and  the  Chan- 
cellor  called  upon  the  fishmongers  for  their  defence.  Then  Nicholas 
JExton,  the  spokesman  of  Billingsgate,  who  afterwards  rose  to  be 
Mayor  himself,  prayed  the  King  to  take  him  and  his  fellows  into  bis 
royal  protection  and  safeguard,  for  they  dreaded  that  bodily  harm 
would  befall  them  in  the  city,  and  the  more  because  they  were  ac- 
eused, not  for  the  general  good  of  the  realm,  but  through  hatred, 
rancour,  and  envy  only.  To  tliis  the  Mayor  replied,  “ that  that 
which  was  done  by  him  and  his  was  done  for  the  general  good  of 
the  Lords  and  of  all  the  realm,  as  experience  would  shortly  prove, 
by  God's  aid."  And  as  to  the  fishmongers'  drcading  scdition,  and 
that  bodily  harm  raight  happen  them  in  the  city,  he  said,  e<  I make 
bold  to  say,  that  never  at  any  period  of  my  life  hatli  the  commonalty 
of  the  city  been  in  greater  unity,  love,  and  concord,  savc  only  with 
these  fishmongers,  who  are  leagued  together  to  support  their  extor- 
tions  and  oppression  of  the  people ; and  I undertake,  at  all  peril, 
that  good  peaee  shall  be  maintained,  unless  the  same  fishmongers 
begin  'riot  and  folly/  for  which,  as  ’tis  said,  they  prepare  daily.” 

The  parties  were  commanded  to  keep  the  peaee  towards  each 
other,  on  pain  of  forfeiture:  it  was  intimated  to  the  fishmongers 
that  the  King  would  receive  them  into  his  special  protection,  and 
that,  if  they  eonsidered  themsclv^s  aggricved  by  the  petition  exlii- 
bited  against  them,  they  might  complam  thereof. 

Then  out  spoke  Walter  Sybille,  one  of  the  aceused.  “For  God's 
salce,  my  lords,  give  me  a hearing.  It  is  a thing  not  unknown  to 
you  all,  how,  heretofore,  some  of  the  persons  here  presen t,  who  are 
our  chief  accusers,  were  by  command  of  the  deeeased  King,  whom 
God  assoile,  taken  and  imprisoned  for  certain  trespasses  with  which 
they  were  charged,  at  which  time  the  principal  officers  of  the  city 
who  executed  the  King's  mándate  were  of  our  tradc  and  livery  of 
fishmongers.  And  for  that  cause  only,  and  ancient  hatred  and  ran- 
cour conceived  against  us,  they  now  sue  for  our  destruction,  and  to 
deprive  us  of  our  franchise  and  liberty,  anciently  granted  unto  us, 
and  eoníirmed  by  the  noble  Kings  of  Kngland  ; -wherefore  we  have 
the  greater  need  to  have  good  surety  for  the  peaee  from  them  and 
their  abettors.” 

To  this,  John  More,  the  mercer,  replied,  — “ Walter  Sybille,  the 
good  folies  of  this  city  are  strong  enough  to  maintain  the  peaee 
against  you  all,  unless,  indeed,  you  again  bring  into  this  city  the 
commons  of  Kent  and  Essex,  as  you  lately  did  in  the  traitorous  sedi- 
tion.”  Master  More  hereby  alluded  to  the  rising  of  W at  Tyler.  Then 
said  Walter,  “ I pray  you,  my  lords,  that  John  ¡More  be  ordered  to 
repeat  the  words  he  has  spoken,  to  the  end  that  that  which  so  highly 
concerneth  my  honour  may  be  clearly  understood.” 
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“ My  lords,”  returned  John  More,  “I  did  not  say  expressly  that 
it  was  so ; but  I do  say  that  tlie  common  report  and  speech  in  our 
city  is,  that  John  Horn,  fishtnonger,  and  Adam  KarlilJ,  of  JLondon, 
were  in  the  said  sedition  the  first  and  principal  counsellors,  com- 
forters,  abettors,  and  exciters,  that  the  commons  of  Kent  and  Essex, 
lately  traitorously  levied  and  assembled  against  the  King  and  his 
realm,  should  approach  and  enter  into  the  city.  And  that  the  said 
Walter  was  the  first  and  principal  hinderance  unto  William  de 
Walleworthe,  then  Mayor,  and  divers  other  persons,  loyal  lieges  of 
our  lord  the  King,  that  they  could  not  at  that  time  cióse  the  gates  of 
the  city  ñor  raise  the  bridge,  ñor  defend  the  same  city  against  the 
said  traitors,  although  the  said  William  de  Walleworthe  and  others 
endeavoured  much  so  to  do.  And  I pray  you  that  this  may  be  in- 
quired  into  by  honest  folks  of  the  city,  and  I think  that  which  I 
llave  uttered  will  be  found  true.” 

The  inquiry  he  sought  was  ordered ; its  result,  however,  has  not 
descended  to  us.  This  is  a fair  specimen  of  the  recriminatory  dia- 
logues which  from  time  to  time  took  place  in  the  Parliament 
Chamber. 

The  other  subjects  of  the  pctitions  of  the  Commons  were  usury, 
which  they  termed  invariably  íf  an  abhominable  and  mortall  sinne," 
and  prayed  that  the  practisers  of  it  might  be  condignly  punished ; 
for,  as  tliey  observe  on  one  occasion,  through  unrestraincd  indul- 
gence  in  it,  u the  virtue  of  charitv,  withont  which  no  one  can  be 
saved,  is  almost  all  lost  in  the  land.”  But  the  great  subject  on  which 
the  attention  of  the  representatives  of  a pastoral  country  centred  was 
the  staple  of  wool.  Into  this  matter,  all  important  to  our  sheep- 
feeding  forefathers,  but  now  forgotten  by  all  but  the  antiquary,  we 
have  no  room  to  enter.  Their  petitions  relatad  to  the  erection  of  a 
staple  or  market  in  this  town, — the  removal  of  it  from  another ; and 
they  would  contain  grievous  plaints  against  the  Flemings  for  disho- 
nest  dealings,  and  evading  statutory  and  staple  regulations. 

These,  and  various  other  deinands,  are  answered  by  the  King  ac- 
cording  to  his  situation  at  the  time.  On  some  points  he  would  be 
further  advised  ; to  others  he  gives  a peremptory  refusal ; and  the 
clauscs  of  the  pctition  being  disposed  of  seria tim , the  “ pore  ” Com- 
mons come  at  last  to  the  grievous  necessity  of  granting  his  Majesty 
a supply.  This  was  seldom  done  without  discussion ; but  the  good 
folks  were  anxious  to  get  back  to  their  homes  and  business,  and 
therefore  made  short  work  of  it.  They  granted  perhaps  a fifteenth 
of  all  moveable  goods  to  be  paid  within  three  years,  or  the  ninth 
sack  of  wool  to  be  levied  within  the  same  period.  For  this  aid,  his 
Majesty  graciously  condescends  to  return  thanks ; and  nothing  fur- 
ther being  required  of  them,  the  said  knights,  citizens,  and  burgesses 
are  ordered  to  sue  out  writs  for  their  expenses,  and  return  home; 
the  Parliament  being  dissolved,  or  mayhap  only  prorogued,  by  rea- 
6on  of  the  pestilence,  or  because  of  the  approach  of  harvest,  when 
knights  of  the  shire,  and  the  good  abbots  and  priors  would  fain  be 
at  hume,  to  follow  in  the  steps  of  the  reapers  of  their  crops,  and  sce 
that  the  golden  produce  is  securely  garnered  in  their  homesteads. 

Besides  the  sort  of  business  ubovc  described,  the  time  of  an  an- 
eient  Parliament  was  greatly  taken  up  by  the  presentation  of  peti- 
tions from  private  individuáis,  praying  its  interference  in  cases 
which,  at  the  prcsent  time,  would  very  properly  form  the  subjects 
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of  actions  at  law  or  suits  in  equity.  Indeed,  with  respect  to  many, 
such  proceedings  were  directed  by  the  King's  answcr ; to  others, 
evasive  replies  were  given. 

Besides  this,  in  the  House  of  Lords  some  variety  was  imparted  to 
their  usual  tone  of  business  by  the  creation  frora  time  to  time  of  a 
Peer,  whom  the  King  would  present  with  the  charter,  gird  with  the 
sword,  and  invest  with  the  robes  of  his  new  estáte,  in  a full  assembly 
of  the  House. 

Sometimos  the  deliberations  of  both  Houses  would  be  interrupted 
by  riots  among  the  servitors  and  people  eongregatcd  about  the  place 
of  their  assembly  ; and  it  occasionally  happened  that  attempts  were 
made  to  assassinate  members  themselves.  We  have  given  a specimen 
of  one  of  the  many  unseemly  dialogues  which  took  place  before  Par- 
liament ; and  an  appropriate  seque]  to  it  will  be  some  account  of  the 
murderous  assault  on  Lord  Cromwell  in  1450,  the  twenty-eighth 
year  of  Henry  the  Sixth.  The  reader  shall  have  it  in  the  very  words 
of  the  petition  of  the  Commons'  House.  After  stating  the  very  ob- 
vious  reasons  wherefore  the  King  should  maintain  the  due  adminis- 
tration  of  justice,  for  lack  of  which  many  disorders  had  arisen,  they 
add,  “ and  specially  now  of  late,  where  that  many  great  Lords  of 
your  Council,  by  your  high  commandment,  were  assembled  in  your 
Council-house,  called  the  c Sterre  Chambre,'  within  your  palace  at 
Westminster,  the  28th  day  of  November,  in  the  twenty-eighth  year 
of  your  reign,  you  being  at  that  time  in  your  high  and  royal  court 
of  Parliament:  there  carne  the  same  day  one  William  Tailboys,  late 
of  South  Kymc,  in  the  county  of  Lincoln,  squire,  named  and  noised 
for  a common  murderer,  manslayer,  rioter,  and  continual  breaker  of 
your  peace,  of  great  malice  imagincd  and  forethought,  witli  a great 
company  of  riotous  people  arrayed  with  jacks,  salets,  swords,  and 
glaives,  in  manner  of  war,  for  to  have  murdered  and  slain  Ralph 
Lord  Cromwell,  one  of  the  Lords  of  your  Council,  then  being  there, 
and  the  said  Lord  Cromwell  had  like  to  have  been  there  murdered 
and  slain,  and  many  great  inconvenients  like  to  have  fallen.  The 
which  great  riot  thus  done  in  the  form  aforesaid,  is  one  of  the 
greatest,  heinous,  and  most  odious  riots  that  hath  been  seen  in  your 
time,  or  in  the  time  of  your  progenitors,  and  most  perilous  ensample 
to  all  misdoers  and  rioters,  if  that  this  be  not  openly,  duly,  and 
straitly  punished : of  which  riot  and  offence,  by  the  said  William  so 
done,  in  your  said  Parliament,  we  your  Commons  of  this  your  realrn, 
in  this  your  present  court  of  Parliament  assembled,  accuse  and  ap- 
peach  the  said  William  Tailboys.'* 

This  Ralph  Lord  Cromwell  was  the  same  wlio  was  made  Cham- 
berlain  of  Frunce  at  the  coronation  of  Henry  the  Sixth.  Tailboys 
was  committed  to  the  Tower ; but,  instead  of  being  duly  “ hangyd 
and  heddyd,"  as,  notorious  manslayer  that  he  was,  he  deserved,  the 
Commons  mcrcly  prayed  that  he  might  not  be  liberated  un  til  he  had 
found  good  sureties  to  keep  the  peace  ! To  this  the  King  replied, 
that  he  would  be  further  advised.  Eventually,  this  “ common  mur- 
derer ” wras  knighted,  became  a stanch  adherent  of  the  unfortunate 
Henry  in  his  disastrous  strugglc  with  the  faction  of  York,  and  w as 
one  of  the  few  who  accompanied  him  in  his  still  more  disastrous 
flight  to  the  north,  after  the  battle  of  St.  Albans.  All  that  we  can 
say  of  his  further  career  is,  that  after  the  battle  of  Towton  Field  he 
fled  into  Scotland, 
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Tiie  líame  bestowed  by  modera  parlance  upon  the  waiting  or  tire 
woman,  denotes  youth  and  jauntiness.  The  very  word  “ maid " 
seeins  to  anticípate  the  qualifying  adnon íe  of  <c  fuir  " or  pretty,”  as 
natural  ly  as  in  the  polite  circles  of  Austria  the  word  “ frau  ” receives 
the  prefix  of  “ guadigej”  and  though  it  must  be  admitted  tliat  tootli- 
less  and  grey-haircd  wives  and  widows  often  pass  under  the  general 
designation  of  ladies’  maids,  it  is  still  held  an  essential  distinction  of 
lady's  maidism,  to  possess  a pleasing  exterior. 

Tlie  lady '8  maid  is  the  flower  of  the  domestic  establishment, — the 
Proserpine  of  the  lower  regions, — the  élé gante,  whose  graces  of  mind 
and  manncrs  bewilder  the  minds  of  the  footraen,  to  wlioni  with  su- 
percilious  scorn  she  delivers  the  orders  of  her  principáis,  — a stum- 
bling-block  in  the  eyes  of  venerable  butlers,  as  María  in  tliose  of 
Malvolio, — and  a target  for  the  merry  jests  of  the  servants*  hall. 

The  lady's  maid  is  my  lady’s  shadow  ; a parody  upon  the  clicf- 
(Virtivre  of  eleganee.,  to  whose  cast-oíT  clothes,  airs,  and  graces,  she 
has  the  honour  to  succeed.  Though  ivorn  to  the  bone  by  the  la- 
bours  of  ofiice,  — though  deprived  of  her  rest  by  my  lady's  dissipa- 
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tion,  and  of  licr  meáis  by  my  lady’s  selfishness,— tliough  liarassed  by 
flaws  of  temper  and  caprices  of  taste,  there  is  a species  of  one  and 
indivisibility  between  the  mistress  and  maid,  characteristic  of  the 
umbrageous  nature  pointed  out.  An  instinctive  esprit  clu  corps 
unites  the  daughter  of  Eve  who  washes  the  laces,  and  is  to  inherit 
them,  with  the  daughter  of  Eve  who  wears  tliem  in  her  pinners. 

Against  my  master,  or  my  lord,  on  the  other  hand,  the  lady’s  maid 
cherishes  an  equally  intuí  ti  ve  antipathy.  Even  my  master’s  own 
man, — nay,  even  the  fauiily  butlcr  and  coachman  docs  she  detest  as 
dependencies  of  <c  master.”  “Master”  is  a tyrant,  — master  is  a 
nuisance, — master  is  never  satisfied, — master  is  always  complaining 
of  the  manner  in  which  his  linen  is  starched,  or  left  unstarched ; 
and  master’s  shirt-buttona  have  twice  as  great  an  aptitude  to  come 
off  as  any  other  gentleman’s.  And  then,  master  keeps  sueh  hours  ! 
Master  goes  to  bed,  and  rises  earlier  than  can  be  accounted  for  on 
any  other  principie  than  that  of  matrimonial  contrariety.  Master 
comes  into  my  lady's  dressing-room  in  dirty  boots ; or  sets  down  his 
flat  candlestick  on  a new  cap.  Master  is  full  of  fancies,  sucli  as 
liaving  his  newspapers  ironed  ; and  worrets  people  out  of  thcir  lives 
about  keeping  dinner,  or  the  horses  waiting.  According  to  the 
lady’s  maid  there  is  no  end  to  the  peccadillos  of  “ master.” 

Not  but  that  my  lady  has  her  faults  too.  My  lady  is  sadly 
thoughtless  and  heedless,  and  seems  to  think  that  people  have  twen- 
ty  pair  of  hands,  and  no  need  of  rest  or  recreation.  But  she  is  sucli 
a good  ereature,  after  all ! And,  if  it  were  not  for  having  such  a 
brute  of  a husband,  she  would  be  such  a sweet-tempered  lady.  Ah  ! 
poor  thing ! if  people  only  knew  what  they  were  about  when  they 
married  ! The  lady’s  maid  s wears  she  would  not  change  her  situa- 
tion  for  anything  that  anybody  could  offer  her ; that  is,  her  situa- 
tion  in  life. 

As  regards  her  vocation,  it  must  be  admitted  that  she  enjoys  pe- 
culiar advantages.  Other  slaveys  occupv  the  post  of  Tantalus.  The 
butler  is  no  wise  privileged  to  be  the  better  for  the  wine  he  is  de- 
canting,  or  the  píate  he  is  cleaning ; or  the  gardener  for  the  pines 
or  peaches  he  is  forcing.  But  if  the  task  of  the  lady's  maid  be  an 
etcrnal  smoothing  of  coats,  and  darning  of  pinholes,  she  has  at  least 
a vested  interest  in  the  fruit  of  her  labours.  The  lawn  kercliief,  or 
brocaded  mande,  will  one  day  be  lier  own ; and  the  young  hcir 
who  watches  the  growth  of  his  father’s  plantations,  is  not  more  per- 
sonally  interested  in  their  well-doing  than  the  lady’s  maid  in  the 
safe  packing  of  her  lady's  imperials  and  chaise-seat. 

The  lady’s  maid  is  usually  an  hysterical,  nervous  personage ; her 
constitntion  broken  by  irregular  rest  and  irregular  diet.  Addicted  to 
novéis  and  green  tea,  she  is  not  aware  that  her  tender  hypochondri- 
acism  is  the  result  of  swallowing  her  dinner  whole,  to  he  in  time  for 
dressing  my  lady  for  her  daily  arive ; and  of  restless  nights,  spent  in 
watching  at  the  dressing-room  window  for  the  return  of  my  lady's 
carriage  from  the  hall.  On  the  contrary,  she  admits  that  she  is  a 
poor,  weak-spirited  ereature ; but  swears,  likc  Cassio,  that  she  <f  liad 
it  from  her  m other.” 

It  is  a strange  thing  that,  howbeit,  we  all  admit  the  difficulty  of 
being  a hero  to  one's  valct  de  chambre , or  an  ángel  to  one’s  lady’s 
maid, — every  lady  insists  upon  the  maid  being  an  ángel  to  her  lady. 
The  mistress  has  a right  to  be  en  déshabiUe  at  certain  hours  of  the 
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day, — the  maid,  never.  The  inaid  must  be  ahvays  presentable,  — 
always  srniling.  Curl-papers  are  warning,  and  a slipshod  foot  dis- 
missal  without  a character.  Whether  in  drawing  my  lady's  curtain 
at  dead  of  niglit,  or  undrawing  it  at  daybreak,  she  must  be  lirée  ¿i 
quatre  épinglcs , and  neither  look  fatigued  or  restless,  or  sick,  or 
sorry.  A weary  eye,  or  a palé  face,  would  condemn  lier  to  hear 
that  u her  healtli  was  not  equal  to  lier  situation  for  with  the  ex- 
ception  of  an  inquisitor  of  Spain,  there  are  few  things  more  cruel  in 
their  nature  than  a fine  lady. 

Having  laid  it  down  as  an  axiom  that  a lady's  maid  is  simply  her 
lady's  shadow,  it  isalmost  unnecessary  toadd,  that  there  are  as  many 
varieties  of  ladies*  maids  as  of  roses  and  geraniums  : serious  ladies' 
maids,  fashionable  ladies'  maids,  ladies'  maids  on  their  prefcrment, 
flirting  ladies'  maids, — and  so  forth.  The  serious  lady's  maid  ispret- 
ty  sure  to  be  privately  married  to  the  butler,  or  to  have  a weakness 
for  the  under-footman.  The  fashionable  lady’s  maid  is  above  such 
vulgarisms  ; talks  of  the  circle  she  moves  in,  andgoes  to  the  Germán 
opera.  The  lady’s  maid  on  her  preferment,  converts  my  lady's  cast- 
off  satins  and  guipares  into  cash,  and  talks  of  her  property  in  the 
funds  ; while  the  flirting  lady's  maid  converts  them  to  her  own  use; 
has  a correspondence  with  one  of  the  young  gentlemen  at  Howell 
and  James’s,  which  does  not  prevent  her  lending  an  ear  to  a tliou- 
sand  tender  nothings  whcn  the  house  is  fu  11  of  dandies,  masters  and 
men,  for  the  hunting  and  shooting  season. 

Most  of  those  flutterlings  of  the  basement  story  dote  upon  London 
and  the  season.  Despite  their  vigils  and  weary ings,  they  love  the 
stir  and  movement  of  that  sunny  period  wlien  my  lady's  diamonds 
emerge  from  their  morocco  cases,  and  every  day  brings  lióme  some 
new  dress,  bonnet,  or  cap,  creaking  up  the  backstairs  in  the  milli- 
ner's  basket.  They  love  the  noise,  glitter,  and  outlay  of  such  a time. 
They  delight  in  gauds  of  silver  and  gold,  and  all  the  intertangle- 
ments  of  pink,  blue,  and  lilac,  devised  by  liaberdashers  for  the  per- 
dition  of  the  feinale  kind.  A new  riband  distracts  them  as  a vacant 
riband  the  sovereign. 

The  Drawing  Room  is  the  grand  event  of  the  lady's  maid.  My 
lady  looks  so  vcry  sweet  in  her  feathers,  lappcts,  and  farnily  dia- 
monds ; and  the  real  lady  is  never  more  distinguishable  from  the  up- 
start  than  in  her  train  and  point ! An  unusual  flush  mandes  on  her 
chcek  as  she  indulges  in  the  plebeian  vice  of  gazing  out  of  the  win- 
dow  upon  the  departing  chariot,  with  its  well-wigged  coachman, 
and  pair  of  standard  footmen,  alikc  as  the  two  Antipholi,  or  as  Dro- 
mió  and  his  fac-$imiley  to  the  very  buckles  in  their  shoes,  or  bou- 
quets  in  their  button-holes.  She  is  conscious  of  liaving  despatched 
my  lady  to  go,  see,  and  conquer ; and  is  proud  that  the  labour  of  her 
hands  should  figure  in  presence  of  the  court. 

Though  selectly  select  in  lier  visiting-list,  her  acquaintance  in 
town  is  considerable  ; and  the  best  mansions  in  May-Fair  contribute 
their  quota  of  ladies*  maids  to  lier  wliist-table  on  Opera  nights,  or 
royal  ball-nights,  wlien  she  is  sure  of  getting  rid  of  my  lady  at  an 
early  hour.  The  Dowager  Duchess*s  maid,  on  the  other  hand,  steps 
in  on  Sunday  nights,  her  Grace  being  serious,  and  averse  to  Sabbath- 
breaking,  giving  freedom  to  her  men  and  makl-servants  on,  the 
Lord’s  day.  But  for  her  own  part,  she  is  not  averse  to  the  Parks 
or  Kensington-Gardens  on  Sunday s,  whcn  she  can  secure  a proper 
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escort ; or  a trip  to  Epsom  with  a subscription  carriage,  half-and- 
half  witli  the  Marcliioiiess’s  people,  and  the  Marquisas  champagne 
and  sandwiches  gratis.  She  owns  she  loves  a little  innocent  recrea- 
tion.  Hitherto,  the  lady’s  maid  has  been  described  in  the  single 
number,  and,  consequently,  in  her  most  amiable  form.  But,  when 
two  or  more  ladies'  maids  are  gathered  together  in  one  establish- 
ment,  Ileaven  llave  a care  of  it ! Queen  Bess,  that  shrewdest  of 
legislatresses,  observed  of  her  royal  rival  of  Scotland,  that  “ the  sky 
would  not  bear  two  suns ; ñor  England  two  queens.”  Still  less,  one 
roof  two  ladies*  maids ! From  the  moment  my  young  lady,  or  my 
young  1 adíes  grow  up,  and  require  a maid  of  their  own,  there  is  an 
end  of  the  peace  of  the  establishmcnt.  The  precedence  of  the  case, 
indeed,  takes  care  of  itself ; as  a peer  walks  before  a peer’s  eider 
son,  mamma's  maid  walks  before  the  maid  of  her  daughters.  But 
the  petty  jealousies,  heresies,  and  schisms  hourly  arising  in  the 
honsekeeper's  room,  are  beyond  even  tile  adjustment  of  the  Herald's 
Office.  The  sensitive  creatures  fight  for  every  thing,  and  when 
there  is  nothing  to  be  fought  for,  like  an  Irishman  in  a row,  fight 
for  nothing.  They  are  at  daggers  drawn  for  the  butler's  affeetions, 
for  the  merry-thoughts  of  the  chickens,  for  the  middle  piece  of  the 
toast,  for  the  snuífers,  the  poker,  the  newspaper,  the  date  of  her 
Majesty's  approaching  accouchment,  the  duration  of  the  next  minis- 
try,  and  the  odd  trick.  Bella , — hórrida  bella!  Incessant  wars  and 
riimours  of  war, — tC  war  to  the  curling  irons  ! ” 

At  a fashionable  country  mansión  a visiter  once  picked  up  a letter 
near  the  offices,  eontaining  the  reply  of  the  servants  of  a neighbour- 
ing  nobleman  to  an  invitation  to  a steward’s-room  ball.  “ Mrs* 
Simpkins  would  have  the  honour  of  waiting  upon  Mrs.  Spriggins, 
but  the  young  ladies*  maid  ivas  not  yet  out ." 

This  is  the  heart  of  the  mystery  ! The  sénior  lady's  maid  is  apt 
to  as3ume  airs  of  chaperonship,  — to  play  the  dowager,  — to  rebuke 
over-tricksomeness  of  eostume,  — and  to  cali  flirting  young  valet  de 
chambres  to  account,  and  inquire  into  their  “ intentions.”  The 
júnior  consequently  rebels, — asserts  her  independence,  and  will  not 
be  put  upon.  To  incrimination  follows  recrimination.  “ A few 
words/*  ensue  ; and  if  in  words  <e  the  more  the  merrier,”  the  fewer, 
the  bitterer.  A strife  of  ladies’  maids  is  as  the  wrangling  of  parrots. 
As  in  the  case  of  church  preferments,  tlierefore,  let  all  right-think- 
ing  people  eschew  pluralities. 

But  if  sucli  the  discourse  wlicrc  two  or  more  Englisli  ladies*  maids 
are  concemed,  what  shall  we  say  of  the  envy,  hatred,  malice,  and  all 
uncharitableness,  engendered  in  a house  where  the  dowager  lady's 
rnaid  is  a sobcr,  middle-aged  English  waiting  gctitlewoman,  wearing 
spectaclesin  the  honsekeeper’s  room,  and  a silkfront  every  where  ; and 
the  júnior  a little  French  soubrette,  her  liair  coifféc  en  handeaux , 
while  the  muslin  that  ought  to  have  been  con  verted  into  a cap, 
figures  in  the  shape  of  an  embroidered  apron  ? The  sénior  calis  the 
júnior  a play-actress ; the  júnior  calis  the  sénior  a duenna,  The 
young  ladies  side  with  the  pretty  Mademoi selle  Eugénie,  who  braids 
their  locks  and  crisps  their  ringlets  so  charmingly,  who  assures  one 
that  she  is  gantée  á ravir , and  another  that  she  is  chaussée  comme  un 
ange ; while  the  mamma  naturally  takes  part  with  the  Sobersides, 
who  has  so  much  sympathy  with  her  rheumatism,  and  who  caps 
texts  with  her  while  arranging  the  folds  of  her  turban.  An  ínter- 
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vention  and  non-i  ntervention  war  is  waged  between  the  parties  ; and 
Lord  Palmerston  and  Monsieur  Thiers  are  nothing  to  Mrs.  Small- 
ridge and  Mademoiselle  Eugénie  in  the  punctiliousness  oí*  their  oppo- 
sition. 

Tlie  merry  little  Jemme  de  chambre — (for  a French  lady's  maid, 
though  single,  assumes  the  womanly  designation  withheld  from  her, 
thougli  double,  in  Great  Britain) — the  merry  little  Jemme  de  chambre 
runs  about  the  house,  only  the  more  enlivened  by  the  feud.  11er 
very  work  is  play  to  her,  She  enjoys  the  idea  of  the  young  ladies* 
balls,  even  at  second-hand : a perpetual  course  of  liair-dressing, 
frilling,  flouncing,  and  tying  of  bows,  is  her  beau  ideal  of  the  duties 
of  life.  Provided  " ces  cheres  demoisclles  ” distinguish  themselves  in 
soeiety  by  the  elegance  of  their  dress,  she  is  satisfied.  She  complains 
of  nothing  but  the  want  of  sunshine  and  play-going ; — of  " ce  vi- 
lain  climat”  and  cc  cet  eternel  go-to-shursh.”  Reports  of  Mademoiselle 
Eugénie's  liaving  proposed  a game  of  ecarte  to  the  butler  on  a rainy 
Sunday  afternoon  in  the  country,  at  length,  however,  reaeli  the 
lieads  of  the  family,  and  produce  her  dismissal ; Mrs.  Smallridge 
(who  has  been  reading  Tom  Jones  meanwhile,  with  locked  doors,  in 
her  own  room)  having  signified  that  "matters  can't  go  on  in  that 
way,”  and  that  one  or  other  of  them  must  leave  the  house.  On  such 
grounds  the  dowager  lady's  maid  is  privileged  to  be  authoritative. 
Her  threat  suffices.  Even  in  the  best  regulated  families  she  has 
been  trusted  too  much  behind  the  curtain  to  be  safely  trusted  before 
it.  Off,  therefore,  goes  poor  Mademoiselle ; and  Mrs.  Smallridge 
thenceforward  assumes  airs  of  despotism  in  the  housekeeper's  room, 
such  as  would  not  sit  amiss  upon  the  Shali  of  Persia. 

We  have  asserted  that  it  is  desirable  for  the  lady's  maid  to  be  of  a 
fair  presence.  Rut  this  rule  is  observable  within  limitation.  A lady’s 
maid  may  be  a vast  deal  too  pretty  for  her  place.  We  remember 
one  who  had  indeed  a right  to  the  prefix  of  "fair,”  and  who  was 
fairly  ruined  by  the  distinction.  She  was  one  of  the  many  who, 
from  being  taken  out  of  her  own  situation  in  life,  become  íit  for  no 
situation  at  all, — or,  at  all  events,  become  most  disagreeably  situated. 

A cottagcr’s  ehild,  with  a very  pretty  face,  and  the  very  pretty 
ñame  of  Alice  : certain  sentimental  young  ladies  who  resided  in  a 
cottage  of  gentility  in  the  village,  smitten  with  her  pink  cheeks  and 
flaxen  curls,  selccted  the  poor  ehild  as  a picturesque  object  wliere- 
upon  to  exercise  their  benevolent  propensities.  It  is  observable,  by 
the  way,  that  lialf  the  fair  philanthropists  labouring  in  the  by-ways  of 
human  nature  are  singularly  biassed  in  the  selection  of  their  proté - 
gees,  and  proteger  by  comeliness  and  favour ; whereas  it  is  decidedly 
tlie  ugly  ones  who  are  most  in  need  of  aid  along  the  thorny  places 
of  this  lirambly  world. 

But  little  Alice  looked  so  pretty  over  her  spelling-book  or  sam- 
pler,  in  tile  parlour  furnished  with  muslin  curtains  and  faded  gilt 
card-racks  ! Half  the  time  of  the  morning  visiters  was  taken  up  in 
calling  her  "sweet  dear,”  " lovely  ángel,”  and  asking  her  whether 
she  were  not  ven/  grateful  to  the  kind  young  ladies  who  took  so 
much  heed  of  her  ? The  little  ehild  grew  somewliat  vain  of  all  this, 
unsuspicious  that  she  was  there  only  to  minister  to  the  vanity  of 
others.  She  minded  her  book  a little,  but  the  visiters  more  ; and  at 
twelve  years  oíd  knew  just  enough  to  be  in  the  way  of  the  kind 
young  ladies,  and  out  of  the  way  of  advancement  in  life. 
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Had  she  been  pug-nosed  or  freckled,  and  brought  up  like  other 
iigly  girls  at  the  village-school,  Alice  would  have  learned  scrubbing 
and  plain  work,  and  her  Services  been  eavly  available  in  her  family, 
or  elsewhere.  But  on  returning  at  twelve  years  oíd,  spoiled,  to  the 
cottage,  she  was  good  for  no  nianner  of  thing  but  to  be  scolded. 
She  was  twitted  with  the  whiteness  of  her  hands  and  blackness  of 
her  disposition,  till  her  pretty  blue  eyes  became  of  a permanent  red 
with  crying  ; and  had  not  the  “superior  ” of  a sort  of  Do-the-girls* 
Hall  establishment  advertised  for  a genteel  apprentice,  and  one  of 
the  kind  young  ladies  assisted  her  pupil  into  the  office,  by  way  of 
getting  a troublesome  hanger-on  still  further  out  of  the  way,  the 
poor  girl  would  probably  have  dissolved,  like  Arethusa,  into  a foun- 
tain  of  tears. 

At  the  end  of  her  seven  years'  apprenticeship,  pretty  Alice  was 
prettier  than  ever,  and  almost  as  helpless.  She  had  acquired  a 
smattering  of  French,  a smattering  of  fíne  work,  a suiattering  of 
personal  graces,  enotigh  to  make  a lady’s  maid,  yet  not  enough  to 
make  a governess.  Being  a very  good  girl  withal, — gentle-hearted, 
aíTectionate,  modest,  simple,  — she  was  sadly  aíraid  of  becoming  a 
burthen  to  her  parents,  and  eager  to  push  her  way  in  the  w'orld  ; 
and  the  kind  young  ladies,  who  had  now  progressed  into  middle- 
aged  ladies,  remembering  the  former  advantage  of  an  advertisement, 
tried  again.  On  examining  the  County  Chronicle,  “ a genteel  young 
person  ” w as  again  found  wanting  in  the  county  town,  as  attendant 
upon  the  daughters  of  the  rich  banker,  wfhose  villa  and  conservatory, 
kept  at  the  cost  of  the  place,  were  its  pride  and  glory. 

But  after  the  transportation  of  Alice,  with  rnueh  difficulty,  to  be 
examined  as  to  her  qualifications  and  recommendations  by  Mrs. 
Crabstock  in  person,  the  pretty  maid  was  disraissed  unexamined. 
Her  fault  lay  upon  the  surface.  No  need  for  cross-questioning.  She 
was  told  that  she  was  too  young.  The  letter  of  explanation  she 
brought  back  to  the  kind  iniddle-uged  ladies  wras  more  cundid.  Mrs. 
Crabstock  simply  observed,  “ I have  several  sons.” 

The  kind  middle-aged  ladies  accordingly  looked  out  for  a place 
in  a family  as  exclusively  female  as  their  own  ; and  werc  fortúnate 
in  persuading  Lady  Crossgrain,  a wealthy  widow,  with  an  only 
daughter,  to  receive  as  second  maid  a young  person  of  undeniable 
character,  so  well  brought  up  as  to  be  almost  a companion  for  Miss 
Crossgrain.  That  “almost”  was  again  fatal  ! It  was  a severe  wdn- 
ter.  Society  w'as  scarce  at  Crossgrain  Hall.  Pretty  Alice  rvas  ac- 
cepted  as  almost  a companion.  She  was  really  an  acquisition ; the 
simple  girl  was  so  gen uinely  delighted  by  her  young  lady’s  fíne 
playing  and  fine  singing ; and  stood  with  such  untiring  ears  to 
listen ! 

Unluckily,  she  looked  prettier  than  ever  in  that  listening  attitude. 
Since  the  days  of  Ellen  Douglas,  no  one  ever  listened  half  so  charm- 
ingly ; and  when  at  length  there  arrived  from  the  Continent  the  tall 
cousin,  Sir  Jacob  Crossgrain,  who,  it  was  intended  by  her  ladyship, 
should  unite  the  titlc  and  esta  tes  of  the  family  by  an  unión  with  the 
lieircss,  it  became  evident  that  there  was  not  the  slightest  chance  of 
a consummation  so  devoutly  to  be  wished,  so  long  as  Miss  Cross- 
grain’s  coarse  black  locks  were  seen  in  contrast  with  the  silken  curls 
of  Alice,  or  the  high  shoulders  of  the  young  lady  with  the  graceful 
form  of  the  young  lady’s  maid. 
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Poor  Alice  was  consequently  turned  adrift  again ; but,  us  in  eon- 
science  bound,  the  Crossgrains  disposed  of  her  discreetly  with  an- 
other  widow  lady,  where  there  wac  no  daughter  to  be  eclipsed  by 
her  charras.  Witliout  offspring,  however,  to  engross  hcr  attention, 
Mrs.  Meggot  had  scarcely  an  object  on  which  to  bestow  her  affec- 
tions,  saving  her  own  face  in  the  glass ; and  at  three-and-forty  it  is 
no  such  pleasant  thing  for  a crowsfooted  coquette  to  find  a fair 
young  seraphic  visage  perpetually  reflected  over  her  shoulder,  like  a 
inoral  tacked  to  the  last  page  of  a romance.  Nothing  more  easy 
than  to  disco  ver  a seam  awry  in  Alice's  sewing,  and  to  turn  her 
upon  the  wicle  world  again  ! 

So  was  it  everywhere.  JEither  there  were  sons,  brothers,  or  ne- 

Ehews,  whose  hearts  and  the  respectability  of  the  community  might 
e endangered, — or  “missus”  was  of  a jealous  temper, — or  my  lady 
ambitious  of  remaining  the  only  beauty  in  the  house.  Love  followed 
as  naturally  in  the  wake  of  poor  Alicc  as  Cupid  in  tliat  of  Venus  ; 
and  she  would  llave  done  well  to  get  inoculated  with  confluent 
small-pox,  or  tattooed  with  per  manen  t ink. 

It  would  be  painful  to  pursuc  the  career  of  so  sweet  a creature 
through  all  its  griefs  and  grievances.  Alice  is  now,  at  thirty,  and 
sorely  against  her  will,  a chorus-singer  at  a minor  theatre.  • Mise- 
rable as  is  her  pittance,  degraded  her  position,  it  was  impossible  for 
so  meek  a nature  to  bear  up  against  the  insulta  and  hardships  heaped 
upon  her  as  an  over-pretty  Lady’s  Maijo. 


THE  TltOÜBLED  HEART. 

BY  HEINRICH  HEINE. 

TRAN9LATED  FROM  THE  GERMAN  BY  MARY  HOWITT. 

My  heart,  my  heart  is  troubled, 

Yet  joyfully  shineth  May  ; 

I stand,  leaning  Against  a linden, 

By  the  bastión  oíd  and  grey. 

Below  me  fiows  so  calmly 
The  moated-water  blue, 

Where  a boy  fioats  in  his  shallop, 

And  angles  and  whistles  too. 

Beyond  rise  up  so  friendly, 

In  lessening,  bright  degrees, 

Pleasure-houses,  gardens,  and  people, 

Cattle,  and  fields,  and  trees. 

Tlie  maidens  bleach  llieir  linen, 

And  run  in  the  grass  arouud  ; 

The  mill-wheel  scatters  its  diamonds — 

1 hear  its  distant  sound. 

By  the  tower  so  grey  and  ancient 
The  senlry-box  stands  low, 

And  a soldier  there,  red-coated, 

Is  pacing  to  and  fro. 

lie  playeth  with  his  musket, — 

It  gleams  in  the  sun-light  red  ; 

He  prescnts  it  now,  now  shoulders  it : — 

Would  he  would  slioot  me  dead  I 
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OR,  PEKEGRINATI0N3  WITH  UNCLE  TIM  AND  MU.  BOSKY,  OF 
JLITTLE  BRITAIN,  DRYSAI/TER. 

BY  GEORGE  DANIEL. 

“ Dost  thou  think  because  thou  art  virtuous  there  shall  be  no  more  cakes  and 
ale  ? ” — Suaksj’Eaue. 


CIIArTER  XX. 

In  the  narrowest  part  of  tlie  narro w precincts  of  Cloth  Fair  there 
once  stood  a long,  rambling,  low-rooied,  gable-fronted  hostelrie, 
witli  carved  monsters  frightfully  deformed,  and  of  hideous  obesity, 
grinning  down  upon  the  passengers  from  every  side.  Its  exterior 
colour  was  a dingy  yellow ; it  liad  little  antique  casements,  casting 
a dim,”  if  not  a “ religious  light,”  within  ; the  entrance  was  by  a 
low  porch,  with  seats  on  each  side,  where,  on  summer  days,  when 
leaves  are  green,  the  weary  wayfarer  in  the  olden  time  might  breathe 
the  fresh  air  of  the  surrounding  meadows,  and  rest  and  regale  him- 
self!  The  parlour  was  panelled  with  oak,  and  round  it  hung  The 
March  to  Finchley,  the  Strolling  Players,  and  South  wark  Fair,  lialf 
obscured  by  dust,  in  narrow  black  frames,  with  a tarnished  gold 
beading.  An  aneient  elock  ticked  (like  some  of  the  customers  !)  in 
a dark  córner ; on  the  high  grotesquely  carved  mantelpiece  piped 
full-dressed  shepherds  and  shepherdesses,  in  flowery  arbours  of 
Chelsea  china ; from  the  capaeious  ingle  projected  two  woodcn 
arms,  on  which  the  elbows  of  a long  race  of  privileged  oíd  codgers 
had  successively  rested  for  more  tlian  three  centuries  ; the  egg  of  an 
ostrich  tatooed  by  the  flies,  and  a silent  aviary  of  stuíTed  birds,  (mon- 
sters of  fowls  !)  which  had  been  a roost  for  some  liundreds  of  gene- 
rations  of  spiders,  depended  from  a massy  beam  that  divided  the 
ceiling  ; a liigh-backed  venerable  arm-chair,  with  liobin  Iiood  and 
his  merry  men  in  rude  effigy,  kept  its  State  under  an  old-fashioned 
canopy  of  faded  red  arras  ; a large  fire  blazcd  chccrfully,  the  candles 
burned  bright,  and  a jovial  party,  many  of  whose  noses  burned  blue, 
were  assembled  to  celébrate  for  the  last  time  tlieir  nocturnal  merri- 
ments  under  the  oíd  roof,  that  on  the  morrow  (for  improvcmcni  liad 
stalked  into  the  Fair  !)  was  to  be  levelled  to  the  ground. 

“ Gentlemen,”  said  the  President,  who  was  a ros)r  evergreen,  with 
^fair  round  belly,"  and  a jolly  aspect,  man  and  boy,  for  forty 
years,  have  I been  a member  of  the  Robín  Iiood , and  fanned 
down  my  punch  in  this  room ! Wliat  want  we  with  mahogany, 
Frencli-polishcd,  and  fine  chimney-glasses  ? Cannot  every  brotlier 
see  his  good-looking  face  in  a gluss  of  his  own  ? Or  a gas-lamp 
before  the  door,  with  a dozen  brass  burners  ? Surely  our  ‘ ever- 
lasting  bonfire  lights  * will  show  us  the  way  in ! This  profanation 
is  enough  to  make  our  jovial  predecessors,  the  héroes  of  the  Tennis 
Court,  the  Mohocks,  and  Man-hunters  of  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields 
tremble  in  their  tombs ! — Bnt  I don't  see  Mr.  Basky.1* 

It  would  have  been  odd  if  the  President  had  seen  Mr.  Bosky  ; for 
he  sat  wedged  betwixt  two  Corporation  members,  whose  protuber- 
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anees,  broad  shoulders,  and  dewlaps  effectually  obscured  liim  froin 
view. 

cc  Here  am  I,  Mr.  President.” 

“ But  where  is  Unele  Timotliy  ? " 

<f  That,”  replied  tbe  Laureat,  “ can  my  brother’s  wife’s  uncle’s 
aunt's  sister  best  say.  Three  liours  ago  I left  him  on  the  top  of  St. 
Paul’s  ; by  this  time  he  may  be  at  the  bottom  of  the  Thames  Tunnel, 
or  at  Madame  Tussaud’s,  tete-á-téte  with  Oliver  Cromwell,  Napoleón, 
and  Young  Oxford." 

A murraur  of  disappointment  rose  from  the  brethren,  with  a be- 
nediction  on  distant  relations  that  did  not  keep  a hundred  miles  off. 

fC  Gentlemen,"  resumed  the  President,  " * if  sack  and  sugar  be  a 
sin,  God  help  the  wicked  ! ' Since  we  cannot  have  Unele  Timothy's 
good  company,  we  will  have  his  good  hcalth.  Unele  Timotliy,  with 
three  ! '* 

A heartfelt  eheer  made  the  oíd  liostelrie  ring  again. 

Uprose  tile  Laureat — but  a twinkle  from  the  eye  of  the  President 
to  a eovey  of  intelligent  cronies,  on  wliom  the  scarlet  rays  of  his 
countenance  more  intensely  fell,  produced  a supplementary  eheer 
that  shook  the  Cloth-quarter. 

Mr.  Bosky  was  thrown  a little  off  his  balance.  He  paused  — 
flushed — but  his  heart  having  left  his  mouth,  he  replenished  the 
vacuum  with  a bumper,  assuring  the  company  that  they  might  as 
soun  expect  from  him  a long  face  as  a long  speecli.  For  their  kind 
wishes  to  Unele  Timothy  he  thanked  them  from  the  bottom  of  his 
soul — and  glass  ! 

“ Gentleuien,  wlien  the  wrctched  money-grub  retires,  no  regrets 
follow  him  to  his  unsociable  crib  ; nothing  misses  him  but  the  ever- 
lasting  counter,  to  which  cupidity  has  so  long  nailed  his  bird-limed 
fingers.  Ilow  diíTerent  with  a generous  spirit!  with  whom  are  as- 
sociated  the  remembrance  of  happy  liours  snatched  from  the  dull 
realities  of  life  ! This  day  terminates  the  mereantile  carccr  of  our 
worthy  President.  May  he  be  blest  in  his  retirement ! Gentlemen, 
the  health  of  Mr.  Deputy  Doublechin — (no  skylights,  Brother  Bliz- 
ard  !) — upstanding,  with  all  the  lionours  ! " 

The  two  Corporation  members  liaving  taken  “ their  whaek/'  were 
not  to  be  roused  without  a smart  thump  on  the  shoulder.  The  de- 
puty returned  thanks  in  a pleasant  vein. 

“ IVIy  friends,"  he  added,  “ short  reckonings — you  know  the  oíd 
adage — I am  a song  in  your  debt,  and  as  the  one  I now  volunteer 
will  he  the  last  of  the  many  1 have  sung  in  this  cosey  córner,  let  my 
vocal  Vale  be  our  tutelary  freebooter/* 

And  with  full-throated  ease  " this  jovial  impersonation  of  Johu 
Bull  chanted — 

ROBIN  IiOOD. 

Robin  Hood ! Robín  Ilood  ! a lawgiver  good, 

Kept  his  Higo  Court  of  Justice  in  merry  Sherwood. 

No  furr’d  gown,  or  fee,  wig,  or  bauble  liad  he ; 

But  his  bench  was  a verdant  bank  under  a tree  ! 

And  there  sat  my  Lord  of  his  own  good  accord, 

With  his  Eeers  of  the  forest  to  keep  watch  and  ward  ; 

To  arbítrate  su  re  between  rich  and  poor, 

The  lowly  oppress’d  and  the  proud  evil  doer. 
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His  nobles  they  are  without  riband  or  star, 

No  ’scuteheun  have  they  with  a sinister  bar; 

But  Flora  with  lea  ves  them  a coronet  weaves, 

And  iheir  music  is — hark  ! when  the  horn  winds  afar, 

The  chaplain  to  shrive  this  frolicsome  hive 
Is  a fat  curtail  Friar,  the  merriést  alive! 

1 1 is  quarter-stafT,  whack ! greets  a crown  with  a crack  ! 

And,  Hstead  of  rongh  sackcíoth , his  penance  is  sac/c  ! 

The  peerless  in  beauty  rcceives  their  fond  duty, 

Her  throne  is  the  greensward,  her  canopy  flowers  ! 

What  huntress  so  gay  as  the  Lady  of  Muy  ? 

The  Queen  of  the  VVoodlands,  King  Robines,  and  ours  ! 

His  subjects  are  we,  and  His  centuries  three 
Since  his  ñame  first  re-echoM  beneath  this  roof-tree ! 

With  Robín  our  King  let  the  oíd  rafters  ring  1 

They  have  heard  their  last  shout ! they  have  seen  their  last  spring  ! 

And  though  we  may  sigh  for  blythe  moments  gone  by, 

Yet  why  should  we  sorrow,  bold  foresters,  why  ? 

Since  those  who  come  after  their  full  share  of  laughter 
Shall  have,  when  death’s  sables  have  veil'd  you  and  I. 

As  the  club  was  literary  as  well  as  con  vi  vial,  such  of  the  members 
as  the  gods  had  made  poetical,  critica!,  or  historical,  favoured  the 
company  at  these  appointed  meetings  with  their  lucubrations.  Unele 
Timothy's  had  been  antiquarian  and  critica],  Mr.  Bosky's  facetious 
and  vocal : — 

A merry  song  is  better  fur 

Tima  slmrp  lampoon  or  witty  libcl. 

One  brother,  Mr.  Boreum,  who  had  got  the  scientific  bee  in  his 
bonnet,  was  never  so  happy  as  when  he  could  detect  a fauoo  pas  in 
the  sun’s  march,  discover  a new  mountain  in  the  moon,  or  add  an- 
other  stick  to  the  bundle  tliat  has  been  so  long  burthensome  to  the 
back  of  the  man  in  it ! The  evening's  contribution  was  Unele  Ti- 
ro otny's,  The  Second  Part  of  the  Mcrrie  Mysteries  of  Bartlemy  Fair , 
whicn  Mr.  Bosky  having  promised  to  read  with  good  emphasis  and 
discretion,  the  Presidenta  hammer  commanded  silence,  and  he  pro- 
ceeded  with  his  task. 


cnArxEii  xxi. 

The  world  is  a stage ; men  and  women  are  the  players  ; chance 
cornposes  the  piece ; Fortune  (blind  jadel)  distributes  the  parís; 
the  fools  shift  the  scenery ; the  philosopbers  are  the  spectators  ; the 
rich  occupy  the  boxes;  the  powerful,  the  pit;  and  the  poor,  the 
gallery.  The  forsaken  of  Lady  Fortune  snuff  the  candles,  — Folly 
makes  the  concert, — and  Time  drops  the  curtain ! 

In  a half  sportive,  half  melnncholy  mood,  we  record  this  descrip- 
tion  of  the  tragi-comedy  of  human  life.  To  wTeep,  like  Heraclitus, 
might  exalt  us  to  philanthropists  ; to  make  the  distresses  of  mankind 
a theme  of  derísion  would  brand  lis  as  buffoons.  Though  inclinirig 
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to  the  example  of  Democritus,  — for  life  is  too  short  seriously  to 
grapple  with  the  thousand  ubsurdities  tliat  daily  demand  refutution, 
— we  take  the  muidle  course.  Fnr  be  from  us  the  reproach  of  hav- 
ing no  regard  for  our  fellow-men,  or  pity  for  their  errors  ! 

Every  one  views  a subject  in  his  own  way,1  and  according  to  his 
particular  taste  and  disposition.  Some  happy  fancies  can  find 

“ Tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks, 

Serraous  in  stones,  and  good  in  eve^ything.,, 

Such  wouíd  draw  a truth  from  a tumbler,  and  a moral  from  a moun- 
tebank ! 

“Look  through  my  glass/’  says  the  philosopher, — “Through 
ruine,"  says  the  metaphysician.  lt  Will  your  lionour  please  to  take  a 
peep  through  my  glass  ? ” inquires  the  penny  showman.  The  peuny 
showman's  glass  for  our  money  ! 

We  are  not  to  be  lioodwinked  by  liigh-sounding  authorities,  who, 
like  Tom  Thumb,  manufacture  the  giants  they  take  the  credit  of 
killing  ! Bernier  tells  us,  that  whenever  the  Great  Mogul  made  a 
remnrk,  no  matter  how  coininon place,  the  Omrahs  lifted  up  their 
hatuls  and  cried  “ Wonder  / wonder  ! wonder /”  And  their  proverb 
saith,  If  the  Iving  exclaims  at  noon-day,  “ It  is  nightf  yon  are  to 
rejoín,  “ Bchoíd  the  moon  and  stars  ! " 

Curious  reader,  picture  to  yourself  a town-bred  bachelor,  with 
flowing  wig,  brocaded  waistcoat,  rolled  silk  stockings,  and  clouded 
cañe,  marching  forth  to  take  a survey  óf  Bartholomew  Fair,  in  the 
year  1701.  Fancy  the  prim  gentleman  describing  what  he  saw  to 
some  inquiring  country  kinsman  in  the  following  laconic  epistle,  and 
you  will  have  a lively  contemporary  sketch  of  Smithfield  Rounds. 

COUSIN  CORYDON, 

Having  no  business  of  my  own,2  ñor  any  desire  to  meddle  with 
other  people’s,  no  wife  to  chin-music  me,  no  brats  to  torment  me,  I 
dispelled  the  megrims  by  a visit  to  Saint  Bartholomew.  The  fair 
resembled  a camp  ; only,  instead  of  standing  rank  and  file,  the  spec- 
tators  were  shuffled  together  like  little  boxes  in  a sharper’s  Litck-in - 
u-Bag.  With  much  ado  1 reached  Pye-Corner,  where  our  English 
Sampson  exhibited.  Having  paid  for  a seat  three  stories  high  in 
this  wooden  tent  of  iniquity,  1 beheld  the  renowned  Man  of  Kent,3 
equipped  like  an  Artillery  Ground  Champion  at  the  mock  storming 


1  To  view  Niagara's  Falls  one  day, 

A Priest  and  Taxlor  took  their  way  j 
The  Paraon  cried,  while  wrapt  in  wonder, 

And  listening  to  the  cataract’s  tliunder, 

“ Lord  ! how  thy  works  amaze  our  eyes. 

And  till  our  henrts  with  vast  surprise  ! ” 

The  Taxlor  nierely  made  this  note  : — 
u Lord  ! what  u pluce  to  sponge  a coat ! ” 

2 “ A Walk  to  Smith-field  ; or,  a True  Description  of  the  Humours  of  Dartho - 
lomcw  Fair.  1701.*' 

3 « The  English  Sampson,  William  Joy,  aged  twenty-four  years,  was  bom  in  the 
Isle  of  Thanet,  in  Kent.  He  is  a man  of  prodigious  strengtli,  of  which  he  hath 
given  proofs  before  his  Majesty  King  William  the  Third,  at  Kensington,  their 
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of  a castle,  lift  a number  of  wciglits,  wliich  hung  round  hini  like 
bandaliers  about  a Dutch  soldier. 

ct  He  fired  a camión,  and  with  liis  own  strenglli 
Lifted  it  up,  although  ’twas  of  great  length  ; 
lie  broke  a rope  which  did  restrain  two  horses, 

Tiiey  could  not  break  it  with  their  two  joint  forces  ! ” 

I then  jostled  to  a booth,  in  which  was  only  a puppet-show,* 1 *  where, 
for  twopence,  I saw  Jcpthas  rash  Vow  ; or,  The  Virgin1 s Sacrifíce. 
In  I went,  al  most  headlong,  to  Pinkethman*  s Mcdley f to  see  the 
VauÜing  of  the  horse , and  his  famous  wooden  puppets  dance  a mi- 
nuct  and  a ballet.  At  the  Dutch  Womarís  booth,3  the  Wheelbarrow 


Royal  Highnesses  the  Prince  and  Princess  of  Denmark,  and  most  of  the  nobility, 
at  tlie  Theatre  Royal  in  Dorset  Garden.  A°.  1099.** 

“James  Miles,  from  Sadler's  Wells  in  Islington,  now  keeps  the  Gun  Musick- 
Booth  in  Smithfield  Round s,  where  the  Famous  Iridian  Woman  lifts  six  hundred 
weight  with  the  hair  of  her  head,  and  walks  about  the  booth  with  it.” 

Topham , the  Strong  Man,  lifted  tlireo  hogslieads  of  water,  weigliing  1113(5  lbs. 
the  28th  of  May  1741,  in  honour  of  Admxral  Vernon , before  thousands  of  people,  in 
Bath  Street,  Cold-Batli-Fields.  In  his  early  years  he  exhihited  at  Bartholomew 
Fair.  He  united  the  strength  of  twelve  men.  The  ostler  of  the  Virgin’s  Inn 
having  oflfended  him,  he  took  one  of  the  spits  from  the  kitchen  and  bent  it  round 
his  neck  like  a handkercliief ; but  as  he  did  not  choose  to  tuck  the  ends  in  the 
ostler ’s  bosom,  the  iron  cravat  exeited  the  laughter  of  the  company,  till  he  con- 
descended to  untie  it.  He  died  by  his  own  hand,  on  lOth  August  1749,  the 
victira  of  his  wife’s  infulelity. 

The  Wonderful  Strong  and  Surprising  Pcrsian  Dwarf,  tliree  feet  six  inches 
high.  lie  is  fifty-six  years  oíd,  speaks  eighteen  languages,  sings  Italian  songs, 
dances  to  admiration,  and  with  ropes  tied  to  his  hair,  when  put  over  his  shoulders, 
lifts  the  great  stone  A.”  This  <c  great  stone”  is  half  as  big  as  the  little  Sampson 
himself ! 

1 Only  a Puppet  show  ! — Marry-come-up  ! Goodman  Chronicler,  dotli  not  the 
mechanist,  a very  Prometheus,  give  Ufe,  spirit,  and  inotion  to  wlmt  was  a mop - 
stick  or  the  ley  of  a joint- stool  ? 

a u At  Pinkethman,  ¡Mills,  and  Bullock’s  booth,  over-ngainst  the  Hospital  Gate, 
will  be  presented  The  Siege  of  Barcelona,  or  the  Soldier’s  Fortune  ; con  tai  ni  ng  the 
comicul  exploits  of  Captain  Blmiderbuss  and  his  man  Scpiib  ; his  adventures  with 
the  Conjuror,  and  a surprising  scene  where  he  and  Squib  are  enchanted.  Also  the 
Diverting  Humours  of  Corporal  Seare-Dcvil.  To  which  will  be  added,  The  won- 
derful Performance  of  Mr.  Simpson,  the  vaulter,  lately  arrived  from  Italy.  The 
musick,  songs,  and  dances  are  by  the  best  performers,  whom  Mr.  Pinkethman  has 
entertained  at  extraordinary  cliarge,  purely  to  please  the  town.” 

a te  You  will  see  the  famous  Dutch  Woman ’s  side-capers,  uprigkt-Capers,  cross- 
capers,  and  back-capers  on  the  tight  rope.  She  walks,  too,  on  the  slack  rope, 
which  no  woman  but  lierself  can  do.” — “ Oh,  wliat  a charming  sight  it  was  to  see 
Madam  What-d'ye-call-her  swim  it  along  the  stage  between  her  twogipsv  daugh- 
ters  ! You  mighthave  sworn  they  were  of  right  Dutch  extraction.” — A Compari- 
son  hetween  the  Two  Stages,  1702. 

Dancing  on  the  rope  was  forbidden  by  an  order  of  Parliament,  July  17«*  1647. 
The  most  celebrated  rope-dancer  on  record  is  Jacob  Ilall , who  lived  in  the  reigu  of 
King  Charles  the  Sccond.  His  feats  of  agility  and  strength,  and  the  coiiicliness  of 
his  person,  gained  him  universal  patrón  age,  and  charmed,  in  particular,  that  impe- 
rio us  wanton,  the  Duchess  of  Cleveland.  Ilenry  the  Eighth,  in  one  of  his  u Pro- 
gresses  ” through  the  city  of  JLondon,  u did  spye  a man  upon  the  uppermost  parte 
of  St.  Powlo’s  Chnrch  : the  man  did  gambo!,  and  balance  himself  upon  his  head, 
much  to  the  fright  and  dismay  of  the  multitude  that  he  might  break e his  necke. 
On  coming  down,  he  did  tlirow  himselfe  before  the  King  beseecbingly,  as  if  for 
some  reward  for  the  exployt;  whereupon  the  King’shighness.  much  to  his  surprise, 
ordered  him  to  prisou  as  a rogé  and  sturdy  vagabonde.” — Black- Letter  Chronicle, 
printed  in  1565. 
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c lance , by  a little  Flomish  girl  ten  years  oíd,  was  in  truth  a miracle  ! 
A bilí  having  been  tlirust  into  my  hand,  of  a man  and  woman  fight- 
ing  for  the  breeches,1  I had  the  curiosity  to  look  at  this  family  pie- 
ture,  which  turned  out  to  be  the  Devil  and  Doctor  Faustas,2  the 
wifo  representing  the  Devil,  and  the  husband  the  Doctor  I The  tent 
of  the  English  rope-dancers3 4  the  rabble  took  by  storm  ; but  myself 
and  a few  heroes  stood  the  brunt  of  the  fray,  and  saw  the  Laddcr 
Dance , and  excellent  vaulting  on  the  slack  and  tight  rope,  by  Mr. 
Barnes  and  the  Lady  Mar  y * I had  a month’s  mind  to  a tnusick 
booth  ; but  the  rcjbr  maltón  of  manners  having  suppressed  them  all 
but  one,  I declinad  going  thither,  for  fear  of  being  thought  an  im- 
morul  person,  and  paid  my  penny  to  take  a peep  at  the  Creation  of 


“To  the  Cloistcrs*  I went,  where  the  gallants  resort. 
And  all  sorts  and  sizes  come  in  for  their  sport, 
VVhose  sauey  behaviour  and  impndent  air 
Proclaim’d  them  the  subjeets  of  Bartlemy  Fairf 
There  strutted  the  sharper  and  braggart,  (a  brace  1) 


And  there  peep’d  a goadess  with  mask  on  her  face  1 
I view’d  all  the  shops  where  the  gamblers  did  raffle, 

And  saw  the  young  ladies  their  gentlemen  batHe ; 

For  though  the  fine  sparks  might  sometimes  have  good  fate, 
The  sliop  had  the  money,  the  lass  had  the  píate.” 


Thus  ends  the  ramble,  Cousin  Corydon  ! of 

(Thine,  as  thy  spouse's  own,) 

Ingleberry  Griskin. 

Thanks  ! worthy  chronicler  of  ancient  St.  Bartlemy. 

Will  Pinkcí liman  was  a first-rate  comedian.  The  biographer  of  bis 
eontemporary,  Spiller,  saya,  “the  managers  of  the  Haymarket  and 
Drury  Lañe  always  received  too  much  profit  from  Pinkey*s  phiz,  to 
encourage  anybody  to  put  that  out  of  countenance  ! M And  Pope 
referfi  to  one  popular  qualification  that  he  possessed,  viz.  eating  on 
tiie  stage  (as  did  Dicky  Suett , in  after  day s,  Dicky  Gossip,  to  wit !) 
with  great  comic  eífect. 


1 Our  facetious  friends,  Mesar».  Powell  and  Lnffingham,  at  u BooCs  Booth." 

3 In  a Bartlemy  Fair  bilí,  temp.  James  II.  after  the  representation  of  “ St. 
Georye for  England " wherein  is  shovvn  how  the  valiant  saint  u slew  the  venemons 
Dragón,''  the  public  were  treated  with  “ the  Life  and  Death  of  Doctor  Foster , 
(Faustas?)  with  sueh  curiosity,  that  his  very  intrails  turns  into  snuJces  and  sar - 
jiinis  ! " 

3 On  the  top  of  the  following  bilí  is  a woodcut  of  the  u Ladder  Dance  " and  the 

two  Famous  High  Germán  childreñ  " vaulting  on  the  tight  rope.  “ At  Mr. 

Bames’s  Booth,  between  the  Crown  Tavern  and  the  Hospital  Gato,  with  the  Eng- 
lish  Flag  flying  on  the  top,  yon  will  see  Mr.  Barnes  dancing  with  a child  standing 
upon  his  shouldera  ; also  tumbling  through  hoops,  over  liaiberds,  oversixteen  men’s 
heads,  and  over  a horse  with  a man  on.  his  back,  and  two  boys  standing  upright 
upon  each  arm  1 With  the  merry  conceits  of  Fickte  Herring  and  his  son  Punch" 

4 The  Lady  Mary , the  daughter  of  a noble  t tallan  family,  wus  born  in  Florence, 
and  immured  in  a nunnery,  but  eloped  with  a Merry  Andrea who  taught  lier  his 
professional  tricks.  She  danced  with  great  dexterity  on  the  rope,  from  which 
(when  urged  hy  the  avarice  of  her  inhuman  partner  to  exhibit  during  a period  of 
hodily  weakncss)  she  fell,  and  died  instantaneously. 

4 u The  Cloister  in  Bartliolomew  Fair,  a poera,  London,  1707,”  is  a liiglily- 
coloured  picture  of  the  irregularities  there  committed. 
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*4  And  idle  Cibber,  how  he  breaks  the  laws, 

To  raake  poor  Pinkey  eat  with  vast  applause ! ” 

He  was  celebratcd  for  speaking  prologues  and  epilogues.1  He  real- 
ised  a good  fortune  by  his  Puppet-shoiv , and  kept  a booth  at  Bar- 
tholomew  Fair.  Two  volumes  of  (t  Jests”*  bear  his  líame.  Many 
of  tliem  are  as  broad  as  they  are  long.  His  love-letter  to  Tabitha, 
the  fair  Quakeress,  signed  “ Yea  and  Nay , from  thy  brother  in  the 
liglit,”  is  wickedly  joeose. 

Thus  Bartholomew  Fair,  in  1 7H1 , boasted  its  full  complement  of 
mimes,  mountebanks,  vaulters,  costermongers,3  gingerbread  women, 
(“  ladies  of  the  basket ! ")  puppet-shows,  physiognoscopography. 
Punches,4  and  Roast  Pig.5  Rut  its  Drama 6 was  in  abeyance.  The 
élite  of  Pye-Corner,  Giltspur  Street,  and  the  Clotli-quarter,  preferred 
Pinkethman’s  Medley  and  Mr.  Barnes’s  Rope-dancers,  to  The  Oíd 
Creation  of  the  World  New  Revi  ved,  with  the  intrigues  of  Lucifer 
in  the  Garden  of  Edén,  and  Adam  and  Eve  clriven  out  of  Paradise,” 


1 Particularly  44  Tbe  New  Comical  Epilogue  of  Somc-Body  and  No  Bodijo  spoken 
by  way  of  Dialogue  between  Air.  Pinkethman  and  Jubileo  Dicky (Norria,  so 
christened  from  his  playing  Beau  Ciincher  in  Farquhar’s  Trip  to  the  Juhilee.) 

2 44  Pinkethinan’s  Jests,  or  Wit  Refin’d,  heing  a new  year’s  gift  for  young  gen- 
tlemen  and  ladies,  1721,  First  and  Second  Parts.”  A fine  mezzotinto  portrait  of 
Pinkethmun  represents  him  in  a laced  coat  and  a flowing  wig,  holdiug  in  his  hatid 
a scroll,  on  wliich  is  inscribed,  44  Jiidcntibus  arrident  Vultus." 

3 Arohdeaeon  Nares  defines  a costard-monger,  or  coster-monger,  to  bo  44  a seller 
of  apples,  one  who  generally  kept  a atoll.” 

4  44  Here  are  the  rarities  of  the  whole  Fair, 

Fimperle-Fimp,  and  tlie  wise  Dancing  Mare  j 
Here  ’s  Vienna  besicg'd,  a raro  thing, 

And  here  ’s  Punchinello,  shewn  thrice  to  the  King. 

I judies  mask’d  to  the  Cloisters  repair, 

13ut  tbere  will  be  no  rattling,  a pise  on  the  May’r  ! ” 

From  Playford’s  Musical  Cornpnnion,  1701. 

5  44  A Catch — Mr.  Henry  Purcell — 

Ilere  ’s  that  will  challenge  all  the  Fair  : 

Como  buy  my  ñuta  and  damsons,  my  Burgamy  Pear. 

Ilere  ’s  the  Whore  of  Babylon , the  Devil  and  tbe  Pope  : 

The  girl  is  just  going  on  the  ropo. 

Ilere  ’s  Dives  and  Lazarus , and  the  World' s Creation  ,* 

Here  ’s  the  Dutch  Woman , the  like  ’s  not  in  the  nation. 

Ilere  is  the  booth  where  the  ¿all  Dutch  Aiaid  is, 

Here  are  the  boars  that  dance  like  any  ladies. 

Tota,  tota,  tot  goes  the  little  penny  Irumpet , 

Here  ’s  your  Jacob  Hall , that  can  jump  it,  jump  it. 

Sound  trumpet : a silver  spoon  and  fork  ; 

Come,  here  ’s  your  dainty  Pig  and  Pork 

» 44  The  oíd  Droll  Players*  Lamentation,  being  very  pleasant  and  diverting. 

1701.” 

44  Oh  ! mourn  with  us,  all  you  tliat  live  by  play, 

The  Reformation  tnok  our  gains  away  : 

We  are  as  good  as  dead  now  money  ’s  gone, 

No  Droll  is  suflfer’d,  not  a single  one  ! 

Jack  Pudding  now  our  grandeur  doth  exceed, 

And  grinning  granny  is  by  fates  decreed 
To  laugh  at  us,  and  to  our  place  succeed. 

But  after  all,  theso  times  would  make  us  rave, 

That  won’t  let  's  play  the  Pool  as  well  as  Knave  ! ” 
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—<€  J udith  and  Holofernes,” 1 * — “ Di  ves  and  Pan  per/*  — the  “ IIu- 
mours  of  Noah’s  Ark,  or  the  Drolleries  of  the  Deluge,” — “ Jeptha's 
Rash  Vow/' — and  “The  Pleasant  Conceited  Ilistory  of  Abraham 
and  Isaac  ! ” Thesc  Mysteries  were  only  endured  when  tacked  to 
“ a Comick  Dance  of  gigantic  automatons  the  “ merriments  of  Sir 
John  Spendall  and  Punchinello ; Pickle-IIerring  and  Punch.”  Of 
the  multifarious  and  ludicrous  literaíure  of  the  “ Rounds  ” little  re- 
mains.  The  serious  portion  consisted,  as  we  have  shown,  of  sucli 
represen tations  taken  from  Bible  History,  after  the  manner  of  the 
Chester  and  Coventry  Monks,  and  the  aucient  Parish  Clerks  of 
Clerkenwell,  as  were  most  likely  to  beget  an  awful  attention  in  the 
audience ; and  the  comic,  of  detached  scenes  of  low  humour  from 
Shakspere,  and  Reaumont  and  Fletcher,  like  The  Wits or  Sport 
upon  Sport  ” and  “ The  Strollers  Pacquet  Open'd,”— except  when  a 
Smithfield  bard,  “ bemus’d  in  beer/'  ventured  upon  originality,  and 
added  “ Robín  Hood ,3 4  an  Opera,”  and  “The  Quaker' s Opera”*  to 


1 “ To  be  sold  in  the  Booth  of  Lee  and  Harper,  and  only  printed  for,  and  by  G. 
Lee,  in  Blue  Muid  Alley,  Southwnrk.” 

a “ The  Wits,  or  Sport  upon  Sport : being  a curious  collection  of  several  JDrolls 
and  Parces,  asthey  have  heen  sundry  times  acted  at  Bartholomew  and  other  Fuirs9 
in  halla  and  taverns , on  mountebanks’  stages  at  Charing  Croas,  Lincoln' s JnnFields, 
and  other  places,  hy  Slrolling  “Playera,  Fools,  Fiddlers , and  Zanies , withloud  lnugh- 
ter  and  applause.  Now  newly  collected  by  your  oíd  friend,  Francia  Kirkman,  1(>73.” 
The  authnr  says,  in  his  preface  to  the  Second  Part,  “ I have  seen  the  Red  Rail 
Play  house,  which  was  a large  one,  so  full,  that  as  many  went  back  for  want  of 
room  as  liad  entered  ; and  as  meanly  as  you  may  think  of  these  Brolle , tliey 
were  acted  by  the  best  comedians  then,  and  now  in  being.  I once  saw  a piece 
at  a country  t/m,  called  1 Ring  Pharaoh , with  Moscs,  Aaron,  and  some  others  -f  to 
explain  wliich  figures  was  added  this  piece  of  poetry, 

Here  Pharoah,  with  his  goggle  eyes,  does  stare  on 

The  Iligh  Pricst  Moses,  with  the  Frophet  Aaron. 

Why,  wliat  a rascal 

Was  he  that  would  not  let  the  people  go  to  eat  the  Pascal ! 

I believe  he  who  pictured  King  Pharoah  had  never  seen  a king  in  his  life ; for  all 
the  majesty  he  was  represented  with  was  goggle  eyes , that  his  picturo  miglit  be  an- 
swerable  to  the  verse.” 

3 41  Robín  Hood , an  opera,  as  it  ¡s  performed  at  Lee  and  Harper’s  Great  Thea- 
trical  Booth  in  Bartholomew  Fair , 1730.” 

4 u The  Quaker  s Opera,  as  it  is  performed  at  Lee  and  Ilarper’s  Great  Theatrical 
Booth  in  Bartholomew  Fair , 1720.”  This  is  the  story  of  Jack  Sheppard  drama- 
tised,  and  set  to  rouyh  musió  ! It  may  he  gratifying  to  the  curious  to  see  how  the 
adventures  of  this  house  and  prison-breaker  were  44  improved  ” (!  !)  by  a Methodist 
Preaeher  under  the  Piazza  of  Covent  Garden.  c<  Now,  my  beloved,  we  have  a 
remarkable  instance  of  man’s  care  for  his  tabernacle  of  clay  in  the  notorious  male- 
factor Jnok  Sheppard  ! How  dexteronsly  did  he,  with  a nuil,  pick  the  padlock  of 
his  chain  ! how  manfully  burst  his  fetters  ; cliinb  up  the  chimney  ; wrench  out  an 
iron  bar ; break  liis  wuy  througli  a «tone  wall,  till  he  reached  the  leads  of  the  pri- 
son  ! and  then  fixing  a’blanket  through  the  wall  with  a spike,  he  stole  out  of  the 
chapel ! IIow  intrepidly  did  he  descend  from  the  top  of  the  Turner’s  house  ! and 
how  cautiously  pnss  down  the  stairs,  and  malee  his  escapo  at  the  street-door ! Oh, 
that  ya  were  all  like  Jack  Sheppard!  Let  me  exhort  ye,  then,  to  open  the  locks 
of  your  hearts  with  the  nail  of  repentance  ; to  burst  asunder  the  fetters  of  your 
beloved  desires  ; to  mount  the  chimney  of  hope  ; take  from  thence  the  bar  of  good 
resolution  ; break  through  the  stone  wall  of  despair ; raise  yourselves  to  the  leads 
of  divine  meditation  j fix  the  hlanket  of  faith  with  the  spike  of  the  conventicle ; 
let  yourselves  down  the  Tumer’s  house  of  resignation,  and  descend  the  stnirs  of 
humility  ; so  shall  you  como  to  the  door  of  deiiverance,  from  the  prison  of  iniquity, 
and  escape  the  elutehes  of  that  oíd  executioner,  the  Devil.” 
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the  classical  pross  of  Bartholomew  Fair.  Goocl  company  lias  occa- 
sionally  visited  the  et  Rounds.’*  Evelyn 1 went  there,  but  it  was  to 
gape  and  grumble.  In  the  y car  1670  (see  “ Sonic  Account  of  Rachel 
Lady  RusseU,”)  Lady  Russe.ll , with  her  sister  Lady  Northumberland , 
and  Lady  Shqftsbury , returned  from  Bartholomew  Fair  loaded  with 
fairings  íbr  herself  and  children  ! Sept.  1,  1730,  the  t(  Four  Indian 
Rings”  visited  Pinkethman  and  Giífard  ’s  booth,  and  saw  Wat  Tyler  and 
Jack  Straiv.  Sir  Robar l W nípula?  when  Prime  Minister,  starred  and 
gartered,  graced  it  with  his  presen  ce.  Frederick  Prince  of  Wales , in 
1740,  attended  by  a party  of  the  Yeomen  of  the  Guard  with  lighted 
flaiubcuux,  perambulatcd  its  merry  Rounds,  with  Manager  Ric/i  f«r 
his  cicerone  ; and  David  Garrick  and  his  lady,  marshalled  by  the 
bill-sticker  of  Oíd  Drury,  contemplated  its  pantomimical  wonders 
incog. ! On  tendering  his  tester  at  the  Droll  Booth,  the  cashier,  re- 
cognising  the  fine  expressive  features  and  far-beaniing  eye  of  Ros- 
cius,  with  a patronising  look  and  bow,  refused  the  profiered  fee, 
politely  remarking,  €i  Sir,  we  never  take  many  from  onc  another  / ** 

Pinkethman *s  “ Pantheon,  or  Temple  of  the  Heathen  Gods,  consist- 
ing  of  five  curious  pictures,  and  above  one  hundred  figures  that 
move  their  lieads,  legs,  arms,  and  fingers,  in  character,”  long  conti- 
nued  the  lion  of  Bartholomew  and  Southwark  fairs.1 * 3  O11  the  19th 
August,  1?2U,  great  preparations  were  made  against  the  approacliing 
festival.  Stables  were  transmogrified  into  palaces  for  copper  kings, 
lords,  knights,  and  ladies ! and  coek-lofts  and  laystalls  into  enchant- 
ed  castles  and  Elysium  bowers ! The  ostlers,  <(  trade  fallen,*'  be- 
guiled  the  interval  by  excrcisiug  their  pampered  steeds,  and  le- 
vying  contribution  on  such  as  happened  to  be  enjoying  the  puré 
air  of  Hounslow  Hcath  and  Finchley  Common  / Mob  quality  in 
hackney-coaehes,  and  South-Sea  squires  in  their  own,  resorted  to 
Pinkethman *s  booth  to  divert  themsel ves  with  his  <c  comical  phiz,  and 
newly-imported  French  dancing-dugs ” The  mountebanks  were  all 
alive  and  merry,  and  a golden  harvest  was  reaped  in  the  Rounds. 

Other  exhibitions  has  the  saint  had  besides  his  own.  Exhibí  ti  ons, 
as  a nuisance,4  from  that  corpus  sinc  peetore , the  London  common- 

1 “ 1648.  28  Aug{ : Saw  yc  celebrutcd  follics  of  Bartholomew  FuirS*  Which 

follies  were  more  harmless.  in  those.days , tlian  the  solenm  and  sinister  mummery  of 
a Brownist's  conventicte,  a Presbylerian  Synod , and  a Qtuikvrs'  mee  Un  y , 

3 A coloured  print  of  Bartholomew  Fair  in  1721,  copied  from  a painting  on  an 
oíd  fan  mount,  representa  Sir  Kohcrt  Walpole  as  one  of  the  spectators. 

3 Sept.  13,  1717*  Several  constables  visited  Pinkethman’s  booth  in  Southwark 
Fair,  and  apprehended  Finkclhman , witli  otliers  of  his  company^  just  as  they  had 
concluded  a }day,  in  the  presence  of  near  150  noblemen  and  yentlemcn  seated  011  the 
stage.  They  were  soon  liherated,  011  making  it  appear  that  they  were  the  Kiny's 
Servante . The  Prince  visited  the  booth. 

4 In  “A  Facquet  from  Wills,  1701,”  un  actress  ofutlie  Playbouse,”  writing 
to  “a  Stroller  in  the  Country,”  says,  " Aly  dear  II arlequín,  I hoped,  accordiny  to 
custom , at  the  grand  reveis  of  St.  Bartholomew  to  liave  solaced  ourselves  with  roast 
piy  and  a bottle.  But  the  master  of  that  greut  bee-hive,  the  cily,  to  please  the 
cantiny , zealous  hom-hcads,  has  buzzed  ahont  an  order  there  shall  he  710  fair  ! The 
chief  cause,  say  the  reformers,  is  the  profane  drolte  ( Whiltington  to  wit)  that  ridi- 
cule  the  city’s  majesty,  by  hiring  a paunch-hellied  porter  at  half-a-crown  a day,  to 
represent  añ  Alderman  in  a scarlct  yown  ! when  a lenn-ribbed  scoundrel  in  a bine 
jacket,  for  mimicking  a fnol,  shall  have  fortv  shillings  ! **  In  1743,  1750,  1780, 
1798,  1825,  and  1840,  further  attempts  were  made  to  pnt  down  the  fair.  In  1700 
one  Bireh,  (for  whom  St.  Bartholomew  had  a rod  in  piekle  !)  bearing  the  grandilo- 
quent  title  of  Deputy  City  Mar  dial  (! !)  lost  his  life  in  a fray  that  broke  out  be- 
tween  the  suppressing  authorities  and  the  fair  folk. 
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council  ! “ Do  Ilion  amend  thy  face.  ! ” was  the  reply  of  Falstaff  to 

Bardolpli,  wlien  the  owner  of  the  fiery  trigon  ” iníhcted  a homily 
on  that  “ sweet  creature  of  bombasí.”  Huw  much  more  needful, 
sons  of  repletion  ! is  reform  to  you,  than  the  show  man,  who  seldoin 
sees  any  punch  but  his  own;  the  Jaek-Pudding,  who  grins  woefully 
for  a slice  of  his  namesakc ; and  the  “ strong  man,”  who  gets  little 
else  between  his  teeth  but  his  table ! Why  not  be  merry  your  own 
may , and  let  mountebanks  be  merry  t/icirs  ? Are  license  and  excess 
to  be  entirely  on  the  side  of  “robes  and  Jurr'd  gowns  $ ” The  amend- 
ment  of  Bardolph's  face  ( nose  /)  per  se,  was  not  a crying  case  of  ne- 
cessity  ; a burning  shame  to  be  extinguished  with  a zeal  hot  as  the 
“ fire  o*  juniper.”  It  only  bccainc  so  in  conjunction  with  the  reform- 
ation  of  Falstaff’s  moráis  ! Be  your  grace  1 short,  and  your  meáis 
long.  Abate  not  one  slice  of  venison,  one  spoonful  of  turtle.  Be 
the  fat,  white  and  green,  all  your  own  ! But  war  not  with  Funch — 

“ Let  the  poor  devil  eat ; allow  him  that!19 

Curtail  not  ourholiday  Septembrisers  of  their  fair  proportion  of  fun. 

“To  those  sentiments/'  exclaimed  Deputy  Uoublechin,  <f  l most 
lieartily  respond  ! ” 

And  as  the  worshipful  deputy’s  responses,  six  days  out  of  the 
se  ven,  were  wet  ones,  the  punch  and  a glee  went  merrily  round. 

Punchinello’s  a jolly  good  fellow  ! 

Making  us  merry,  and  making  us  mellow. 

In  the  íowl , iu  th efair  too,  a cure  for  dull  care  too ; 

All  ills  tlmt  we  find  flesh  or  skin  and  bone  heir  to  1 

Verily  lie  is  the  spirit  of  glee, 

So  in  him  driuk  ¿o  him  with  tliree  times  thrce ! 

Ilip  I hip  ! once,  twice,  thrice,  and  away  ! 

Punchinello,  /non  a/ni!  a votre  mate. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

“ And  so,  Mr.  M'Sneeshing,  you  never  heard  of  the  ruse  ingeni- 
ously  played  off  by  Monsieur  Scaramouch  ? ” said  the  Laureat,  as  he 
refreshed  his  nostrils  with  a parsimonious  piuch  frota  the  mull  of 
sandy-poled  Geordie,  conchologist  and  confectioner,  from  the  latid 
of  cakes.  And  while  Deputy  Doublechin  was  busy  admiring  a gro- 
tescpic  illumination  in  Unele  Timothy’s  Merric  My  si  cries,  Mr.  Bosky 
favoured  the  compan  y with 

THE  UP-TO-SNUFF  FREN C II  SCARAMOUCH. 

Monsieur  Scaramouch , sharp-set  enough, 

At  a París  dépót  for  tobáceo  and  snufF, 

Accosted  the  customers  every  day 

With  u Pardonnez  moi , du  Taime,  s'il  vous  pláitl1  11 


1 The  Rci\  H . C.  DUlon  (Lord  Mayor’s  chaplain  in  1826)  published  in  1880  a 
u Sermón  on  tlie  ovil  of  fairs  in  general,  and  Bariholometo  Fair  in  particular.” 
Who  would  have  thought  that  this  pious  functionary  liad  been  so  great  a foe  to  the 
fair  ! 

The  folio  wing  odd  combina tions  occur  in  the  title  of  a sermón  published  in  1734. 
ei  The  deformity  of  sin  corad;  a sermón  preached  ut  St.  Michael’s  Crooked  Lañe, 
before  the  Frince  of  Oran  ge.  (the  Princc  was  not  quite  straight /)  by  the  ltev.  J. 
Crookshanks.  Sold  by  Matthew  Dentón  at  the  Crooked  Billet,  near  Crij/j/lvg ate.” 
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He  look’d  such  a gentleraan  every  inch, 

The  Parisians  all  condescended  a pinch; 

Which,  taken  from  Bobadils,  barbers,  and  beaux, 

Went  into  his  pocket — instead  of  bis  nose ! 

Scaramouch  sold,  with  a merry  ha ! ha  ! 

Ev’ry  pinch  to  his  friend,  le  marchand  de  tubuc  : 

Then  buyer  and  sel ler  the  pnce  of  a franc 
To  the  noses  of  all  their  contributors  drank ! 

From  boxes  supplies  carne  abundant  enough, 
lie  breakfasted,  dined,  und  drank  tea  upon  snuíf ! 

It  found  him  in  fuel,  and  lodging,  and  cloaths — 

He  pamperM  the  palate  by  pinching  the  nose! 

An  ell  he  would  take  if  you  gave  him  an  inch, 

In  the  shape  of  a vcry  exorbitant  pinch — 

The  proverb,  All  ’s  iish  to  the  net  that  shall  come, 

Duly  directed  his  finger  and  thumb. 

One  day  a dragoon  en  botine.9  and  three  crosses, 

With  a pungent  bonne  bcmche  carne  to  treat  his  proboscis  ; 

Our  Scaramouch,  sporting  his  lovvest  congte, 

Smird,  “ Pardonnez  moi,  du  Tabacy  s'il  vous  pláit ! ” 

“ Volontiers ,'r  and  his  box,  which,  containing  a pound, 

A reg’ment  of  noses  might  tittillate  round, 

Mars  ofier’d  to  Scaramouch  quick,  with  a bounce ; 

Whose  pinch  very  soon  made  it  minus  an  ounce ! 

11  Coquin  / ” and  a cañe,  that  he  kept  for  the  nonce, 

Of  Scaramouch  threaten’d  the  perriwigg’d  sconce ; 

Who,  fearing  a crack,  while  ’twas  fiourishing  quick, 

Cut  in  a crack  the  drugoou  and  his  stick  1 

“ Had  the  vay-gabond  served  me  the  like  o*  that,”  droned  Mr. 
M‘Sneesliing,  suddenly  rapping  down  the  lid  of  his  mull,  and  look- 
ing  suspiciously  about  him,  to  see  if  there  was  a Scaramouch  among 
the  party  ! ce  I *d  ha*  crack’d  his  croon  ! ” 

Mr.  Bosky*s  reply  all  but  tripped  off  his  tongue.  ’TVas  enviare 
to  the  Scotchman,  so  he  suppressed  it,  and  proceeded  with  the 
Merrie  Mysteries . 

St.  Bartholomcw  was  not  to  be  driven  from  his  B.ounds'*  by  the 
meddling  citizens.  He  kept,  on  a succession  of  brilliant  anniversa- 
ries  from  1700  to  1700,  his  state  at  his  fair.  The  Smilhjtcld  drama 
had  revived  under  the  judicious  management  of  popular  actors ; 1 
the  art  of  legerdemain  had  reached  perfection  in  the  “ surprising 
performances  **  of  Mr.  Fawkes  ;2 3  tvresiüng*  féncing , and  single-slick 


1 44  There  is  one  great  playhouse  erected  in  the  iniddle  of  Smithfield  for  tho 
King's  Playcrs.  The  booth  is  the  largest  that  was  ever  built.” — Dawkes1s  AVtt's- 
letter,  1715. 

2 “ Feb.  15,  1731.  The  Algerine  Amhassadors  went  to  see  Fawkes , who  shew- 
ed  them  a prospeet  of  Algiers,  and  raised  up  an  apple-tree  which  hore  ripe  apples 
in  less  than  a minute’s  time,  of  which  the  company  tasted.” — Gentlcman's  Mag. 
Fawkes  died  May  25,  1731,  worth  ten  thousand  pnunds.  John  Whxte , anthor  of 
44  Arts  Treasury,  and  Hocu»  Focus ; or,  a Kich  Cabinet  of  begerdemain  Curiosi- 
ties,”  was  a noted  conjuror  contemporary  with  Fawkes. 

3 Stow,  lamenting  the  decline  of  tvresiling,  that  used  to  be  the  pride  and  glory  of 
Skinners-Wrell  and  Finsbury  Fields,  says,  u But  now  of  late  yeeres,  tlie  wrestiing 
is  only  practised  on  Bartholomew-day , in  the  afternoone.” 
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fought  their  way  thilher  from  Stokes’s  1 amphitheatre  in  Islington 
Road,  and  Figg’s2  academy  for  full-grown  gentlemen  in  Oxford 
Street,  then  “ Mary-bone  Ficlds  ! " Powell  ’s  puppct-shuw  still  glo- 
ried  in  its  automaton  wonders  ; Pinchbcck*  s musical  clvck  struck  all 
beholders  with  admiration;  and  Tiddy  Dolí 3 4 with  bis  gingerbread 
cocked  hat  garnished  with  Dutcli  gold,  the  prime  oddity  of  the  fair, 
madc  the  “ Rounds 99  ring  with  his  buífooneries.  Araong  the  galaxy 
of  JJartholomew  Fair  stars  that  illumined  this  flourishing  period  was 
The  Right  Comical  Lord  Chief  Joker,  James  Spiller,  the  Mal  o’  the 
Minl  of  the  Beggar’s  Opera,  the  airs  of  which  he  sang  in  a “ truly 
sweet  and  harmonious  tone.,,  His  convivial  powers  were  the  de- 
light  of  the  merry  butehers  of  Clare-Morket,  the  landlord  of  whose 
house  of  cali,  a quondam  gaoler,  but  a humane  man,  deposed  the 
original  sign  of  the  “ JJull  and  Bulcher"  and  substituted  the  head  of 
Spillcr . ITis  vis  cómica , leering  at  a brimming  bowl,  is  prefixed  to 
his  Life  and  Jests,  printed  in  1729.  A droll  story  is  told  of  his  steal- 
ing  the  part  of  the  Cobbler  of  Preston  (written  by  Charles  Jonson,) 
out  of  Pinkethman’s  pocket,  after  a hard  bout  over  the  bottle,  and 
earrying  it  to  Christopher  Bullock,  who  instantly  fell  to  work,  and 
concocted  a farce  with  the  same  title  a fortnight  before  the  rival 
author  and  theatre  could  produce  theirs  ! The  dissolute  Duke  of 
Wharton,  one  night,  in  a frolic,  obliged  each  person  in  the  company 
to  disrobe  himself  of  a garment  at  every  health  that  was  drank. 
Spiller  parted  with  peruke,  waistcoat,  and  coat,  very  philosophical- 
ly  ; but  when  his  shirt  was  to  be  relinquished,  he  confessed,  with 
many  blushes,  that  he  liad  J'orgot  to  put  it  on  ! He  was  a careless, 
wild-witted  companion,  often  a tenant  of  the  Marshalsea  ; till  his 
own  “ IIcad,t  afforded  him  in  his  latter  days  a safe  garrison  from  the 
harpies  of  the  luw.  He  died  Feb.  7,  1729,  aged37.  A poetical 
buteher  of  Clare- Mar ket1  would  not  let  him  descend  to  the  grave 
“ without  the  meed  of  one  melodious  tear.” 


1 a At  Mr.  Stokes’s  amphitheatre;  Islington  Road,  on  Monday,  24th  Jone,  1733, 
1 John  Seale,  Citizen  of  London,  give  this  invitation  to  the  celebrated  Jlibernian 
lloro,  i\lr.  Robert  lhirker,  tu  exert  his  utmosL  ahilities  with  me:  And  I Roberc 
Barker  accept  this  invitation  ; and  if  my  antagonista  courage  equai  his  moñacos, 
glorious  will  l>e  my  coiupiest ! Attendance  at  two;  the  Masters  raoniit  at  tive. 
Vivnt  licx  et  Regina." 

This  is  to  give  notice,  that  to  morrow,  for  a day’s diversión  (!  !)  at  Mr.  Stokes’s 
Amphitheatre,  a mad  bull,  dressed  up  teith  jiretvorks,  will  be  baited;  also  cudgel- 
plaving  for  a sil  ver  eup,  and  wrestling  for  a pair  of  buckskin  breeolies»  Sept.  3rd, 
17*29.  Gallery  seats,  2 s.  (k/.,  2x.,  1*-.  (id.  and  lar.” 

2 Messrs.  Figg  muí  Sutton  fonglit  the  u two  lirst  and  most  profound  ” fencers  ¡n 
the  kingdom,  Messrs.  Holmes  and  Macquire  : Holmes  comiug  off  with  a cut  on  his 
metacarpos  from  the  sword  of  Mr.  Figg.  On  the  3rd  Dec.  1731,  a ]»ri/.e  was  fought 
for  at  the  French  Theatre  in  the  Haymarket,  between  Figg  and  Sparks,  at  which 
the  Duke  of  Iiorraine  and  Count  Kinsi  were  present ; the  Duke  was  iuuch  pleused, 
and  ordered  them  a liberal  grntuity. 

3 A vendor  of  gingerbread  cakes  at  Bartholomew  and  May  Fairs.  Ilis  song  of 
u Tiddy  dolí  lol  lol ! ” procured  him  his  popular  sobrigueé. 

4  iC  Down  tvith  your  marrow-bones  and  cleavers  all, 

And  on  your  marrow-bones  ye  bntchcrs  fall  ! 

For  prayers  from  you,  who  never  prayM  before, 

Ferhaps  poor  Jcmmy  muy  to  lile  restore. 

What  nave  we  done  ? the  wretched  builiffs  cry, 

That  th’  only  man  by  whom  we  liv’d,  should  cüc  í 
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Othcr  luminaries  shed  a radiance  on  thc  “ Rounds.”  Bullock 
(who,  in  a merry  epilogue,  tripped  up  Pinkethman  by  the  heels,  and 
bestrode  him  in  triumph,  Pinkey  returning  the  compliment  by 
throwing  him  over  his  liead).  Mills , (familiarly  called  “ honest 
Billy  Mills ! ” from  his  kind  disposition).  Harpcr  (a  lusty  fat  man, 
with  a countenance  expressive  of  mirth  and  jollity,  thc  rival  of  Quin 
in  FalstafF,  and  the  admirable  Jobson  to  Kitty  Clive's  inimitable 
JNTell).  Hipjñsley  (w  lióse  first  appearance  the  audience  always 
greeted  with  loud  laughter  and  applause).  Chcipman  (the  Pistol 
and  Touchstone  of  his  dayb  Joe  Miller 1 (whose  ñame  is  beeome 
synonyinous  with  good  and  bad  jokes ; a joke  having  ironically 
been  christened  a Joe  Miller , to  mark  the  wide  contrast  between 
jokitig  and  Joe  I).  Hallam  2 (whom  Macklin  accidentally  killed  in  a 
quarrel  about  a stage  wig').  Woodivard , Yates , Shuter / and,  very 
early  in  life,  little  Quick*  Ned  had  a sincere  regard  for  Mr.  JVhit- 


EnragM,  they  gnaw  tlioir  wax,  and  tear  tlieir  writs, 

While  butchcrs>  wives  fall  in  hysteric  fits  ; 

For  sure  as  they're  alive,  poor  Spillcr's  dead  ; 

But,  thanks  to  Jucfc  Legar  ! we  ’ve  got  liis  head. 
lie  was  an  inoifensive,  merry  fellow, 

When  sober,  liipp’d  ; blythe  as  a bird,  when  mellow.” 

For  Spiller’s  benefU  ticket,  engraved  by  Hogarth,  twelve  guineas  llave  been 
given  ! There  is  ayiother , of  more  dramatic  interest,  with  portraits  of  himself  and 
his  wife  in  the  Cobbler  of  Preston. 

1 Tliis  reputed  wit  was,  after  ali,  a moderately  dull  fellow.  liis  book  of  Jests  is 
a joke  not  by  him,  but  upon  him  : a joke  by  Joe  being  considered  la  chose  impossi- 
hlc.  As  an  actor , he  never  rose  to  particular  eminence.  His  principal  parts  were 
Sir  Joseph  lYittol  and  Tcague.  There  are  two  portraits  of  him.  One,  in  the  for- 
mer  character,  prefixed  to  some  editions  of  his  Jests ; and  a mezzotinto,  in  the 
latter,  an  admirable  likeness,  full  of  forcé  and  expression.  The  Jirst  and  second 
editions  of  u Joe  Miller' s Jests"  appeared  in  1739.  They  are  so  scarce  thut  four 
guineas  llave  been  given  for  a copy  at  book  auctions.  From  a slim  pamphlet  they 
liave  increased  to  a bulky  octavo  ! He  died  August  15,  1733,  at  the  age  of  54,  and 
was  buried  on  the  east  side  of  the  churchyard  of  St.  Clement  Danés.  We  leum 
from  the  inscription  on  his  tombstone  (now  illegible)  that  he  was  “a  tender  husband , 
a sincere  friend,  a facetious  compamon , and  an  encellen t comedian .”  Stephen  Duck , 
the  favourite  bard  of  ugood  Queen  Caroline,”  wrote  his  epitaph. 

2 A very  rare  portrait  of  Hallam  represents  him  standing  before  the  stage-lights, 
holding  in  one  hand  a wigy  and  pointing  with  the  other  to  u An  infallible  rcceipc  lo 
make  a tüicked  manager  of  a theatre (amerciless  satireou  Macklin , ) dated  a Ches - 
t er , Aug . 20,  1750.”  A stick  is  thrust  into  his  left  eye  by  one  behind  the  scenes. 
For  this  accident,  which  caused  his  death,  Macklin  was  tried  at  the  Oíd  Bailey 
in  May,  1735,  and  found  guilty  of  manslmighter. 

3 When  actors  intend  to  abridge  a piece  they  sav,  u We  will  John  Audlcy  it  ! ” 
It  originated  thus.  In  the  year  1749,  Shuter  played  drolls  at  Bartholomiw  Fair , 
and  was  wont  to  lengthen  the  exhibition  until  a suflicient  number  of  people  were 
collcctcd  at  thc  door  to  fill  his  booth.  This  cvcnt  was  signilied  by  a Merry  An. 
drew  crying  out  from  the  gallery,  “ John  Audley  / ' as  if  in  the  act  of  inquiry  after 
such  a person,  though  his  intention  was  to  inform  Shuter  there  was  a fresh  audience 
i 11  high  expectation  helow  ! In  consequence  of  this  hint,  the  droll  was  cut  short, 
and  the  booth  cleared  for  the  new  crop  of  iinpatient  expectants!  Shuter  occasion- 
ally  spent  his  evenings  at  a certain  tC  Mendicunts’  convivial  club,”  held  at  the 
Wclch's  Hcatl,  Dyott  Street,  St.  Giles’s  5 which,  in  1638,  kept  its  quarters  at  the 
Thrce  Croicns  in  the  Vintry. 

4 During  one  of  Quick's  provincial  excursions  the  stage-coacli  was  stopped  by  a 
highwayman.  His  only  fellow  traveller,  a taciturn  oíd  gentleman,  had  fallen  fast 
asleep.  **  Your  maney  ! " exclaimed  Turpin's  first  cousin.  Quick,  assuming  the 
dialect  and  manner  of  a raw  country  lad,  replied  with  «tupid  astonishment, 
44  Mooney,  zur  ! únele  there  (pointing  to  the  sleeping  heauty,) pays  for  I,  twinpikes 
and  all ! ” The  highwayman  woke  the  dozer  with  a slap  on  the  face,  and  (in  cías- 
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,/¡cld,  and  often  attended  his  ministry  at  Tottenham  Court  Chapel. 
One  Sunday  morning  lie  was  seated  in  a pcw  opposite  the  pulpit, 
and  while  that  pious,  eloquent,  but  eccentric  preacner  was  earnestly 
exhorting  sinners  to  return  to  the  fold,  he  fixed  his  eyes  full  upon 
Shuter , adding  to  what  he  had  previously  said,  “And  thou,  poor 
Ramble,  {Rambla  was  one  of  Ncd’s  popular  parts,)  who  hast  so  long 
ramblcd , come  you  also ! O ! end  your  ramblings , and  return," 
Shuter  was  pamc-struck,  and  said  to  Mr.  Whitfield  after  the  sermón 
was  over,  “ I thought  I should  llave  íainted  ! How  could  you  use 
me  so  ? ” 

Cow-Lane  and  Hosier-Lane  “ Ends  ” were  great  monster  marts. 
At  the  íirst  dwelt  an  Irish  giaut,  Mr.  Cornelius  M'Gratli,  who,  if  he 
“ lives  three  years  longer,  will  peep  into  garret  Windows  from  the 
p&vcinent:”  and  the  tc  Amazing  " Corsican  Fairy.  “ Hosier-Lane- 
End”  contributed  “ a tall  English  youth,  eigtit  feet  high  two 
rattle-snakes,  “ one  of  which  rattles  so  loud  that  you  may  hear  it  a 
quarter  of  a mile  oíT and  “ a large  piece  of  water  made  with  white 
nint  glass,”  containing  a coffee-honse  and  a brandy-shop,  running,  at 
the  word  of  commaiul,  hot  and  coid  fountaina  of  strong  liquor  and 
strong  tea  ! The  proprietor,  Mr.  Charles  Butcherrs  poética!  invita- 
tion  ran  thus  : — 

“ Come,  and  welcome,  my  friends,  and  taste  ere  you  pass, 

;Tis  but  sixpence  to  see  it,  and  two-pence  each  glass.” 

The  “ Germán  Woman  that  danced  over-against  the  Swan  Tavern 
by  Hosier  Lañe,"  having  “ run  awuy  from  her  mistress,"  diminished 
the  novelties  of  that  prolifíc  quarter.  But  the  White  Ilart,  in  Pye- 
Corner,  had  “ A little  fairy  woman  from  Italy,  two  feet  two  inches 
high  and  Joe  Millcr , “ ovcr-against  the  Cross-Daggers,”  enacted 
€i  A new  droll  called  The  Tempest,  or  the  Distressed  Lovers  ; with 
the  Comical  Humours  of  the  Inchanted  Scotchman;  or  Jockey  and 
the  three  witches!" 

ílark  to  yonder  scarlet  beefeater,  who  hath  cracked  his  voice,  not 
with  “ hallooing  and  singing  of  anthems,”  but  with  attuning  its  dul- 
cet  notes  to  the  deep-sounding  gong ! And  that  burly  trumpeter, 
wliose  convex  cheeks  and  distended  pupils  look  as  if,  like  JEolus,  he 
had  stopped  his  breatli  for  a time,  to  be  the  better  able  to  discharge 
a hurricane ! Listen  to  their  music,  and  you  shall  hear  that  Will 
Pinkcthman  hath  good  store  of  merriments  for  his  laughing  friends 
at  “ Hall  and  Oates's  Booth  next  Pye-Corner,"  where,  íSept.  2,  1729, 
will  be  presen ted  The  AI erchant's  Daughter  ofBristol;  “ a diverting” 
Opera,  called  The  Country  Wedding ; and  the  Comical  Humours 


sical  phrase)  cleared  him  out,  leaving  our  little  comedian  in  quiet  possession  of  the 
golden  receipts  of  a huinper. 

Upon  onc  occasion  he  playcd  Richard  III.  for  his  benefít.  His  oriyinal  intention 
was  to  have  acted  it  with  becoming  seriousness ; but  the  public,  who  had  antici- 
pated  a Iravcstie , would  listen  to  nothing  else  ; and  Quick  (with  the  hest  truyio 
íntentions  !)  was  rcluctantly  obliged  to  humour  them.  W’hen  he  carne  to  the  scene 
where  the  crook.buek’d  tyrant  exclaims, 

“ A horse  ! a horse!  my  kingdom  for  a horse  ! ” 

Quick  treated  his  friends  with  a hará  hit , and  by  way  of  putting  a finisliing  stroke 
to  the  fun,  added,  with  a voice,  look,  and  gesture  perfectly  irresistible, 
u And  if  you  can’t  get  a horscy  bring  a juokuss  ! ** 
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of  Roger. — The  Great  Turk  by  Mr.  Giffard,  and  Roger  by  Mr.  Pin- 
kethman. 

lia!  “lean  Jack,”  jolly-fac'd  comedian,  Harper , thou  body  of  a 
porpoise,  and  lieart  of  a tittlebat ! that  didst  die  of  a round-house 
iever  ;l  and  Lee,2  rosy  St.  Anthony ! thy  rival  trumpeter,  with  his 
rubicund  physiognomy  screened  beneath  the  umbrage  of  a magnifi- 
cent  bowsprit,  proclaims  at  the  Hospital  Gate  “ Tlie  Siego  of  Ber- 
thulia ; with  the  Comical  Humours  of  Rustego  and  his  man  Ter- 
rible.” 

What  an  odd-favourcd  inountebank  ! “ a threadbare  juggler,  and 
a fortune-teller,  a needy,  hollow-ey’d,  sharp-looking  wretch,”  with 
a nose  crooked  as  the  walls  of  Troy,  and  a chin  like  a shoeing  hora  ; 
those  two  features  having  become  more  intimately  acquainted,  be- 
cause  his  teeth  had  fallen  out ! Behold  him  jabbering,  gesticulat- 
ing,  and  with  auricular  grin.  distributing  this  Bartholomew  Fair 
bilí. 

“ Sept.  3,  1729.  At  J Bullock’s  Great  Theatrical  Booth  will  be  aeted 
a Droll,  called  Dorastus  and  Faunia,  or  the  Royal  Shepherdess ; Flora, 
an  opera ; with  Tollet’s  Rounds ; the  Fingalian  Dance,  and  a Scot- 
tislx  Dance,  by  Mrs.  Bullock.” 

Thine,  Hallam,  is  a tempting  bilí  of  fare.  “ The  Comical  Humours 
of  Squire  Softhead  and  his  man  Bullcalf,  and  the  Whimaical  Dis- 
tresses  of  Mother  Catterwall ! M With  a harmonious  concert  of 
“violíns,  hautboys,  bassoons,  kettle-drums,  trumpets,  and  French 
horns ! ” Thine,  too,  Hippisley , immortal  Scapin  ! transferring  the 
arch  Jburberies  of  thy  heio  to  Smithfield  Rounds.  At  the  George 
Inn,  where,  with  Chapman , thou  keepest  thy  court,  we  are  present- 
cd  with  “ Harlequin  Scapin,  or  the  Oíd  One  eaught  in  a sack ; and 
the  tricks,  cheats,  and  shifts  of  Scapin's  two  companions,  Trim  the 
Barbel*,  and  Bounce-about  the  Bully.”  The  part  of  Scapin  by  thy 
comical  self. 

At  this  moment  a voice,  to  which  the  neigh  of  Bucephalus  was 
but  a whisper,  announced  that  the  unfortunate  owner  had  lost  a leg 
and  an  arm  in  his  country's  Service ; winding  up  the  catalogue  with 
gome  minor  dilapidations,  all  of  which  are  more  or  less  peculiar  to 
those  patriots  who  during  life  find  their  reward  in  liard  blows  and 
poverty,  and  in  death  receive  a polite  invitation  to  join  a water- 
party  dow*n  the  pool  of  oblivion  ! The  Laureat  paused. 


1 ííurper , being  an  exceedingly  timid  man,  was  selected  for  prosecution  by  Iligli- 
more,  the  Eatentee  of  Drury  Lañe,  for  joining  the  revoltura  at  the  Huymarket. 
He  was  imprisoned,  but  thougli  soon  after  released  by  the  Court  of  Iving’s  Ronch, 
Le  died  in  1742,  of  a fever  on  his  spirits. 

2 Anthony  Lee , or  Leigh,  (famous  for  his  performance  of  Gómez,  in  Dryden’s 
play  of  the  Spanisli  Friar, ) and  Cave  (JmlcrhiU  diverting  themselves  in  Moorjiclds, 
agreed  to  get  up  a sliam  quarrel.  Thcy  drew  their  swords,  and  with  fierce  comité 
nances  advanced  to  attack  eacli  other.  Cave  (a  very  lean  man)  retreated  over  the 
rail»,  followed  by  Lee  (a  very  fat  man)  ; and  after  a sliglit  skirmisli,  retired  to  the 
middle  of  the  field.  Tony  puíTed  away  after  him  ; a sccond  enoouiiter  took  jdace  ; 
and,  when  eacli  had  paused  for  awhileto  take  breath,  a third ; at  the  end  of  which, 
there  being  a saw-pit  near  them,  tbey  both  jumped  into  it  ! The  1110b,  to  pjrevent 
murder,scampered  to  the  pit,  when  to  their  great  surprise  they  lound  the  redoubtable 
heroes  hand  in  hand  in  a truly  comical  pos  tu  re  of  reconciliation,  which  oceasioned 
much  laugliter  to  some,  while  otliers  (having  been  made  fools  of !)  were  too  angry 
to  reliíh  the  joke.  The  mock  combatan ts  then  retired  to  a neigh  bou  ring  tavern  to 
refresh  tbemselves,  and  get  rid  of  a troublesome  tumult.  — The  Comedian' s Talca, 
172í>. 
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“ Lost  his  leg  in  battle  ! — ha  ! ha  ! ha ! — a gude  joke ! He  means  in 
a man-trap  ! I should  be  glad  to  know  what  business  a pauper  body 
like  this  has  blathcring  abroad  ? Are  there  not  almshouses,  and 
workhouses,  and  hospitals,  íor  beggars  and  cripples  ? Though  I per- 
fectly  agree  wi’  Sandy  M'Grab,  Professor 1 2 of  Jdumanity,  that  sic  like 
receptacles,  and  the  anti-Prcsby icrian  abomination  of  alms-giving 
are  only  so  many  premiums  for  roguery  and  vay-gabondism.  Let 
every  one  put  his  slioulder  to  the  wíieel,  his  nose  to  the  grindstone, 
and  make  nay  while  the  sun  shines." 

Mr.  Bosky.  But  are  there  not  many  on  whom  the  sun  of  prospe- 
rity  never  shone  ? 

Mr.  M'Sneeshing.  Their  unthriftiness  and  lack  of  foresight 
alone  are  to  blame  ! 

Mr.  Bosky.  Is  to  want  a shilling,  to  want  every  virtue?  Would 
you  provide  no  asylura  íor  adversity,  siekness,  and  oíd  age  ? 

Mu.  M'SNEEsniNG.  Ilard  labour  and  sobriety  (tossing  oífhisheel- 
tap  of  toddy)  will  ward  off  the  two  first,  and  oíd  age  and  idleness 
deserve  to 

Mr.  Bosky.  Starve? 

Mr.  M‘Snekshing.  To  llave  just  as  much  — and  vae  mair  / — as 
will  keep  body  and  soul  together  ! Would  you  not  r evite,  rather 
than  relieve,  the  lazy  and  the  improvident? 

Mr.  Bosky.  Not  if  tliey  were  hungry  and  poor  i3 

Mr.  M'Sneesiiing.  Ñor  cast  them  a single  word  of  reproach  ? 

Mr.  Bosky.  I would  see  that  they  were  fed  first,  and  then,  if  I 
reproved,  my  reproof  should  be  no  pharisaical  diatribes.  The  bit- 
terest  reproaches  fall  short  of  that  pain  which  a wounded  spirit  suf- 
fers  in  reflecting  on  its  own  errors ; a lash  given  to  the  soul  will 
provoke  more  than  the  body's  most  cruel  torture. 

Mr.  M'Sneeshing.  Vera  romantic,  and  in  the  true  speerit 
of 

Mr.  Bosky.  Charity,  I hope. 

Mr.  M'Sneesiiing.  Chay-ri-ty  ? (putting  his  liand  into  his  coat- 
pocket.) 

Mr.  Bosky.  Don't  fumble ; the  word  is  nol  in  M'Culloch! 

Mr.  M'Sneesiiing.  Peradventure,  Mr.  Bosky,  you  would  build  a 
Union  poor-hoüse  (sarcastically). 

Mr.  Bosky.  I would  not. 

Mr.  McSneeshing.  An  Hospital  ? (with  a sardonic  grin  !) 

Mr.  Bosky.  I would! 

Mr.  M‘Sn£ksiiing.  Wherc? 

A Ir.  Bosky.  In  the  Human  Heart  ! You  may  not  know  of  suclt  a 


1 At  Oxford  and  Cambridge  tliey  write  L.Í.D. — in  Sool latid,  h.S.T ).  vis.  35 s.  3c/. 
fur  the  diploma  ! 

2 **  In  the  dnily  eating  this  was  liis  custom.  ( Arclibishop  Partear* 8,  temp.  Elisa - 
beth.)  The  stew’ard,  with  the  servants  that  were  gentlemen  of  the  better  rauk,  sat 
down  at  the  tablea  in  the  hall  on  the  right  ha  mi  ; and  the  almoner,  with  the 
clergy,&c.,  sat  on  the  other  side,  where  there  was  plenty  of  all  sorts  of  provisión. 
The  dnily  fragmenta  thereof  did  sufíice  to  Jill  the  belliee  of  a greal  numhcr  of  poor 
hungry  people  that  waited  at  the  gate.  And  moreover  it  was  the  Archbishop's 
commnnd  to  his  servants,  that  all  strangers  should  be  received  and  treated  with  all 
inanner  of  civility  and  respecté 

The  poor  and  hungry  fed , and  treated  with  u civility  and  respect  1 ” What  a 
posor  and  pill  for  Gcordic  Ml  Snccshing  and  Professor  M'Grub  ! 
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place , Mr.  MSneeshing.  Your  hospital  would  be  where  some  coun- 

trymen  of  yours  build  castles,  in  Sky  and  Ayr  ! ” 

And  theLaureat  abruptly  quitted  the  room,  leaving  Mr.  M'Sneesh- 
ing  in  that  embarrassing  predicamento  “ Bctwccn  the  de'il  and  the 
decp  sea  ! " 

But  liis  mission  was  soon  apparent.  “ Three  clicers  for  the  kind 
young  geni  lemán  ! ” resounded  from  the  holiday  folks,  and  a broad- 
side  of  blessings  from  the  veteran  tar ! This  obfascated  concholo- 
gist  Geordie,  and  he  was  about  to  launch  a Bru t uní  Ju buen , a speecli 
de  ómnibus  rebus  et  quibusdam  alus,  at  the  magging  mouthpiece  of 
Professor  M'Grab  ; when,  to  the  great  joy  of  Deputy  Doublechin, 
the  miserable  dronc-pipe  of  this  lea th er-brained,  leaden-hearted, 
blue-nosed,  frost-bitten,  star  ved  nibbler  of  a Scotch  kail-yard,  was 
quickly  drowned  in  the  sonorous  double-bass  of  our  salt-water  Be- 
1 i sari  us. 

My  foes  were  my  country’s,  my  messmates  the  brave, 

My  borne  was  the  deck,  and  my  path  the  green  wave; 

My  musick,  loud  winds,  when  the  tempest  rose  high — 

I saifd  with  bold  Nclson , and  heard  his  last  sigh ! 

Mis  spirit  had  fled — we  gazVl  on  the  duad — 

The  sternest  of  hearts  bow’d  with  sorrow,  and  bled. 

As  o’er  the  deep  waters  mov’d  slowly  his  bier, 

What  victory,  thought  we,  was  ever  so  dear? 

Far  Egypt’s  hot  sands  have  long  since  quench’d  my  sight — 

To  these  rolling  orbs  what  is  sunshine  or  night  ? 

But  the  full  blaze  of  glory  that  beamM  on  thy  bay, 

Trujal gar  l still  pours  on  their  darkness  the  day. 

An  ominous  tap  at  the  window — the  c<  White  Serjeánt’s!”  invited 
Geordie  to  a téte-á-téte  with  a singed  slieep’s  head,  and  the  addi- 
tional  treat  of  a curtain-lecture,  not  on  política l,  but  dumestic  econo- 
my,  illustrated  with  shavp  etchings  by  Mrs.  M'Sneeshing’s  nails,  of 
which  his  physiognomy  had  occasionally  exhibited  proof  impres- 
sions ! To  his  modern  Athenian  (!)  broad  brogue,  raised  in  dcfiance 
of  the  applauding  populace  outside,  responded  the  polite  inquiry, 
“ Does  your  ? nothcr  know  you  're  out  ? " 1 and  other  classical  interro- 
gatorios. The  return  of  Mr.  Bosky  was  a signal  for  cheerfulness, 
mingled  with  deeper  feelings ; during  which  were  not  forgotten,  “ Obi 
England’s  ivooden  walls,"  and  “ Peace  to  the  souls  oj'  the  héroes  / " 

“ Iiail ! all  hail ! tlie  warrior’s  grave, 

Valour’s  venerable  bed, — 

Iiail ! the  metnory  of  the  Brave  ! 

Hail ! the  Spirits  of  the  Dead  ! 


1 Certain  cant  plirases  strike  by  their  ocld  sound  and  apposite  allusion.  Li  No 
mistake  ! 99  w JV/io  are  you  “ Cut  my  lucky  ! 99  w Does  your  moíher  know  you  're 
out  ? ” w Hookey  I " &e.  &c.  are  terms  tliat  motaphorically  imply  something  comí- 
cal.  Vet  oblivion,  following  in  the  march  of  time,  shall  cast  its  shadows  over  their 
mytiteríous  meanings.  On  u Hookey  ! " the  bewildered  scholiast  of  future  ages  will 
hang  every  possible  interpretation  but  the  ríght  one  ; with  “ Blow  me  iiyht  ! 99  he 
will  give  a loose  to  conjecture  ; and  oft  to  Heuven  will  he  roll  his  queer  eye,  the 
query  to  answer,  M JVho  are  you  ? 99 
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BY  TOE  AUTHOIl  OF  “ CECIL.” 

“ Quid  opus  f What  ’s  the  use  of  all  my  larning  ? ” — Lingo. 

Unlucky  dog  that  I am  ? Because,  like  Moses  Primrose,  son  of 
the  renowned  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  I have  indulged  in  the  luxury  of 
erudition,  and  given  the  workl  <fa  touch  from  the  ancients,"  I ain 
accused  of  wearing  a false  beard,  and  insulted,  like  a débardeur  at  a 
masquerade,  on  the  score  of  assumed  manhood  ! No  inatter!  Let 
neither  men,  women,  ñor  critics,  (who  are  neither  the  one  ñor  the 
other,)  presume  upon  my  epicene  gender:  they  shall  find  that  “ I 
daré  do  all  that  may  become  a man  while  it  is  admitted  on  all  sides 
that  I write  like  an  ángel, — the  nearest  approach  to  a woman. 

The  fact  is,  that  moral  distinctions  of  sex,  like  moral  distinctions 
of  party,  are  fast  disappearing.  No  one  is  exactly  able  to  swear 
wliether  he  be  Whig  or  Tory, — for  the  Tory  of  one  man  is  the 
Whig  of  another;  and  masculine  and  feminine  attributions  have  also 
come  to  be  confoundedly  eonfounded.  Woraen  now-a-days  discover 
planets,  and  smooth  the  thorny  ways  of  political  economy,  while 
men  scribble  nonsense  verses  in  the  annuals.  The  best  coachmen 
in  Hyde  Park  are  ladies  fair ; while  their  lords  and  raasters  have 
betaken  themselves  to  teetotalism  and  whist,  leaving  them  the  whip 
hand. 

It  don’t  much  signify.  If  the  business  of  the  State  continué  to  go 
a-head,  no  matter  by  whom  the  helm  is  held.  Manv  people  rejoice 
that  the  Tories  are  likcly  to  hold  office,  because  a Tory  administra- 
ron is  the  only  one  that  ever  car  r i es  through  a Whig  measure  ; the 
Whigs  being  equally  remarkable  for  shuffling  into  action  the  princi- 
pies of  the  Tories.  Of  late  years,  all  loyal  Englishmen  have  learned 
to  admit  that  a Que  en  is  the  best  of  Kings  ; and  under  such  a dis- 
pensaron, since  they  choose  to  decide  that  the  fine,  free-flowing, 
yet  powerful  diction  of  my  pen  is  the  eflort  of  a woman's  hand,  be 
it  so: — If  ever  I turn  artificial  florist,  or  lace-mender,  I have  no 
doubt  they  will  restore  me  my  privileges  of  sex  ; as  Hercules  was 
never  more  generally  recognised  than  with  the  distaff  in  his  hand. 

One  cannot  expect  people  to  be  very  lucid  in  their  deductions 
during  the  present  general  brenk-up  of  the  season  and  seasons.  The 
severity  of  the  recent  month  of  July,  and  the  uncommon  quantity  of 
dulness  let  loosc  upon  the  coniinunity  by  the  prematuro  dissolution 
of  Parliament,  has  produced  a singular  confusión  of  ideas.  The 
heavy  matter  prepared  for  the  luminous  speeches  of  the  concluding 
two  months  of  the  session,  has  been  poured  forth  upon  us  from  a 
hundred  unexpected  quarters ; and  ambitious  members  have  been 
forced  to  cram  the  substance  of  their  notes  and  meras,  into  reviews 
and  leading  articles. 

At  all  times,  Parliament  is  the  great  safety-valve  through  which 
the  prose  of  our  mighty  nation  finds  legitimate  vent.  Previous  to 
the  passing  of  the  Reform  Bill,  it  was  the  custom  of  every  distin- 
guished  family  to  dispose  of  its  Borc  in  the  Ilouse.  One  of  the 
grand  uses  of  rotten  boroughs  was  to  secure  society  from  the  oppres- 
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sion  of  such  persona  as  were  voted  too  heavy  to  become  anything 
but  members.  Now,  alas  I as  the  clubs  know  to  their  cost,  they 
are  forced  to  infliet  their  verbosity  in  other  directions.  Leaden 
statues  are  set  up  on  all  sides,  as  in  a citizen’s  villa ; and  politics 
talked  here,  there,  and  everywhere,  saving  under  the  roof  of  St. 
Stephen's. 

For  my  part,  I,  Cecil  Danby,  who  am  a regular  man,  like  to  find 
things  in  their  proper  places  ; — sermons  in  church,  prose  in  parlia- 
ment,  and  verse  in  littlc  gilt-edged  books.  The  present  system  of 
topsy-turvy  disturbs  my  equanimity.  The  happiness  of  my  year 
lias  been  destroyed  by  the  vagaries  of  a contentious  opposition.  I 
loved  my  August ; that  is,  1 loved  my  peaceful,  desertcd  JLondon 
during  the  tranquillities  of  August.  August  was  the  golden  month 
of  my  year,  — August  was  the  month  for  men  ! In  August,  as  or- 
dained  by  the  wisdom  of  our  ancestors,  not  an  oíd  woman  or  boy  in 
town.  The  oíd  women  were  gone  to  the  sea, — the  boys  to  the 
moors.  And  now,  forsooth,  as  per  act  of  parliament  established,  the 
oíd  women  and  boys  are  going  to  re-assemble  in  my  favourite 
month,  in  my  favourite  city,  in  defiance  of  the  claims  of  grouse  and 
marine  parades  ! Thousands  of  busy  idlers  will  invade  the  deserted 
pavé , where  I used  to  be  monarch  of  all  I surveyed ; will  frequent 
the  summer  theatres,  wherein  I had  the  choice  of  seats ; and  devour 
the  turtle  and  venison  once  so  peculiarly  my  own  ! 

In  the  present  month  of  oyster-shells,  I used  to  take  my  revenge 
upon  the  metrópolis  for  all  its  sel  f-suffi  cien  cíes  of  the  preceding  four. 
Impossible  to  conceive  anything  more  crest-fallen  than  London  and 
the  Londoners  in  August.  The  West-End  seemed  eonscious  of  be- 
ing  under  an  obligation  to  yon  for  preserving  it  from  utter  desertion, 
and  aware  that,  but  for  you,  it  rnight  have  been  lonely  as  J uan  Fer- 
nandez ; nay,  the  pavement  of  St.  James's  Street  used  to  salute  the 
print  of  your  foot  in  its  dust,  as  Robinson  Crusoe  that  of  the  savage 
in  the  sand  ! If  you  condescended  to  eat  an  ice  at  Smith's  or  Grange’s, 
it  was  tendered  with  a grateful  smile,  instead  of  being  brought  tar- 
dily,  and  half-melted,  with  the  grudging  scorn  of  press  of  business. 
At  your  club,  the  waiter,  in  serving  your  cutlets,  seemed  to  mur- 
mur,  “ Worthy  gentleman  ! but  for  him  I should  have  burnished  my 
spoons  and  forks  in  vain  ! " The  haberdasher  bowed  as  gratefully 
while  pocketing  the  price  of  a pair  of  gloves,  as  for  that  of  fifty  ells 
of  brocade  during  the  season ; and  the  sliopmen  of  Regent  Street, 
standing  on  their  doorsteps,  with  pens  bcliind  their  ears,  were  pre- 
pared to  take  aim  at  a stray  customer,  even  as  some  small  country 
squire  at  the  remaining  bird  of  the  one  covey  of  his  solitary  turnip- 
field — his  only  chance  left  of  a shot.  Boxkeepers  saluted  you  lialf- 
kindly,  half-ironically,  when  you  inquired  whether  they  had  room ; 
ushering  you  respectfully  to  a front  seat  of  the  dress-boxes,  in  the 
last  act  of  Macbeth.  One  was  taught  to  know  onc's  own  valué  by 
the  valué  set  upon  one  by  other  people. 

And  then,  the  quantity  of  philosophy  which  the  aspect  of  the 
abandoned  squares  and  streets  used  to  engender  ! After  feeding  upon 
wings  of  chickens  instead  of  drumsticks, — after  feasting  one’s  eyes  at 
the  Travellers*  upon  a puré  and  virgin  newspaper,  instead  of  a crum- 
pled  and  unsavoury  sheet,  long  after  mid-day, — after  picking  and 
choosing  whenever  anything  was  to  be  picked  and  chosen,  — after 
receiving  an  eager  bow  and  thankful  smile  from  some  sober  chariot 
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scudding  along  the  streets  as  if  ashamed  of  itself,  in  place  of  thecold 
and  contcmptuous  salutations  of  the  month  of  June,  it  was  sootliing 
to  hetake  oneself  to  the  vast  solitudes  of  Hyde  Park — where  grass 
was  beginning  to  grow  ; while  some  drawing-master  hurrying  across 
the  waste  from  a prcparatory  school  at  Paddington  to  a fínisliing 
school  at  Chelsea,  constituted  the  solé  living  figure  in  the  landscape. 
There,  amid  loneliness  like  that  of  a Tartar  Steppe,  or  the  Pampas, 
it  was  sweet  to  muse  upon  human  aífairs,  and  speculate  upon  super- 
liuman  ones, — 

Variam  sempur  dant  otia  mentem. 

I swear  T think  I conld  have  written  the  Odyssey,  or  Paradise  Lost, 
or  England's  Trust,  in  the  meditative  month  of  August  of  those  hal- 
cyon  times.  There  was  poetry  in  the  desolation  of  the  epoch.  The 
very  fruit-stalls,  with  their  íirst  damsons  and  latest  bunches  of 
cherries,  had  a mournful  and  touching  aspect.  The  countenances  of 
the  aged  females  presiding  over  their  codlings,  appealed  to  theheart 
like  so  many  sonnets  of  Wordswortk  ! 

And  to  think  of  the  change  that  hath  come  over  the  spirit  of  my 
dream  ! To  think  of  the  hotels,  thatwere  wont  to  betake  themselves 
after  the  12th  of  August,  to  whitewashers,  painters,  and  gilders, 
nay,  to  shuttered  Windows  and  closed  doors,  now  assuming  a perked 
and  sel f-suífi cien t air,  as  if  carelcss  of  custoni : the  supernumerary 
waiters,  instead  of  sinking  back  into  clodpoles,  and  returning  to  their 
villages,  honoured,  like  Mademoiselle  Rachel,  by  a renewed  engage- 
ment ; — the  spits  still  turning, — and  the  corked  bottles  of  wine  that 
used  to  be  sent  back  into  the  cellar  till  the  following  year,  kept  sim- 
mering  above  ground,  with  the  certainty  of  satisfying  those  great 
consumers  of  the  stale  and  unprofitable,  the  country  gentlemen  of 
thia  “ favoured  island." 

Gracious  preserve  us ! Think  of  Corning  to  town  for  the  season 
in  August  ! — Why  the  very  post-horses  will  rebel  against  such  an 
innovation  ; and  people  four-posting  their  way  to  May  Fair,  will 
suddenly  find  themselves  at  Blair  Athol.  Fancy  her  Majcsty's 
drawing-room  on  the  lst  of  September  ! — Reflect  upon  the  flat  blas- 
phemy  of  winging  a maid  of  honour  instead  of  a partridge  ; and  efi- 
lecting  the  conquest  of  an  heiress,  instead  of  the  Conquest  of  the 
Moors.  Imagine  the  urbane  Mr.  Willis  welcoming  you  to  Almacks' 
when  pheasant-shooting  is  about  to  bcgin ! 

Oh  ! desecration  of  ray  sober  and  quiet  London  1 — Oh  ! abuse  of 
my  favourite  month  ! — What  will  become  of  me  ? Where  shall 
I liide  my  diminishcd  hcad  amid  the  bustle  of  vanity  and  absur- 
dity  which  is  about  to  distract  my  hermitage  in  Pall  Malí  ? Con- 
ceive  the  legión  of  expectant  Tories,  with  their  armour  buckled  on 
for  oflence,  — the  legions  of  disappointed  Whigs,  their  armour 
buckled  on  for  defence;  the  angry  defeated,  intent  on  their  peti- 
tions  ; the  maiden  membcrs  blushing  and  giggling  at  their  own  tri- 
umph  ; conceive  all  the  ÍC  pribbles  and  prabbles,”  the  cliattering  and 
battering,  the  tattling  and  battling,  about  to  beset  our  weary  ears : 
how  out  of  place,  how  out  of  order ! — In  golden  August,  when 
the  M.P.-rial  squirearchy  ought  to  be  garnering  its  harvests,  to  have 
it  meddling  with  the  corn-laws ! In  golden  August,  when  fine  gen- 
tlemen ought  to  be  yachting,  to  have  them  disputing  about  droits  of 
Admiralty  1 In  golden  August,  when  the  bishops  ought  to  be  lis- 
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tening  to  visitation  sermons,  t o have  them  reproving  the  Treasury 
Bcnch.  And  tlien,  the  judges — the  assizes, — how  are  people  to  be 
tried  or  hung  in  decent  time,  or  proper  place? 

Oh  ! landed  proprietors,  — oh  ! country  baronets  ! think  upon 
these  things.  Consider  your  pleasant  parks,  your  fertile  corn-fields, 
your  herded  deer,  your  neighbourly  dinners,  your  dahlia  beds,  your 
peaches,  your  battucs,  before  you  rusli  back  into  the  unwonted  at- 
mosphere  of  civilization.  I will  not  insult  your  understanding  by 
quoting  anything  so  familiar  as  Shakspeare's  simile  of  the  disrup- 
tion  of  the  seasons,  “ oíd  Hycm’s  chin,"  and  the  “ odorous  chaplet 
of  sweet  summer  buds."  I would  fain  speak  to  you  in  simple  prose. 
I would  fain  remind  you  tliat  while  you  are  bringing  in  bilis,  bilis 
will  be  brought  in  to  you  ; that  you  will  have  to  hire  new  houses,  as 
well  as  to  form  one  ; that  while  you  are  intent  only  upon  divisions, 
there  will  be  divisions  in  families  touching  the  order  of  the  day  and 
Morder  of  this  most  unnatural  second  season.  You  will  never  be 
able  to  persuade  your  indignant  wives  that  its  fruits,  like  autumnal 
currants  preserved  under  matting,  will  be  tasteless  and  withered. 
Your  IMissy  daughters  will  not  be  left  alone  in  their  lonely  halls. 
You  may  bamboozle  the  nation,  but  you  eannot  bamboozle  them! 

But  why  waste  my  ink  and  time  in  such  apostrophes?  You  will 
come  — you  must  come,  — to  íight  out  your  gatne  upon  a chess- 
board  which  I once  fancied  exclusively  that  of  Cecil  Danby.  The 
tug  of  war  is  at  hand.  Every  solé  is  panting  after  plaice  ; and  the 
gainers  and  losers  are  equally  focs  to  my  philosophicul  tranquillity. 
I take  no  thought  of  the  lies  about  to  be  told,  or  the  lie  about  to  be 
given, — the  canting  and  recanting  about  to  take  place, — the  protests 
and  protestations,  the  turning  of  coats  and  tuning  of  throats.  The 
swarm  of  Bies  upon  the  wheel  of  the  State  might  hum  and  buzz  to  all 
eternity,  so  it  would  hum  and  buzz  elsewherc  til  ai  i in  dear  — cnor - 
mousiy  dear — London.  Why  can'tthe  new  pnrliament  be  held  at  Ox- 
ford, as  in  the  days  of  the  Plague?  The  University  would  bestowa 
doctor's  degree  upon  it,  as  upon  other  illustrious  strangers ; and  the 
young  members  might  dip  into  the  Bodleian  for  newer  quotations 
than  “Timeo  Dañaos."  It  would  be,  as  the  linendrapers*  advertise- 
mcnts  have  it,  “an  inimense  saving  to  families."  The  better  half  of 
parliamentary  life  would  be  content  to  remain  in  the  country,  and  I 
to  remain  in  London. 

I protest  to  such  of  the  fair-sex  as  are  bitten  with  the  rage  of 
political  intrigue,  and  speculating  upon  the  loaves  and  fishes  of 
official  life,  in  the  form  of  Frcnch  rolls  and  turbot,  that  they  w ill  in- 
cur  an  additional  year  to  their  age  by  this  second  season  : 1841  will 
count  hereafter  in  their  lives  for  two ; double  crowsfeet, — and  twice 
as  many  grey  hairs  as  in  any  ordinary  year.  To  those  really,  that  is, 
interestedly  interested  in  the  struggle,  thewear  and  tear  will  be  pro- 
digious.  Political  discussions  in  April  and  May  are  interpolated 
into  days  of  pastime,  relieved  by  operas,  lightened  by  Taglioni, 
sweetened  by  Rubini.  In  August,  they  raust  be  persisted  in  with 
unmitigated  bitterness.  Astley’s  is  burnt  down ; Vauxhall  swamp- 
ed.  The  suburbs  are  built  in  with  cemeteries.  No  chance  of  a 
breath  of  fresli  air  to  enable  you  to  contend  against  un  unseasonable 
press  of  business.  Every  flutterling  that  lends  grace  to  the  gaieties 
of  a London  midsummer,  w ill  be  at  the  Germán  spas.  There  will  be 
nothing  for  you  in  the  way  of  air  or  heirs,  but  city  sinoke  and  Irish 
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members.  Look  to  your  complexions,  ladies,  or  they  will  be  no 
longer  wortli  looking  at ! — 

I have  appealed  in  the  first  instance  to  the  fair  sex,  as  tlie  only 
nieans  of  commanding  tbe  ear  of  the  ?*7¿fair.  But  of  that  hypocritical 
portion  of  the  public  which  calis  itself  grave,  I ask,  in  all  truth  and 
sobriety,  whether  there  be  anything  at  the  present  critical  moment 
more  critical  than  in  other  moments  when  present,  to  cali  for  such 
strenuous  over-exertion  ? — 

Be  not  deceived,  oh,  House ! Tliough  your  predecessor,  when 
divided  against  itself,  could  not  stand,  thou  wilt  not  stand  a bit  the 
safer  for  a división.  Pause  until  the  winter.  Thou  wilt  have  need 
of  much  coughing  for  thy  juveniles.  Winter  is  a sober  and  delibe- 
rative  season.  Winter  will  render  températe  the  hot  impulses  of  the 
covetous,  who  scramble  to  attain  or  retain  office,  as  at  the  flinging  of 
coronation  medals*  Those  who  were  breaking  China,  and  swallow- 
ing  Turkey  in  Downing  Street,  last  Christmas,  will  doubtless  say 
their  final  grace  after  meat  as  quietly  next  November,  as  the  Tories 
uttered  theirs,  eleven  Novembers  ago.  To  your  sixty  days,  there- 
fore,  be  pleased  to  add  ninety  or  a hundrcd,  and  let  me  have  August 
to  inyself. 

Time  was 

That  when  the  bruins  were  out  the  iban  would  die, 
and  that  when  the  wisdom  of  parliament  was  extinct,  the  nation  suf- 
fered.  All  Jhal  is  over  ! The  present  era  of  autopsy  has  decided 
that  various  men  have  survived  the  loss  of  the  various  organs  once 
pronounced  vital.  Trust  me,  we  shall  pusli  on,  ay,  and  kcep 
moving,  wonderfully  well,  upon  two  efficient  legs  of  the  grand  tripod 
of  the  British  Constitution.  Should  the  interim  prove  sultry,  G linter 
will  undertake  to  keep  the  new  house  in  ice,  like  a haunch  of  veni- 
son,  till  wanted  for  use ; in  consideration  of  your  submitting  to 
wliich  operation,  oh  ! august  body  of  legislators,  I,  your  petitioner, 
the  humble  votary  of  August,  shall  be  ever  bound  to  pray.  C.  D. 


SILENT  LOVE. 

BY  SIMON  DACH. 

W Hat  is  Love’s  sweetest,  truest  bliss? 

i'or  Beauty’s  charms  to  glow  and  die. 
Would  you  seek  other  joys  than  this, 

And  for  a fairer  fortune  sigh, 

You  may  torinout  yourselvcs  iu  vaiu, 

But  what  you  wish  you  *11  never  guin. 

lie  that  is  loved,  and  loves  again, 

Can  casily  his  faith  display ; 

But  he  is  blest  who  suffers  pain, 

Who  grieves,  and  yet  is  ever  gay. 

If  you  anothcr  game  would  try, 

You  still  may  love,  but  Iíope  will  íly. 

lie  who  would  Love’s  high  meed  obtain, 
And  thus  his  long-sought  bliss  ensure, 
One  single  heart  should  strive  to  gain, 
With  patience  hope,  wilh  joy  endure. 
Mis  constancy  he  thus  will  prove. 

And  meril  well  the  prizc  of  Love. 
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CANTO  I. 


You  * ve  lieard,  no  doubt,  ofKublai  Khan, 
That  terrible  man, 

Who  overran 

Tbe  eastern  world  in  days  of  yore, 

With  steps  of  Steel,  in  paths  of  gore  ? 

Could  there  be  brought  together  bu t all 
Tbe  bones  of  those  bis  armies  slew, 

Tliey  would  vie  in  bulk  with  tbe  Cbina  wall, 
Or  fill  up  tbe  great  canal  of  Yu. 


ii. 

Hc  swore  tbe  Chínese  realm  should  fall ; 

So  he  carne  at  tbe  licad  of  his  Tartar  bordes, 
Who  all  carried  besoms  as  well  as  their  swords, 
And  be  pitcbed  bis  tents  before  tbe  wall. 

As  soon  as  tbe  following  mora  liad  birtli, 

He  led  tbem  along  in  tbeir  war  arruy  ; 

A part  of  tbe  wall  was  formed  ofearth, 

So  they  plied  their  besoms,  and  swept  it  away. 
Tben  Kublai  Khan  gave  the  word  of  command, 
And  they  all  poured  into  tbe  Central  Land. 
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iii. 

Wliat  deeds  were  done  is  it  need  I sa y. 

As  on  their  eourse  they  wound? 

VVhat  roofs  were  fired,  what  fields  laid  waste, 

What  armies  slain,  what  hearths  disgraced, 

What  lovely  dames  were  borne  away, 

What  plainer  dames  were  drowned  ? 

Oh  ! woe  in  the  rear,  and  dcatli  in  tlie  van 
Were  ever  attendant  on  Kublai  Khan. 

IV. 

Fierce  Kublai  carne  to  great  Kinsai, 

Where  the  Emperor  dwelt,  and  his  wives,  and  kin, 
In  a beautiful  palace,  with  rich  inlay 
Of  gold  without,  and  of  pearls  within  ; 

And  with  terrible  groups  of  his  Tartar  troops 
He  blackened  the  hills  and  the  plains  around ; 

And  he  vowed  a vow,  that  its  towers  sliould  bow 
And  its  walls  be  scattered  along  the  ground. 

v. 

But  when  the  Emperor  saw 

Proud  Kublai’s  banners  flaunting, 

He  was  struck  with  amaze  and  awe. 

And  felt  that  his  heart  was  wanting; 

And  slipping  his  ribs,  so  august  and  imperial, 

Into  a jacket  of  common  material, 

That  none  might  suppose  him  a person  of  note, 

He  gat.  from  the  city  by  night  in  a boat. 

But  lie  left  his  queen  and  wives  behind. 

And  bade  thcm  takc  good  care 
That  the  insolent  Tartar  bordes  should  find 
A warm  reception  there. 

vi. 

Now  it  ’s  fit  you  be  told,  that  tliis  Emperor  bold, 
Besides  his  Empress  fair, 

Had  twenty  wives,  of  propcrcst  lives. 

As  blythe  and  busy  as  bees  in  hives, 

Endeavouring  still 
His  hours  to  fill 

With  frolic  and  merriment  fit  to  kill 
The  liollow-eyed  phantom,  Care. 

There  were  An,  and  Nan,  and  Fan, 

And  Jin,  and  Din,  and  Sin,  too, 

With  ñames  that  I neithcr  can, 

Ñor  would  wish  to  enter  into  : 

And  again,  and  besides  these  beautiful  brides, 

Who  sat  in  due  order  at  both  of  his  sides, 
Furthermore,  he  possessed, 

So  might  count  himself  blessed. 

More  tlian  any  that  dwelt  in  the  East  or  the  West: 
A regiment  ofladies,  all  cliosen  and  pick’d, 

Whose  hearts  were  brave,  whose  discipline  strict, 
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All  mounted  on  steeds  of  superior  breeds, 

And  furnished  with  bows  and  brass-pointed  reeds, 

And  swords  ever  ready  for  martial  deeds. 

VII. 

The  Empress  was  colonel  of  this  gallant  troop, 

And  the  wives  were  tlie  majors,  tlie  captaius,  lieutenants, 
And  ensigns  that  bore  the  invincible  pennants, 

To  whigh  every  foe, — 

It  seemed  to  be  so, — 

Was  in  gallantry  bound  to  stoop 
So  Sergeant  Sling  called  over  the  ñames, 

And  the  Empress  harangued  hcr  regimen t of  dames  ; 

Set  out  bcfore  them,  in  learned  display, 

The  danger  that  threatened  the  city  Kinsai ; 

The  myriads  of  Tartars 
Prepared  to  be  martyrs, 

Rather  than  yield 
An  inch  of  the  field, 

Or  move  from  the  wall 
Till  the  town  should  fall. 

VIII. 

“ So  you  6ee,  my  girls,”  said  the  beautiful  colonel, 

“ We  go  forth  in  strong  questj 
Of  diíTicuIt  conquest: 

Should  they  beat  women  the  shame  is  infernal, 

But,  if  they  be  beaten,  our  glory  eternal. 

So  let  us  be  drest 
In  our  holiday  best, 

With  silks  of  briglit  hues 
All  embroidered,  for  mails, 

With  the  smallest  of  shoes, 

And  the  longest  of  nails, 

With  patches  of  pink 

On  our  lips  and  our  cheeks. 

And  eyc-brows  of  ink 
Laid  in  delicate  streaks; 

These  charms,  as  I think, 

And  the  swords  we  shall  hold, 

Will  make  the  foe  shrink, 

Be  they  never  so  bold. 

IX. 

“ Now  Major  Slo,  as  your  charger  is  fleet, 

You  shall  lead  the  advance  when  we  go  forth  to  meet 
The  foe  in  the  field,  and  Major  Van 
Shall  bring  up  the  rear  as  well  as  she  can. 

There  is  work  for  you,  fair  Captain  Slae, 

And  for  Captain  Shi,  so  forward  still ; 

We  have  many  to  capture,  and  many  to  kill ; 

But  let  not  numbers  our  hearts  dismay.” 
x. 

Thus  the  Empress  spoke  to  her  female  bands, 

And  the  malc  troops  also  received  hcr  commaiuls  : 
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The  male  banda  answered  with  warlike  wlioops, 

But  the  hope  of  the  town  was  the  female  troops. 

CANTO  II. 

i. 

I do  not  say  how  the  siege  begun, 

What  works  were  tried,  what  deeds  were  done, 

What  engines  used,  what  flags  upborne, 

What  breaches  made,  what  trousers  torn, 

What  throats  were  cut,  wluit  limbs  were  hack’d, 

What  bodics  were  crushcd,  what  skulls  were  crack’d, 
Because  I don  t know,  and  that  ’s  the  fact. 

But  deeds  of  hand,  and  deeds  of  heart, 

Valorous  deeds  upon  either  part, 

Countless  losses  of  lords  and  wives, 

Countless  losses  of  limbs  and  Uves  ; 

Walls  in  ruin,  and  silks  in  rags, 

Terrible  engines,  flouting  flags, 

And  all  that  belongs  to  a fearful  fray, 

You  may  understand  without  my  say. 

The  walls,  though  battered,  were  not  thrown  down ; 

And  the  Empress  yet  retained  the  town. 

ii. 

Oh,  ne‘er  had  a general  yet  been  seca 
In  all  the  Central  Land, 

Who  in  skill,  or  in  luck, 

Or  in  plenty  of  pluck, 

Was  at  all  to  compare 
With  that  Empress  so  fair; 

Ñor  there,  as  I ween,  had  a troop  ever  been, 

That  might  vie  with  lier  beautiful  band. 

She  gallantly  held  the  great  Kinsai, 

And  harassed  the  foe  botli  night  and  day ; 

They  scarce  could  remain  in  the  neighbouring  plain, 

Ñor  were  safe  in  the  hills  and  the  valleys ; 

For  in  her  defence  there  was  so  much  of  sense, 

And  so  much  keen  wit  in  her  sallies. 

ni. 

Let  me  declare  it,  if  nobody  knows, 

Ladies  are  not  such  contcmptiblc  focs. 

A thousand  at  once,  and  all  of  them  chattering, 

Mid  horses*  hoofs  clattering,  pattering,  spattering, 

Like  tilters  of  Eglintoun  all  running  at  a ring, 

Killing  and  scattering, 

Bruising  and  battering, 

Maiming  and  shattering, — 

Not  to  be  flattering, 

Of  primal  confusión  they  teach  you  a smattering. 

IV. 

Daily  were  prisoners  brought  into  the  city, 

Tied  by  their  pig-tails  together  in  pairs  ; 

The  handsome  ones  won  on  the  Empress’s  pity, 

The  plain  ones  were  hung  in  the  crescents  and  sq  nares. 
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She  offered  rewards  for  tlie  lieads  of  the  lords, 

And  the  commoners,  too,  of  the  Tartar  bordes. 

And  her  soldiers  oft  brought  them  by  twos  and  by  twos, 
Slung  over  their  shoulders  thus  tied  by  their  queues ; 
Or,  sometimes  a lady  with  little  remorse, 

Arranged  tliem  in  pairs  o’er  the  neck  of  her  horse. 


Now  montlis  had  passed  on  in  s t or  mi  ng  and  sallying, 

Fancy-phlebotomy,  running  and  rallying  ; 

In  hurling  stones, 

And  in  throwing  darts ; 

In  breaking  bones, 

And  in  piercing  licarts : 

The  troops  of  the  Timour, 

By  hands  and  by  knees, 

Endeavouring  to  climb  o'er 
The  walls  of  the  Chínese : 

And  the  brave  Chínese  band, 

Ensconced  in  snug  quarters, 

Hurling  hot  pitch  and  sand 
On  the  lieads  of  the  Tartars  : 

Till  the  Tartars  confessed,  at  least  those  in  the  thick  of  it, 
That  the  siege  of  Kinsai,  they  were  heartily  siek  of  it : 
And  it  made  Kublai  Khan  very  fierce  and  splenetic, 

To  find  it  thus  act  as  a Tartar  emetic. 

vr. 

So  the  terrible  Kublai  sivore 

That  by  storin  lie  would  take  the  city ; 

And  wash  the  streets  with  the  ¡niñatos’  gore, 

Without  remorse  or  pity. 
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That  lord  ñor  page,  that  youtli  ñor  age, 

Should  meet  with  a moments  quarter  : 

13ut  that  proud  Kinsai  should  be  all  laid  low, 

And  the  share  of  the  plough  should  over  it  go, 

To  bury  its  bricks, 

Its  stones  and  sticks, 

Its  marble,  mud,  and  mortar. 

vil. 

As  Kublai  pronounced  his  decree  so  proudly, 

His  blood-hungry  Tartars  applauded  him  loudly; 

They  clattered  tlieir  swords,  tliuy  struek  their  gongs, 

The  air  was  griped  with  the  crudest  songs ; 

It  was  beaten  with  shouts,  and  shattered  with  laughter, 

And  the  echoes  were  ill  for  a month  thereafter  ! 

The  broad  river  quaked  as  it  rolled  on  its  way, 

And  the  red  flags  were  wind-shaken  over  Kinsai. 

VIII. 

The  Empress  heard  the  clatter  and  jar, 

As  ’twas  borne  by  the  breath  of  the  breeze  from  afar, 

Like  a peal  of  tipsy  thunder; 

So,  knowing  that  something  must  be  in  the  wind, 

Witli  lier  beautiful  lips  she  niost  wrathfully  grinned ; 

She  scized  her  silk  bucklcr,  her  breastplate  she  pinned, 
With  a china-crape  shawl  doubled  under ; 

In  an  elegant  bow  tied  the  string  of  her  helmet, 

And  swore  when  the  Tartars  carne  they  should  be  well  met: 
Tlien  with  eloquent  speech  to  her  ladies  appealed. 

And  rodé  at  the  liead  of  thera  forth  to  the  field. 

IX. 

So,  on  went  the  ladies,  till,  meeting  the  Tartars, 

They  poured  forth  upon  them  a volley  of  arrows, 

As  thick  as  small  sliot  on  a regiment  of  sparrows : 

And  tlien  they  turned  round,  and  made  back  to  their  quarters. 
The  Khan  greatly  marvelled  ; 

“ Oh,  none  of  them  are  veilecí/' 

Cried  he,  “ and  what  beauties  they  are,  every  soul  of  them  ! 
Draw  not  a bow — 

Lay  not  onc  of  them  low ; 

For  the  moon  and  the  sun, 

I would  not  part  with  one ; 

But  forward,  my  Tartars,  and  capture  the  whole  of  them. 

Seize  me  alive  every  dear  little  beauty ; 

Yours  is  Kinsai  if  you  do  me  this  duty  ; 

These  shall  alone  be  my  share  of  the  booty.” 


x. 

Then  onward  they  all  hurried,  (O,  for  quick  metre !) 
The  Tartars  were  fleet,  but  the  ladies  were  fleeter ; 
If  those  seemed  to  fly  along,  these  seemed  to  shoot, 
And  they  got  to  the  city  in  spitc  of  pursuit. 
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xr. 

Now  first  i n the  díase  was  the  amorous  Khan  ; 

No  thought  from  the  moment  the  flight  began 
Had  entered  his  brain, 

Except  to  obtain 

The  prize  upon  which  he  had  fixed  his  mind. 

His  passion  and  eagerness  madc  him  so  blind 
That  lie  did  not  perceive  how  his  troops  fell  behind  ; 
And  being  well  niounted, 

He  rodé  quite  alone  ; 

And  recklessly  counted 
The  quarry  his  own, 

As  he  dashed  through  the  gate 
Very  proud  and  date. 

But  he  found  his  mistake  ¡n  another  half  minute, 

When  the  guards  shut  the  portal,  and  closed  him  within  it. 
Then  the  ladies  carne  back  very  joyous  and  gay, 

And  the  Khan  was  their  prisoner  there  in  Kinsai. 


CANTO  111. 

i. 

The  Empress  sat  on  the  Emperor's  throne, 

And  the  Emperor’s  sceptre  swayed ; 

She  had  slipped  on  his  trousers,  too,  over  her  own, 
And  she  gave  her  commands  in  the  despot’ s tone ; 
And  cvery  vassal 
Within  the  castle 
Her  delegate  voice  obeyed. 

Oh  ! a delicate  voice  was  her  delegate  voice, 

And  every  one  made  it  a matter  of  choice 
To  do  her  behest  as  soon  as  *twas  spoken, 

Witli  an  eagerness  owing 
In  part  to  his  knowing 

That  else  every  one  of  his  bones  would  be  broken, 
Say  nought  of  his  being  flayed. 

ii. 

The  Empress  sat  on  the  Emperor’s  throne, 

And  sent  six  ladies  the  Khan  to  cali ; 

“ For  tell  him,”  said  she,  “ I ’ve  a bit  of  a bono 
I would  pick  with  him  here  in  my  audience  hall.” 

The  Khan  was  pleased  when  he  hcard  that  say, 

For  he’d  tasted  nothing  sincc  break  of  day. 

And  he  went  to  the  chamber  to  find  the  bone : 

But  when  he  carne  there 
The  table  was  bare, 

And  so  the  poor  Khan  had  none. 

m. 

He  strode  through  the  room,  nowise  forlorn, 

His  step  was  bold  and  free ; 

Although  he  was  not  in  America  born, 

Yet  a-merry-Khan  was  he. 
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Round  his  ancles  and  waist  and  neck  he  bore 
Chain-cable  enough  for  a seventy-four ; 

Yet  proudly  he  paced  along : 

And  as  all  such  Eastern  heroes  do 

When  they  find  themselves  in  a bit  of  a stew, 

To  keep  up  his  pluck, 

In  spite  of  ill.luck. 

Consoled  himself  with  song. 

IV. 

But  whilst  the  Khan  in  his  fetters, 

Marched  up  the  hall  with  pride, 

Where  the  ladies,  wlio  provcd  his  betters, 

Were  ranged  upon  either  side ; 

If  his  little  red  eyes  stood  out  from  his  liead, 

It  was  not  with  rage,  it  was  not  with  dread, 

It  was  not  with  líate,  it  was  not  with  scorn, 

It  was  only  with  joy  and  a large  surprise 
At  the  beautiful  sight,  such  as  since  he  was  born 
Had  never  before  met  his  little  red  eyes ; 

And  he  smiled  as  he  glanced,  with  liis  eyes  full  of  flames, 
At  beautiful  Emprcss  and  beautiful  dames. 

v. 

The  Empress  so  bold,  and  her  ladies  so  fair 
Were  exceedingly  taken  with  Kublai  Khan  ; 

They  liked  his  pcrson,  they  liked  his  air, 

And,  to  tell  it  in  brief,  they  liked  the  man. 

His  jaws  were  wide,  his  forehead  narrow, 
lie  seemed  a person  of  pith  and  marrow ; 

And  with  eyes  so  red,  and  beard  so  yellow, 

They  thought  him  a very  delectable  fellow. 

vi. 

Yet  the  Empress  thought  it  fit  and  right 
To  look  very  grave  at  the  Tartar  knight, 

Because,  by  and  by,  by  way  of  a finis, 

She  purposed  to  hang  his  Tartar  higliness. 

She  meant  he  sliould  hang,  his  neck  rcposing 
In  a silken  twist  of  her  own  composing : 

And  so  she  considered  the  way  to  behave 
Would  be,  for  the  present,  to  look  very  grave. 

Vil. 

“ Kublai  Khan,”  the  Empress  said, 

In  a very  impressive  and  solemn  manner, 

“ Over  our  fertile  land  you  've  sped, 

With  bloody  sword  and  flouting  banner  : 

You  liave  seized  our  maidens,  you  've  slaughtered  our  youth, 
You  liave  cut  off  the  heads  of  our  aged  sires, 

You  've  spoiled  our  cities  and  fields  with  fires ; 

Ñor  infants  in  arms  could  move  ye  to  rutli : 

You  liave  poisoned  our  rivers,  and  draincd  our  vats, 

And  made  short  work  of  our  rice  and  rats. 
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The  punishment  then  the  law  requires 
Is  burning  to  death  with  red-hot  wires ; 

But  since  you  are  brave,  we  all  agree 
Only  to  hang  you  on  yonder  tree. 

Is  there  anything,  Khan,  you  can  urge,  of  forcé 
To  hinder  the  law  in  its  simple  course  ? ” 

VIII. 

Kublai  Khan  he  stroked  his  beard. 

And  said  very  quietly  “ Who  *s  afeard  ? " 

He  swelled  up  his  cheek  before  he  would  speak, 

And  scratehed  his  nosc,  so  knowing  and  sleek, 

To  seera  at  his  ease  he  made  an  endeavour, 

But  felt  Kinsai  was  a comical  place ; 

His  eyes  looked  redder  and  harder  than  ever, 

And  stood  rather  furthcr  out  from  his  face. 

His  case  was  queer;  however  'twas  good 
To  put  the  best  face  on  it  he  could ; 

Ñor  had  he  just  then  a better  at  hand 

Than  that  with  his  two  little  hard  red  eyes, 

And  a thick  long  beard,  so  yellow  and  grand, 

Whicli  gavc  liini  a look  vcry  íierce  and  wisc. 

IX. 

“ Dear  lady,”  at  last  lie  thus  began, 

And  seemed  by  his  smile  to  be  free  from  fear, — 

“ We  oftentimes  put  the  beer  in  a can, 

But  I see  you  're  for  putting  the  Khan  in  a bier. 

You  must  do  as  you  please,  most  lovely  flower, 

For  Kublai  Khan  is  in  your  powcr. 

It  was  rather  unwise 
To  be  caught  by  those  eyes, 

So  green  in  their  hue,  and  so  small  in  their  size ; 

No  doubt  on  't : — but  there — 

I fell  into  the  snare, 

And  it  's  often  our  lot  to  be  killed  by  the  fair ; 

So, — thus  in  Kinsai — 

I have  only  to  say 

That  if  you  adjudgo  me  death  m}r  due, 

I am  proud,  dear  lady,  to  die  for  you  : 

But  an*  if  you  had  not  so  íierce  a will, 

To  live  for  you  I ’d  be  prouder  still. 

x. 

That  I 've  wasted  your  fields  and  towns  with  fires, 

And  filled  your  streams  with  a sanguine  die, 

That  I Ve  cut  the  throats  of  your  youths  and  sires, 

And  eaten  your  rats,  I can't  deny : 

But  never,  believe  it,  most  beautiful  elf, 

Would  Kublai  Khan  hurt  such  as  yourself.” 

XI. 

Now  how  could  it  be  but  the  Empress  fair, 

Now  how  could  it  be  but  her  ladies  bright, 

Now  how  could  it  be  but  each  one  there, 

Sliould  be  touched  at  tliese  words  of  the  Tartar  Knight  ? 
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So  they  talked  for  awhile  in  an  under-breath, 

And  to  do  what  they  could 
For  his  comfort  and  good, 

Agreed  to  accord  him  his  choice  of  a death. 

Whether  to  die  by  maiming  and  mangling, 

Drowning,  burning,  or  choking  and  dangling. 

And  when  the  Khan  bold  answer  made, 

And  honestly  owncd  that,  if  he  might, 

(Since  fighting  e’er  had  been  his  trade,) 

Ile’d  rather  prefer  to  fall  in  fight, — 

The  ladies  acceded  to  this  proposition, 

And  choosing  three  heroes  of  noble  condition, 

To  slaughter  Khan  Kublai,  they  gave  thcm  commission. 

xir. 

These  heroes  were  tall  and  terrible  chaps, 

Of  warlike  fame  untarnished  ; 

Two  peacock’s  fcathers  in  cach  of  their  caps, 

And  their  helms  were  of  pasteboard  varnished  ; 

Their  shoulder-guards  and  breast-plates  fair 
Were  made  of  cotton,  and  stuffed  with  hair ; 

Their  steps  were  fleet,  and  their  arins  were  strong, 
Their  eyes  were  íieree,  and  their  beards  were  long ; 
And  each,  besides  a bow  and  a mace, 

Carried  a terrible  silken  shield, 

Pictured  whereon  was  a hideous  face, 

To  fright  the  foeman  out  of  the  fiekl. 

Each  at  his  back  a banneret  bore ; 

Through  a hollow  bamboo  its  staff  was  thrust; 

And  of  two  placards,  behind  and  before, 

That  called  him  “ Brave,”  and  this  " llobust.” 

XIII. 

The  chosen  ground  was  the  palaee  lawn ; 

The  fence  was  frauied,  and  the  swords  were  drawn  : 
The  three  from  the  East,  the  Khan  from  the  West, 

To  meet  in  the  middle  their  steps  addressed. 

Side  by  side  advanced  the  three, 

All  heroes  of  one  stanip  ; 

Side  by  side,  and  knec  by  knec, 

With  very  delibérate  tramp. 

When  they  almost  met  their  Tartar  foe, 

Who  towards  them  carne  at  swifter  pace, 

They  stopped  at  once  in  a fearful  row, 

And  held  their  shields  out  towards  his  face  ; 

Then,  working  secret  wires  within, 

Made  the  terrible  faces  squint  and  grin ; 

And  they  trusted  by  this  decisive  plan 
To  frighten  away  the  Tartar  Khan. 

XIV. 

But  lo  ! and  behold  ! the  Tartar  Khan 
Was  not  prepared  to  take  the  hint ; 
lie  looked  at  the  shields,  that  fearless  man  I 
And  u Ho  I ” said  he,  “ you  may  grin  and  squint ! ” 
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Then  in  both  his  hands  bis  sword  raised  lie, 

To  shatter  the  shields  of  the  warlike  three. 

This  showed  a heart  on  tile  Tartar’s  part, 

For  which  tlic  three  wcre  not  prepared : 

They  stcpped  in  a crack  some  paces  back, 

And  opened  their  mouths  and  eyes,  and  sfcared. 

“ Why  stay  we  liere  ? ” cried  valiant  Fli, 

“ Oh,  fly  we  henee ! ” cried  dauntless  Flee, 

And  in  miglity  dismay 
Shun-Fo  ran  away  ; 

I know  not  which  might  soonest  hie, 

Or  which  was  the  fleetest  of  all  the  three. 

xv. 

Their  flags  were  all  to  ribands  torn 

By  the  current  of  air,  so  fast  their  flight ; 

The  peacock  plumes  froni  their  caps  were  borne, 

And  tliey  showed  no  feather  except  the  white. 

And  as  they  ran,  the  bold  placard 

That  proclaimed  them  “ brave  ” was  their  shield  and  guard. 
Their  flight  had  turned  it  towards  the  Khan, 

Who  never  perceived  they  were  brave  till  they  ran. 

XVI. 

The  Tartar  bold  pursued  their  flight, 

And  cleft  them  down  from  crown  to  heel ; 

And  his  eyes  gleamed  bright  with  his  grim  delight 
As  then  on  his  queue  he  wiped  the  Steel. 

He  bowed  to  the  Queen  and  her  ladics  fair ; 

His  face  was  fleckcd  with  spirts  of  gore  : 

“ We  ’ll  lcave  these  three  to  the  doctor’s  care, 

And  now,  sweet  Queen,  í am  ready  for  more.” 

XVII. 

Three  more  were  brought,  and  he  slaughtered  them, 

And  then  carne  five,  and  those  lie  slew  ; 

As  you  with  a knife  cut  a flowret’s  stem, 

As  casily  he  chopped  men  in  two. 

Then  seven,  and  nine,  carne  against  him  all ; 

lie  hacked  the  whole  of  them  limb  from  limb  : 

And  dwarfs  so  strong,  and  giants  so  tall ; 

But  giants  and  dwarfs  were  alike  to  him. 

The  blood  of  his  focs  dripped  down  from  his  nose. 

And  made  his  beard  in  a gory  trim  ; 

And  at  every  blow  as  he  killed  a foe. 

He  bowed  to  the  ladies,  and  smiled  so  grim. 

XVIII. 

Then  the  sons  and  sires,  the  brothers  and  cousins 
Of  those  sweet  ladies  carne  into  the  lists, 

And  he  slaughtered  them  all  by  tens  and  dozens  ; 

You  ’d  think  that  the  work  would  have  sprained  his  wrists. 
But  Kublai  Khan  was  stout  and  willing, 

And  not  to  be  easily  tired  of  killing: 
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He  cut  ofF  tlieir  lieads  spare  time  to  amuse, 

And  roped  tliera,  like  onions,  up  b y their  qucucs. 

XIX. 

When  tlie  Quecn  and  lier  troop  of  China-roses 
Bchcld  the  late  of  the  lords  and  masters, 

Those  stars  of  figlit,  tliose  China-asters, 

Thus  snipped  by  the  Khan,  and  bound  in  posies, 

They  were  filled  witli  a measureless  admiration 
Of  the  terrible  chief  of  the  Tartar  nation. 

And  the  Empress  spake,  and  said,  “ O Khan, 

Since  you  Ve  shown  yoürself  sucli  a valorous  man, 

And  slain  the  prime  of  our  warriors  thus, 

You  will  not  be  afraid  of  a match  witli  us. 

So  whet  you  your  sword  on  the  edge  of  your  shield, 

Till  I and  my  ladies  come  into  the  fíeld. 

xx. 

Kublai  bowed  witli  infinite  grace, 

Smiled  in  a very  bewitching  way, 

Wiped  the  blood  í’rom  offhis  face. 

And  made  reply  to  the  Empress  gay : 

“ O lady  bold,  O lady  brigbt, 

To  slaughter  men  I have  little  care ; 

Send  more  of  such  if  you  think  it  right : 

But  I draw  not  sword  on  dames  so  fair. 

A match  witli  you  and  your  ladies  sweet, 

Is  wliat  would  make  my  bliss  complete  ; 

But  that  which  tlius  would  sweeten  life 
Is  a match  in  love,  and  not  in  strife.” 

XXI. 

The  CJueen  and  her  beautiful  ladies  laughed  ; 

Should  the  Khan  be  killed,  they  would  all  be  sorricr  : 
They  ever  liad  lovcd  the  warrior-crafl, 

And  it  made  them  love  the  crafty  warrior. 

They  whispered  some  blame  of  the  Empcror’s  flight, 

And  declared  that  that  ought  to  have  kindled  tlieir  spite  : 
So  the  Empress  bowed  lowr,  witli  most  ladylike  case, 

And  answered,  “ Brave  Khan,  be  it  just  as  you  picase.” 

XXII. 

Then  he  danced  them  by  fours,  by  tens,  and  by  scores, 
Over  charcoal  pots  that  were  set  at  the  doors ; 

The  town  of  Kinsai  was  full  of  delight: 

Oh  ! a wondcrful  man 
Was  the  Tartar  Khan, 

And  he  conquered  in  love  wliom  he  couldn't  in  fight. 
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Not  long  ago,  a young  English  couple,  lately  married,  were  pro- 
ceeding  leisurely  enough  en  route  for  Floren  ce,  where  they  pur- 
posed  spending  the  winter : it  was  still  early  in  October,  and  they 
preferred  lingering  amid  the  enchanting  scenery  of  the  Lago  di 
Como  to  the  less-inviting  taslc  of  pursuing  their  tedious  journey 
over  the  plains  of  Lombardy.  Perhaps  the  lady’s  wish  liad  been  the 
most  consulted,  but  of  that  anón:  suffice  it  at  prescnt  to  remark, 
that  having  been  scarcely  six  months  a wife,  she  was  of  course 
entitled  to  every  little  privilege  usually  conceded  by  compliant 
husbands. 

Iler  husband  was  the  younger  son  of  an  Earl,  liut  the  slender  ex- 
pectations  of  a “ detrimental ” liad  been  considerably  amplified  by 
the  will  of  a munificent  aunt,  at  whose  decease  the  Honourable 
Percy  Ilighborn  became  the  possessor  of  a very  pretty  estáte  in 
Hampshire,  and  a clear  rental  of  £2000  a year.  This  windfall 
opened  the  eyes  of  various  mammas  to  his  extraordináry  merits,  and 
numerous  were  the  baits  lield  out  to  ensnare  him  for  unmarriage- 
able  daughters  : but  he  was  perverso  enough  to  clioose  for  himself, 
and  select  the  only  child  of  a retired  ofíicer,  whom  he  liad  long 
loved,  as  the  futuro  sharer  of  his  fortunes.  She  was  eertainly  pretty, 
but  poor.  Of  an  indolent  and  careless  disposition,  Percy  troubled 
himself  very  little  about  anything  save  his  own  personal  ease  and 
comfort : he  knew  he  could  afford  to  amuse  himself,  und  the  luxuri- 
ous  climate  of  Italy  tended  hourly  to  increase  his  love  for  the  dolce 
for  nientc , so  tempting  to  a stranger.  Ilis  wife,  thougli  good-hu- 
moured,  was  both  vain  and  weak-minded : she  had  often  heard  her- 
self  called  beautiful,  and  the  constant  habit  of  listening  to  idle  com- 
pliments,  made  her  less  disposed  to  relish  the  comparad  ve  indiíTer- 
ence  of  her  husband,  who,  though  he  loved  her  as  much  as  it  was 
in  his  nature  to  love  anything,  seldom  showed  his  affection  by  eulo- 
gising  her  charms  after  the  manner  of  continental  admirers.  It  was 
not  extraordinary,  therefore,  that,  with  a frame  of  mind  like  hers, 
the  fair  Mrs.  Highborn  should  seek  in  the  society  of  others  that 
liomage  wliich  her  lord  denied  her,  whilc  he,  happy  man,  solaced 
himself  with  an  afternoon  nap,  or  an  occasional  cigar. 

The  chief  reason  for  their  prolonged  stay  at  Como  was  a platonic 
attachment  which  a very  short  acquaintance  had  fostered  between 
the  ci-devant  Miss  Rloomly  and  the  Márchese  di  San  Oennaro,  a 
nobleman  of  Sicilian  extraction,  with  most  insinuating  manners  and 
liiglily-cultivated  mustachios.  This  scion  of  an  illustrious  house 
addecí  to  bis  other  accomplishments  that  of  playing  inimitably  on 
the  guitar,  and  by  dint  of  diligently  praising  his  lady-love's  delicate 
fingering  and  melodious  voice,  he  contrived  to  establish  himself  in 
the  post  of  maestro  di  música  to  la  signara  d’alla  nascita,  as  he  poetic- 
ally  st3rled  her.  He  possessed  a tolerable  smattering  of  English  and 
French,  both  of  which,. according  to  his  own  report,  he  had  studied 
with  extreme  assiduity  : this  item  in  his  education  was  the  best 
possible  passport  to  Mrs.  Ilighborn's  favoiu*,  her  knowledge  of  any 
tongue  exce]it  her  own  being  exceedingly  limited.  Moreover,  the 
fascinating  Marquis  boasted  a pair  of  speaking  eyes,  and  a graceful 
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figure,  which  he  took  care  to  set  ofF  to  tlie  utmost  advantage  by  the 
elegance  of  his  eos  tu  me. 

The  Honourable  Percy  delightr  " A A 1 


•vvife  and  her  admirer,  whose  voic( 

well  together  al  fresco . One  evening  the  trio  were  slowly  return- 
ing  towards  Como  after  an  excursión  to  the  Villa  Pliniana : the 
Marquis  had  been  more  than  usually  sentimental,  and  had  sung 
more  touchingly  than  ever  his  favourite 


Tt  was  after  a long  pause  in  the  conversation,  during  which  the 
expressive  eyes  of  the  handsome  Italian  were  fixed  in  admiration  on 
the  beaming  counten  anee  of  la  bella  Inglese,  as  slie  had  been  chris- 
tened  by  the  gallant  boatmen,  that  Mr.  Ilighborn  roused  himself 
from  his  reverie,  threw  the  end  of  his  cigar  into  the  water,  and 
vowed  he  was  infernally  liungry. 

“ liungry  ! ” echoed  his  wife.  “ How  can  you  think  of  such 
subjeets  at  sueli  a moment  ? Have  you  no  soul — no  imagination  ? ** 

“ JJless  me,  Louisa,”  replied  Ilighborn,  shrugging  his  shoulders, 
“ you  are  positively  growing  worse  every  day.  It  was  only  last 
week  that  you  persisted  in  sitting  out  of  doors  almost  all  night,  sing- 
ing  sonatas  and  canzonettc , as  you  cali  them,  with  our  friend  there. 
'Gad,  the  very  recollection  sets  me  sneezing.” 

“ But,  my  dear  Percy,  you  surely  cannot  woiuler  if ” 

“No,  ma’am,  not  I.  I never  wonder  now.  Ever  since  I crossed 
the  Alps,  I have  adopted  the  very  rational  habit  of  taking  every- 
thing  coolly,  and  being  surprised  at  nothing.” 

“ What  is  that  stone  on  our  left?  ” inquired  Highborn. 

u That  is  to  the  ineinory  of  young  L , an  Englishman,  who 

was  drowned  on  the  spot  some  few  years  back.” 

“ And  yet  the  lake  seems  so  calm,  Percy  ? ” 

“ True,  Louisa  ; but  what  says  the  proverb — c Smootli  water  runs 
deep.*  *' 

After  a well-served  repast,  in  which  a píate  of  the  tiny  fish  of  the 
Lago,  resembling  whitebait  in  delicacy  of  flavour,  formed  a conspi- 
cuous  item,  l\Ir.  Highborn,  according  to  custom,  drew  his  handker- 
chief  over  his  face  and  fell  asleep,  lcaving  his  wife  and  the  Marquis 
to  entertain  each  other. 

“ Che  bcllezza  ! **  murmured  the  handsome  Sicilian  in  an  audible 
tone. 

íf  Ilush,  sir  ! — my  husband — ” 

tc  He  sleeps,  adorable  one ! ” pursued  the  Italian.  “ Yes,  the 
insensible  creature  slumbers,  regardless  of  the  treasure  he  possesses. 
His  heart  knows  not  the  bliss  of  poetry  or  love.  Dull  as  the  foggy 
sky  of  his  own  land,  he  valúes  not  the  prize  he  has  won ; flinty  and 
impenetrable  is  his  soul — ” 

At  tliis  moment  the  sleepy  gentleman  sent  forth  from  beneath  the 
handkerchief  an  inharmonious  sound,  resembling  a grunt,  on  which 
the  Marquis,  fearing  he  had  been  overheard,  turned  palé,  and  be- 
gan  liumming  one  of  his  barcarolles.  Discovering  it  to  be  a false 
alarm,  he  rose  at  length  from  his  seat,  and  resumed  his  courtship. 


the  lake,  and  on  these  occasions 


“ Godiamo  finche  verde 
Sorride  gioventi'i. 


II  tempo  che  si  perde, 
Non  tornera  mai  piú.” 
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“ Should  thy  gentle  spirit  be  linkeü  with  such  a barbarían  ? Thou, 
the  loveliest  of  all  nature's  raasterpieces — thou  to  be  doomed  to  such 
slavery  ! My  braín  whirls — I cannot  think  of  it.  Fly  from  thy 
fate,  carissima  — seek  in  the  sympathy  of  anotlier  the  balm  for  thy 
sufferings!  Why  do  I hesitate?  Fly  with  me.  I will — " 

u Monsieur  Stiffen  ! ” announced  the  gargon,  suddenly  appearing 
at  the  door. 

“ Who?  " muttered  Highborn,  rubbing  his  eyes,  and  stretching 
himself. 

“ Diavolo  ! ” exclaimed  the  Marquis.  “ Can  it  be  ? " 

Further  ejaculations  were  needless,  as  the  door  flew  wide  open, 
and  a gentleman  in  travelling  costume,  and  apparently  íust  arrived, 
entered  the  room. 

“ Stevens,  my  dear  fellow,  is  it  you  ? " exclaimed  Highborn,  sliak- 
ing  the  new  comer' s hand  warmly.  “Louisa,  you  know  Stevens. 
I 'm  delighted  to  see  you.  How  did  you  get  here  ? I beg  pardon 
— allow  me  to  present  my  friend  the  Marquis  de — ” 

“ Ha  ! ha ! ha ! " cried  Stevens,  bursting  into  a fit  of  uncontrol- 
lable  laughter,  while  the  Márchese  looked  anything  but  comfortable. 

“ What  is  the  mcauing  of  this,  Monsieur  ? " said  the  astonished 
lady. 

ct  Meaning  ! — ha  ! ha ! ha  ! " and  Mr.  Stevens  lauglied  the  louder. 
“ To  think  that  sucli  a knowing  fellow  as  Percy  Iiighborn  should 
be  so  taken  in  ! " 

te  Taken  in  ! — why,  what  the  d — 1 ! " 

(t  Yes,  taken  in — duped  by  a rascally  courier/* 

4Í  A what  ? " repeated  man  and  wife  simultaneously. 

“ An  ex-courier,  as  great  a scoundrel  as  any  unhung,”  coolly  re- 
plied  Stevens.  I engaged  the  villain  last  year  at  Genoa,  and  before 
he  had  been  a week  in  my  Service  he  ran  off  with  half  my  baggage. 
But  he  shall  not  escape  so  easily  this  time.  I '11  have  restitution  of 
my  property,  or  the  pólice  shall  have  him,  whichever  he  pleases.” 

“ Oh ! Monsieur,  Madame,  speak  for  me,  pardon!”  cried  the 
dcvant  Marquis,  sinking  on  his  knees. 

Before  they  could  answer,  the  landlord  of  the  hotel  appeared,  fol- 
lowed  by  two  gend'armes,  wlio  without  ceremony  laid  hold  of  the 
sbrinking  suppliant  on  a charge  of*  robbery. 

“ Sir,"  said  the  maítrc  d'hótel  to  Iiighborn,  “ you  are  fortúnate  in 
eseaping  from  a deep  scheme  of  this  poltroon.  Tliis  very  night,  in 
conjunction  with  an  accomplice,  who,  dissatisfied  with  his  allotted 
share  of  the  plunder,  has  betrayed  him,  he  purposed  robbing  you, 
aud  afterwards  eseaping  to  America  with  his  booty.” 

“ What  is  his  real  ñame  ? " said  Highborn  to  Stevens,  when  the 
prisoner  had  been  removed. 

“ The  one  he  gave  me  was  Giuseppe  Calabri ; but  doubtless  he 
liad  many  an  alias.  However,  it  will  be  a lesson  to  you  not  to  trust 
these  fcllows  so  readily.  liad  jtou  known  him  long  ? " 

ffOnly  a fortnight.  When  we  first  carne,  he  was  civil  enough  in 
showing  us  the  lions  of  the  nciglibourhood,  and  teaching  Louisa  the 
guitar.  But,  as  you  say,  it  will  be  a lesson  to  us." 

Mrs.  Highborn  thought  so  too,  but  held  her  pcace. 

By  a paragraph  in  an  Italian  newspaper  it  appears  that  the  fel- 
low was  an  escaped  felón.  He  was  condemned  to  the  galleys  for 
lite. 
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CIIAPTRR  XLV. 

The  Bills  of  Exchange. 

Wiiilb  Amelia  was  occupied  in  settling  tlie  accounts  ofthose  trades- 
irien  wlio  liad  heen  so  importúnate,  Stanley  received  two  letters,  of 
which  tlie  contents  were  to  the  cffcct  tliat  two  bilis  drawn  by  him, 
and  accepted  by  Filcher,  eacli  for  five  hundred  pounds,  due  the  previ- 
ous  day,  liad  been  dishonoured,  and  tbat  unless  the  amounts  were  im- 
mediately  paid,  proceedings  would  be  forthwith  commenced. 

On  receiving  these  letters,  which  were  bronglit  by  the  same  post, 
Stanley'»  blood  became  liot ; and  having  resolved  to  demand  an  expla- 
nation  of  Filcher,  who  liad  promised  to  destroy  these  bilis,  he  ordered 
liis  cab  to  be  brought  to  tlie  door  witli  all  possible  despatch. 

Before,  however,  this  could  be  accomplished,  a banker's  clerk  called, 
and  on  producing  a pocket-book  to  which  a chain  was  attached  for  se- 
curity,  presented  anotlier  íive  hundred  pound  bilí  — one  of  Stanley's 
own  acceptances — for  payment,  which  was  certainly  unfortunate  : that 
is  to  say,  an  unfortunate  time  for  sucli  a bilí  to  be  presented,  albeit 
the  circumstance  of  bilis  being  brought  at  the  very  time  they  are  not 
wanted,  is  one  which  will  in  all  probability  excite  in  the  minds  of  men 
less  and  less  surprise  as  they  gradually  approacli  the  perfection  of 
civilization. 

But,  although  it  was  in  one  point  of  view  an  unfortunate  time  for 
this  bilí  to  be  presented,  in  another  it  was  fortúnate,  inasmuch  as 
Amelia  was  from  home,  while  the  clerk  was  one  of  those  extremely 
pleasant  ]iersons  who  deem  it  correct  to  fright  one's  house  from  its 
propriety  by  explaining  the  nature  of  such  business  at  the  door.  In 
this  particular  case  it  was  stated  with  great  minuteness  to  the  ser- 
vant,  who,  as  in  duty  bound,  delivered  the  message  to  his  master  as 
correct ly  as  he  could. 

“ Gentleman,”  said  he,  “ called  — five  hundred  pound,  sir  — bilí, 
sir.” 

“ What ! ” exclaimed  Stanley. 

“ Gentleman,  sir — five  hundred  pound ” 

“ Show  him  un." 

The  clerk — who  evidently  prided  himsclf  upon  his  picturesque  per- 
sonal appearance,  having  rings  on  his  fingers  and  pins  in  his  stock, 
while  a dazzling  watch-guard  was  laced  over  his  waistcoat  with  sur- 
passing  ingenuity — was  accordingly  introdneed. 

“ Now,  sir  ; what  is  the  meaning  of  this  ? " cried  Stanley,  darting  a 
look  of  fury  at  him.  “Come,  sir,  explain  ! ” 

This  rather  astonished  the  faculties  of  the  clerk,  for  he  really  had 
nothing  to  explain,  and  he  said  so:  he  had  merely  to  present  a bilí  for 
payment,  and  that  was  all  he  either  knew  or  cared  about  the  matter. 

ft  Let  me  tell  you,"  said  Stanley,  who,  being  unaequainted  with  the 
vol.  x.  ’ P 
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straightforward  ftinctions  nf  his  visiter,  viewed  liim  as  one  of  the  Cap- 
tain*s  swindling  confederates ; " let  me  tell  you  tliat  this  is  a most 
villanous  transaction ! ** 

" It  may  be/*  said  the  clerk.  " I know  nothing  of  it/* 

" Don't  tell  me,  sir,  you  know  nothing  of  it ! Wlicre  did  you  come 
from  ? Who  sent  you  ? ** 

" I carne  iu  the  regular  course  of  business  ! ” 

" Who  sent  you  ? — but  why  do  I ask  ? You  may  tell  Captain  Fil- 
cher  from  me — but  I *11  tell  him  myself.** 

" Then  I *d  better  leave  a notice  r ” 

" I *11  have  nothing  left ! Quit  the  house  ! — instan tly , or  I ’ll  kick 
you  to  the  devil.” 

The  clerk  would  have  smiled,  but  as  the  fierce  look  and  violent  ac- 
tion  of  Stanley  inspired  him  at  once  with  an  idea  that  at  that  particu- 
lar moment  it  would  be  hardly  safe  to  smile,  he  withdrew  with  a deep 
sense  of  the  indignity  he  had  suífered,  and  left  the  notice  with  the 
servant  below. 

The  cab  was  novv  announced,  and  Stanley,  trembling  with  passion, 
descended ; but  he  had  no  sooner  got  to  the  door  than  anotlier  buuker’s 
clerk  carne  with  anotlier  bilí  for  five  hundred  pounds,  wliich  so  enraged 
him,  that,  holding  him  as  he  did  to  be  anotlier  confedérate,  he  knock- 
ed  him  down  violently,  stepped  into  the  cab,  and  drove  olTwitliout  ut- 
tering  a Word. 

" Well  ! **  said  Bob  privately  as  he  mounted  behind,  " that  *s  the 
tidiest  done  thing  I ever  did  see  ! I wonder  what  *s  the  statc  of  the 
blessed  stocks  now  ? Some thing  smokes — safe ! 1 wouldn't  have  had 

that  there  straightforrard  hit  at  a gift ! that's  my  candid  opinión.** 

"Stop  him  ! stop  him!  '*  shouted  the  clerk,  on  recovering  in  some 
sliglit  degree  those  senses  of  which  he  had  been  for  a moment  deprived  ; 
"stop  him  ! stop  the  cab,  there!  pólice  ! pólice  ! ** 

Stanley  lieeded  liim  not ; be  in  fact  scarcely  lieard  him  : certainly 
the  impetuosity  with  which  he  drove  was  not  ascribable  to  any  ap- 
preliension  on  his  part  of  being  overtaken.  But  the  clerk  thought 
otlierwise : his  firm  conviction  was,  that  his  assailant  was  dreadfuíly 
alarmed  ; he  therefore  put  on  tlie  steam,  and  ran  with  wonderful  ve- 
locity ; and  it  is  really  amazing  how  fast  men  will  run  when  tliey  be- 
lieve  that  tliey  are  feared  by  those  whom  tliey  pursue. 

" It*s  of  no  use,  my  leetle  8 well,”  said  Bob  with  great  caution,  as  he 
turned  to  view  the  strenuous  pliysical  etforts  of  the  clerk, — "It  ain’t  a 
ha'porth  of  use  ; and  it  *s  well  for  you  it  ain*t ; for  if  you  wos  to  come 
up  with  us  now,  I *d  take  your  odds  that  when  you  sha  ved  yourself  in 
the  morning  you  wouldn’t  know  your  own  mug.  I don*t  pertend  to 
understand  the  merits  of  the  case but  masters  ain*t  very  particular  ; 
you  'd  on'y  get  victimized  more ; so  you  *d  better  give  it  up,  because, 
try  all  you  know,  you  wouldn*t  catch  us  in  a fortnight ! ” 

And  this,  after  a liard  run  of  five  hundred  ynrds,  seemed  to  be  the 
opinión  of  the  clerk,  for,  having  exerted  himself  to  that  extent  with 
the  most  exemplary  spirit,  he  pulled  up  to  pant,  and  then  returned  to 
the  house,  with  his  noble  bosom  swelling  with  vengeance.  He  ’ d teacli 
him  the  difference  ! lie  *d  let  him  see  ! 11c  *d  inake  him  pay  dearly  ! 

lie  ’d  serve  him  out  sweetly  when  he  caught  him  ! In  short,  lie  didn't 
exactly  know  what  he  wouldn*t  do,  and  that  was  a positivo  fact. 

Stanley,  who  had  continued  to  drive  at  a slapping  pace,  soon  arrived 
at  the  door  of  the  European,  when  Bob,  who  considered  it  expedient 
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to  look  nut  av i tli  unexampled  sharpness,  dew  to  the  head  of  tlie  horse 
like  a fairy. 

The  door  of  the  European  was  open,  but  nearly  the  wliole  of  the 
Windows  were  closed  ; and  as  Stanley  alighted,  the  porter,  vvho  liad 
been  packing  up  a box  in  the  hall,  and  who  was  then  the  only  person 
in  the  liouse,  bowed  respectfully,  but  with  an  expression  which  seem- 
ed  to  indícate  tliat  nothing  was  to  be  got  out  of  him.  And  this  provcd 
tobe  the  case:  he  knew  nothing.  He  believed,  but  couldn’t  tell.  He 
thought,  but  didn't  know.  It  was  possible  that  the  Captain  was  liv- 
ing  somewhere,  but  he  couldn't  tell  where ; ñor  could  he  tcll  whether 
the  Earl  was  or  was  not  in  town : he  might  be,  or  he  might  not ; per- 
haps  he  was,  but  he  couldn’t  say. 

The  manifestly  gross  equivocation  of  this  fellow  tended  to  confirm 
Stanley ’s  fears,  and  lmving  left  liiin  with  the  conviction  that  he  liad 
been  instructed  to  know  nothing,  he  called  upon  all  whom  he  knew  to 
liave  been  the  associates  of  Filclier,  includiug  Sir  William  and  the 
Earl ; but  as  from  them  he  was  unable  to  obtain  the  sliglitest  informa- 
tion  liaving  reference  to  the  scoundrers  retreat,  he  returned  lióme  in  a 
state  of  mind  bordering  upon  madncss. 

Amelia — who,  as  she  fondly  conceived,  liad  been  removing  every 
cause  of  annoyaiice  by  puying  the  bilis  of  lier  tradesmen,  the  whole  of 
whom  had  not  only  expressed  their  sorrow  at  liaving  been  compelled 
to  be  so  pressing,  but  had  earnestly  solicited  a continuance  of  that 
patronage,  which  tliey,  of  course,  declared  it  would  be  their  study 
to  deserve — received  him  on  his  return  with  a smile  of  joy.  She  had 

heard  nothing  of  the  presentation  of  the  bilis ; ñor  had  she — by  a mi- 
racle  — lieard  a word  about  the  assault  which  during  her  absence  had 
been  committed  at  the  door ; her  happiness  was  therefore  undisturbed 
until  she  perceived  that  Stanley,  on  receiving  her  embrace,  looked 
liaggard  and  wild,  when  the  delight  she  had  experienced  instantly 
vanished,  and  lier  mind  again  teemed  with  the  most  painful  apprehen- 
sions. 

<c  Dear  Stanley,  are  you  not  well  ? ” she  inquired  with  an  expression 
of  fond  afíection,  mingled  with  sadness. 

“ I am  not,*’  replied  Stanley,  in  tones  which  seemed  to  indicate  a 
broken  spirit.  “ I am  not.  It  will  soon  pass  oiF.” 

" I am  very  sorry  that  you  are  not  well,  dear.  Wliat  is  the 
matter  ? ” 

“ Nothing — nothing.  I sliall  soon  recover.  Leave  me — lea  ve  me.” 

“ Will  you  not ” 

“ Lcavc  me  ! ” cried  Stanley,  in  a furious  tone.  “ Why  do  you  de- 
light in  tormenting  me  tlius  ? ” 

Amelia  looked  at  him  steadfastly  for  an  instant,  and  then  burst  into 
tears ; which  Stanley  no  sooner  perceived  than  he  embraced  and  kisscd 
her  fondly. 

“ Forgive  me,”  said  he  ; “ I did  not  mean  to  speak  harshly.  You 
are  a dear,  good  girl.  Bclieve  me,  I would  not  nfflict  you,  Amelia,  for 
the  world.  But  I have  been  much  annoyed,  my  love — very  much  an- 
noyed.  I know  that  it  was  cruel  to  speak  to  you  thus ; but  indeed  I 
scarcely  knew  what  1 said.” 

Far  less  than  this  would  have  been  sufficient  for  Amelia,  who  in- 
stantly tried  to  look  joyous  and  gay. 

“ I know,  my  dear  Stanley,”  she  observed,  “ that  you  never  intend 
to  speak  unkindly  to  me  ; of  that  I am  perfectly  sure,  and  I am  there- 
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forc  a weak  simple  creature  to  attach  so  much  importance  to  an  un- 
kirnl  word ; but,  my  Stanley,  I Lave  been  so  aecustomed  to  associate 
you  witli  all  tbat  is  generous,  forgiving,  and  kind,  that  the  slightest 
reproof  from  you  pierces  my  heart.  JBless  you  ! 99  sbe  added,  kissing 
bim  passionately,  “ you  are  a dcar  good  soul.  I '11  not  stay  anotber 
moment  to  tease  you ; but  do  look  on  tbe  brigbt  side,  dear  Stanley  ! 
hope  — still  bope  for  tbe  best.  Yon  do  not  know,  dear,  how  liappy  I 
ain  wben  you  are  cheerful.  Fray — pray  do  not  be  dull ! " 

“ I will  not/*  replied  Stanley,  as  be  led  ber  to  the  door.  cí  I '11  en- 
deavour,  at  least,  to  be  calm."  And  wben  be  liad  once  more  eni- 
braced  her,  sbe  left  tbe  room,  apparently  gay,  altbougb  in  reality  ber 
lieart  was  filled  witb  sadness. 

íf  Well ! " exclaimed  Stanley,  on  being  left  alone,  “ what  is  to  be 
done  ? Wbat  can  be  done  ? Fool  ! — fool ! — consummate,  wretcbed 
fool ! And  yet,  who  could  have  conceived  it  to  be  possible  ! How  am 
T to  act?  How  can  I act?  Wbat  can  I do?  Nothing!  I cannot 
expose  tbat  villain  witliout  exposing  myself ! For  my  own  sake  tbe 
matter  must  not  be  made  public.  If  tbe  object  for  which  I gave  liim 
tbese  bilis  were  to  be  known,  my  reputation  would  be  for  ever  blasted. 
But  surely  tliey  TI  not  attempt  to  enforce  payment ! they  TI  not  daré 
to  proceed  fartber ! It  is,  after  all,  probably  done  but  to  alarm  me. 
Doubtless  Clarendale  suggested  tbe  thing  in  return  for  tbe  part  I took 
in  tbat  soirée.  I wisli  now  tbat  I *d  not  made  any  stir  at  all  in  tbe 
matter.  However,  I must  take  no  more  notice  of  it  now.  I was  a 
fool  not  to  see  through  the  whole  trick  befare." 

liad  Stanley  been  a man  of  the  world,  he  would  have  known  tbat 
bilis  of  exchange  were  not  plavthings,  and  had  be  known  tbat,  be 
would  have  known  also  how  to  proceed  ; but,  being  utterly  ignorant.  of 
tbe  nature  of  bilis,  be,  following  the  advice  of  Amelia,  by  looking  on 
tbe  brigbt  side  only,  buoyed  himself  up  witb  tbe  idea  of  their  presen- 
tation  being  neither  more  ñor  less  tlian  a joke.  He  therefore  became 
quite  gay,  and  during  dinner  gladdened  tbe  beart  of  Amelia  by  play- 
fully  explaining  tbat  he  saw  clearly  tbcn  that  he  had  been  but  the  vic- 
tim  of  an  excellent  jest. 

Iinmediutely  after  dinner,  however,  the  servant  informed  bim  tbat 
a person  had  brought  a prívate  letter,  with  instructions  to  deliver  it 
only  into  tbe  liands  of  Mr.  Thorn,  wbicb  Stanley  thought  strange ; 
but,  conceiving  it  to  be  a communication  from  eitber  Clarendale  or 
Filcher,  be  desired  his  servant  to  show  the  messenger  in.  A person 
who  liad  cvidently  seen  better  days  was  accordingly  ushered  into  tbe 
room  ; but,  on  tinding  that  Stanley  was  not  as  be  liad  expected,  alone, 
he  hesitated,  bowed,  and  looked  very  mysterious. 

<e  Can  I speak  witb  you,  sir,  in  prívate  ? 99  be  inquired. 

“ You  have  a letter  for  me,  I understand  ? 99 
“ I have,  sir,  if  I 've  tbe  pleasure  to  address  Mr.  Thorn. 

“ That  is  my  ñame.  Where  does  it  come  from  ? " 

“ I 'd  ratlier  deliver  it  to  you,  sir,  in  prívate." 

€t  Oh  ! we  are  sutbciently  prívate  ! Ilere,  wbat  is  it  all  about  ? 99 
The  messenger,  although  witb  evident  reluctance,  handed  bim  tbe 
(<  letter,"  which  was  neither  directed  ñor  sealed,  and  wbicb  was  found 
to  contain  nothing — but  a writ ! " 

Stanley's  countenance  instantly  fell.  Tbe  very  moment  be  saw 
wbat  it  was,  the  idea  of  an  excellent  jest  vanished,  and  be  became 
again  enraged. 
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“ Why,  you  impudent  scoundrel,”  lie  exclaimed,  u what  do  you  mean 
by  bringing  this  to  me  under  false  pretences  ? ” 

“ It  's  an  unpleasant  duty,  sir : still  but  iny  duty.” 

Leave  the  room  ! ” shouted  Stanley,  starting  up  llerccly,  and  point- 
.ing  to  the  door. 

“ My  dearest  love ! ” cried  Amelia,  throwing  her  arins  round  bis 
neek,  in  a dreadful  State  of  trepidation,  “ my  Stanley  ! — pray  be  calm 
— pray,  pray,  dear,  be  calm.  Do  leave/*  she  added,  turning  to  the 
messenger,  “ Do,  for  my  sake — pray  leave  the  room." 

The  messenger  accordingly  did  leave  the  room  ; but  he  thouglit  it 
very  hard,  nevertheless,  tliat,  after  doing  the  thing  as  delicately  as 
possible,  he  should  be  so  unhandsomely  treated. 

“ What  on  earth  is  it  ? ” cried  Amelia,  when  this  person  had  left. 

€K  Au  insult!  ” replied  Stanley,  burning  with  rage. 

“ Pray  do  not  resent  it ! But  it  may  be  but  part  of  that  jest  of 
vvhicli  you  were  speaking,  after  all." 

Stanley  thrust  the  writ  into  his  pocket,  and  drank  off  hve  or  six 
glasses  of  wine ; while  Amelia,  who  perceived  that  it  would  be  inex- 
pedient  then  to  pursue  the  subject  farther,  was  silent. 

Scarcely  five  minutes,  liowever,  had  elapsed  when  the  servant  again 
entered  to  announce  the  arrival  of  another  mystcrious  messenger,  who 
had  to  make  a communication  of  the  utmost  i m portan  ce,  and  of  a cha- 
racter  so  strictly  confidential,  that  to  deliver  it  to  any  one  but  Stanley 
liimself  seemed  to  be  something  bearing  the  semblance  of  high  treason. 

Bring  liirn  in  ! ” cried  Stanley,  with  a reckless  air.  <f  If  he  comes 
with  a legión  of  devils  at  his  back,  bring  him  in  ! ” 

The  servant  stared  as  he  bowed,  for  he  couldn’t  tell  exactly  what  to 
make  of  it.  lie  evidently  lield  it  to  be  a sort  of  thing  rather  unusuaJ, 
but  he  nevertheless  managed  to  back  out  with  grace ; and  liaving 
accomplished  this  feat,  he  introduced  the  child  of  mystery,  who  stooií 
six  feet  and  some  odd  inches  high. 

“ Well!  what  d o you  want  ? ” said  Stanley,  as  this  long  individual 
entered. 

“ Mr.  Thorn,  have  I the  honour  to  address?  " 

“ You  have  that  honour  ” 

“ I have  a document  liere/’  said  the  long  person,  gravely,  and  pro- 
ducing  a writ,  he  presentad  it  in  form. 

“ Oh  ! ” said  Stanley,  íf  that  's  it.  Will  you  have  a glass  of  wine  ? ” 
The  long  man  bowed,  and  looked  as  amiable  as  if  be  tbought  that  he 
really  never  met  Yvith  so  pleasant  a fellow  in  the  whole  course  of  his 
Ufe. 

“ You  shall  have  one,”  said  Stanley. 
íf  I feel  inuch  obliged.** 

Stanley  filled  a bumper,  and  dashcd  it  in  his  face. 

“ Will  you  have  another  ? ” he  inquired. 

The  tall  individual  sliook  his  head,  for  he  really  felt  very  uncom- 
fortable. 

f<  Will  you  have  another  r ” repeated  Stanley. 

M No,  I *11  not ! ” 

44  Then  be  oíf,  or  I *11  kick  you  out  of  the  house.” 

“ Kick  me,  and  I *11  give  you  a little  law.  I should  only  just  like  to 
see  you  do  it.  Now,  then  ! — here  I am  ! — kick  me  I ” 

“ Stanley,  Stanley  ! ” cried  Amelia,  restraining  him,  as  he  was  about 
to  inake  a íurious  rush,  “ dc.ar  Stanley ! — do  you  wish  to  see  me  fall 
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dead  at  your  fect  ? Go,  sir/'  she  added,  addressing  tlie  stranger,  “ go, 
if  y ou  are  a man  ! — leave  us,  or  blood  will  be  shed  ! ” 

Tliis  intimation  startled  the  stranger,  who  being  by  no  means  valiant, 
retreated  ; but  in  liis  retreat  he  amazingly  blustered  about  what  lie 
would  have  done  liad  he  only  been  kicked. 

“ Yon  will  break  my  heart,  Stanley/'  cried  Amelia,  wlien  the  tall 
man  liad  left,  “ I am  sure  you  will : I cannot  endure  it.” 

“ Oh  ! nonsense  ! — nonsense  ! ” said  Stanley,  who,  liaving  taken  too 
much  wine,  asSumed  an  air  of  reckless  jollity.  “ Ha  1 ha  ! ha  ! ha ! — 
he  looked  like  a drowned  devil.  1 suppose  we  '11  have  a few  more  of 
them  here  by  and  by.  But  don't  be  alarmed  ! — tliere  9s  notliing  to  be 
alarmed  at ! — nothing — nothing — notliing  ! " 

Amelia,  who  was  convineed  by  tlic  dark  scowl  whicli  accompanied 
the  slow  utterance  of  the  last  word  that  there  was  somcth'uig  to  be  ap- 
prehended,  left  the  room,  with  the  view  of  instructing  the  scrvant  to 
state,  if  any  otlier  person  called,  that  his  master  was  indisposed,  and 
therefore  could  not  be  seen  ; and  liaving  delivered  tliis  instruction,  she 
was  about  to  return  to  Stanley,  when  a single  knock  induced  her  to 
remain  in  the  hall. 

The  door  was  opened.  It  was  a policeman  : he  liad  called  to  serve 
an  assault  warrant;  and  Amelia,  whose  hcart  sank  at  the  intelligence, 
tremblingly  begged  of  him  to  leave  it  with  her,  and  assured  him  that 
it  sliould  have  due  attention.  The  policeman  consentcd  ; and  as  he 
was  leaving,  a notary’s  clerk  carne  with  one  of  the  bilis  wliich  had  been 
presented  in  the  morning.  Tliis  also  Amelia,  who  could  scarcely  sus- 
tain  herself,  wished  to  have  left;  but  os  the  clerk  declined,  on  the 
ground  of  its  being  rather  unusual,  she  assured  him  that  it  should  be 
attcnded  to,  and  he  seeined  to  be  contení.  JBcforc,  liowever,  the  door 
had  been  el  osed,  another  notary's  clerk  called  with  the  otlier  dislio- 
noured  bilí,  wliicli  made  Amelia  tremble  with  increased  violence.  She 
did,  however,  manage  to  falter  out  the  same  assurance  as  that  whicli 
she  had  previously  given  ; but,  having  done  so,  she  instantly  fainted. 

Stanley  was  of  course  unconscious  of  all  tliis : he  was,  in  fact,  un- 
conscious  of  almost  everything  then  ; for  having  during  Amelia's  ab- 
sence  proposed  to  liimself  innumerable  toasts  and  sentiments,  — sucli, 
for  example,  as,  Confusión  to  Filelier,  and  all  of  that  kidney,” — the 
wliole  of  which  he,  of  course,  drank  in  bumpers,  — he  got  on  swim- 
mingly  in  more  seuses  than  one ; but  although,  while  proposing  tliese 
toasts,  and  returning  thanks  for  the  persons  thus  honoured,  he  appeared 
to  repudíate  all  thought  of  care,  the  recollection  of  his  real  position 
stung  him  to  the  soul,  and  at  intervals  goaded  him  almost  to  madness. 

Amelia,  notwithstanding  restoratives  were  applied  with  sufhcient 
promptitude  and  zeal,  was  for  a long  time  insensible ; and  when  she 
recovered,  it  was  but  to  be  tortured  by  tliose  drcadful  feelings  which 
can  be  understood  and  appreciated  only  by  those  who  are  capable  of 
conceiving  the  agony  experienced  by  a fond,  gentle,  amiable  wife,  who 
perceives  ruin  rapidly  approaching  her  home. 

Resolved,  however,  not  to  sink  before  the  blow  had  been  struck,  she 
rallied ; and,  on  finding  herself  sufliciently  composed,  returned  to  the 
dining-room,  as  Stanley  was  in  the  act  of  returning  thanks  in  his  sleep 
for  the  ladies,  at  the  head  of  wliom  he  placed  his  Amelia,  whose  vir- 
tues  he  highiy  and  eloquently  extolled, 

She  tried  to  arouse  him  ; but  as  every  eflfort  failed,  she  placed  a 
, cushion  beneath  his  lieud,  and  wept  o ver  him,  and  prayed  to  II  caven 
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with  irrepressihle  fervour  that  lie  might  be  blessed,  and  preserved 
from  all  penis,  and  continued  to  watch  him  anxlously  till  midnight, 
when  lie  awoke. 

His  sleep  liad  refreshed  liim  • but  the  effects  of  the  wine  were  still 
apparent.  He  was  palé  and  confused,  and  wliile  liis  full  eyes  glarcd 
with  an  unnatural  lustre,  his  language  was  strangely  incoherent  and 
wild. 

Amelia  ordered  coffee,  of  which  he  partook,  and  tliey  almost  imme- 
diately  afterwards  retired  ; but,  wliile  he  slept  even  more  soundly  than 
usual,  her  apprehcnsions  lashed  repose  from  lier. 

What  liours,  what  miserable  hours  are  those  which  are  passed  by  the 
afllicted  between  inidnight  and  dawn,  when  the  soul  is  tortured,  and 
the  mind  is  on  the  rack,  teeming  with  imaginary  ealamities,  which 
appear  in  shapes  more  appalling  than  if  they  were  real, — when  all  our 
thouglits  conspire  to  afllict  us, — when  we  are  able  to  contémplate  no- 
thing  but  that  which  gives  us  pain,  and  when  everything  in  nature 
seems  reposing  but  our  spirit,  to  which  the  power  of  endurance  only 
appears  to  be  allied.  Even  when  the  mind  is  comparatively  tranquil, 
they  are  the  most  weary  hours  that  are  spent ; but  when  tortured  by 
the  conception  of  impending  ruin,  they  are  pregnant  with  agony. 
And  in  agony  Amelia  passed  these  wretched  hours,  of  which  the  si- 
lence  was  broken  only  by  her  siglis,  while  she  pressed  Stanley  closely 
to  her  lieart,  as  if  to  be  surc  that  she  was  not  alone. 

When  tlie  hour  at  which  they  usually  rose  liad  arrived,  Stanley, 
wlio  liad  some  recollection  of  what  liad  occurred  the  previous  evening, 
mude  his  customary  apology,  which  was  never  on  any  occasion  verv 
elabórate,  or  drawn  out  to  any  great  length  ; but,  althougli  brief, 
Amelia  received  it,  and  sealed  her  forgiveness,  as  usual,  with  a kiss. 
The  intelligence,  however,  having  reference  to  the  warrant  she  did  not 
communicate  tlien  : that  she  deferred  till  after  breakfást,  when  she 
pluced  the  imperative  document  into  his  liands,  and  explained  to  him 
the  manner  in  which  it  liad  been  left. 

Having  perused  it,  Stanley  smiled,  and  assured  her  that  it  was  a 
thing  of  no  importance. 

“ But  have  you  committcd  an  assault  ? ” she  inquired. 

“ I knocked  a fellow  down  at  the  door.  They  cali  that  an  assault,  I 
suppose.” 

(C  IIow  can  you  be  so  rash,  dear  ? Really  you  will  get  into  all 
sorts  of  trouble." 

“ Olí ! I '11  soon  settle  that.  It  's  a matter  of  no  moment  what- 
ever.,f 

tc  But  what  could  have  induced  you  to  do  it  ? ” 

“ Oh  ! he  carne  here  boring  about  a bilí,  or  somet.hing  of  that  sort.” 
Tlien  he  called  again  last  evening.  Two  persons  called  about 

c<  Two ! What  did  they  say  ? ” 

“ They  wislied  to  know  if  I thought  they  would  be  attended  to,  and 
I told  them  that  they  would.  Did  I do  right  ? " 

“ Oh  ! yes  ; quite  right — quite  right  — they  sliall  be  attended  to 
with  a vengeance  ! ” 

Being  summoned  to  appear  before  the  magistrate  at  eleven,  he  tlieu 
ordered  his  cab,  and,  on  its  being  brought,  drove  to  the  córner  of  Ar- 
gyle  Place,  whcre  he  alighted,  and  walked  to  the  police-oífice,  at  the 
door  of  which  he  was  accosted  by  an  ollicer,  who  informed  him  that  the 
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complainant  had  no  desire  to  press  the  charge,  providcd  he  made  him 
some  slight  compensation. 

“ I '11  not  give  him  a shilling  ! " said  Stanley.  “ Let  the  tliing  take 
its  course.  I have  reason  to  believe  that  he  is  connected  with  a gang 
of  swindlers,  into  whose  hands,  it  appears,  certain  bilis  of  mine  have 
fallen." 

The  policeman  at  once  beckoned  tothe  complainant,  wlio  approaclied 
with  a pair  of  remurkably  ugly  black  eyes,  Stanley  having  struck  him 
faithfully  between  them,  and,  in  reply  to  a question  toucliing  the  re- 
spectability  of  his  connections,  stated  that  he  had  been  in  the  employ 
of  the  bankers  for  several  years,  and  that  all  he  had  to  do  with  the 
bilí  was  to  present  it  for  payment  in  the  regular  course  of  business. 

Then,"  said  Stanley,  “ do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  know  nothing 
of  the  parties  ? " 

“ Nothing  whatever,  sir,  I assure  you.  I cannot  be  supposed  to 
know  the  parties  whose  ñames  are  on  the  bilis  which  come  into  my 
possession.  I had  fifty  other  bilis  in  my  book  at  the  time,  and  I have 
on  the  average  fifty  every  morning. 

Stanley  now  perceived  that  he  had  made  a mistake,  and  apologised 
for  being  so  impetuous. 

(<  I am  sorry  it  oceurred,"  said  he.  “ My  only  excuse  is,  my  utter 
ignorance  of  matters  of  business.  Wliat  would  the  magistrate  have 
fined  me.  had  the  case  been  brouglit  before  him  ? " 

“ Not  less  than  three  pound,"  replied  the  policeman.  <c  The  blow 
was  tre-mendious  ! " 

“ It  was  rather  severo,  I perceive,"  rejoined  Stanley.  “ How  mucli 
of  that  fine  would  have  been  yours  ? " 

ÍC  Oh  ! nothing,"  returned  the  policeman.  " Fines  always  go  to  the 
crown." 

Stanley  immediately  gave  the  victim  five  sovereigns,  and  one  to  the 
policeman  for  conducting  the  negociation ; and,  wlien  tliey  had  ex- 

Í ressed  themselves  perfectly  satisfied,  he  returned  to  his  cab,  and  drove 
orne. 

During  his  absence  Amelia  had  had  additional  cause  for  alarm.  Two 
other  five  hundred  pound  bilis  had  been  presented  ; and  the  notices, 
with  two  “ forthwith  " letters, — for  it  really  would  appear  to  be  illegal 
for  an  attorney  to  send  a letter  without  forthwith  in  it,  — announcing 
the  dishonour  of  two  of  Filcher's  acceptances,  were  placed  into  his 
hands  on  his  return. 

This  appeared  to  complete  his  prostration.  Nothing  seomed  to  be 
needed  then  either  to  subdue  his  spirit  or  to  render  his  misery  perfect.. 
Raving  was  useless.  lie  knew  not  how  to  act.  The  wliole  of  the 
bilis  — eiglit  for  five  hundred  each  — had  been  presented,  and  on  the 
following  day  he  had  writs  for  them  all. 


CHAPTEK  XLVI. 


The  Elopement. 

It  having  been  stated  that  a certain  transfer  was  about  to  be  ar- 
ranged  between  Filcher  and  the  Earl,  it  will  now  be  correct  to  explain 
that  the  object  proposed  to  be  transferred  was  the  Countess. 
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Clarendale  — the  minds  of  whose  family  he  greatly  relieved  by  cou- 
vincing  tliem  that  his  was  a inock  marriuge  only — had  been  so  rallied 
since  the  soirée  affair,  that,  being  at  the  same  time  natnrally  apprehen- 
sive  of  another  ridiculous  display  of  dignity,  he  resolved  to  get  rid  of 
the  annoyance  if  possible,  without  a pubilc  exposé  being  consequent 
thereon. 

The  •difficulty  of  accomplishing  this  at  first  appeared  to  be  insur- 
mountable.  He  felt  quite  sure  that  if  he  explained  to  his  victim  the 
atrocious  deception  he  had  praetised,  its  iminediate  proclamation  to  the 
world  would  be  inevitable,  if  even  he  were  to  offer  a condi tional  an- 
nuity,  to  cease  if  the  secret  were  revealed  ; and  being  unable  to  devise 
any  other  means  by  which  the  object  in  view  was  ever  lilcely  to  be  at- 
tuined,  he  applied  to  his  friend  Filcher,  who  at  once  undertook  to 
carry  her  off,  and  thus  to  render  whatever  claim  slie  might  liave  upon 
him  void. 

For  Clarendale  tliis  was,  of  course,  the  very  thing.  He  applauded 
the  notion  highly,  and  having  snHiciently  flattered  the  vanity  of  his 
friend,  by  declaring  that  he  believed  him  to  be  the  only  man  who  had 
the  power  to  execute  the  design,  he  offered  to  give  him  hve  hundred 
pounds  immediately  after  the  elopement. 

Filcher,  knowing  that  he  had  to  deal  with  as  great  a villain  as  him- 
self,  insisted  upon  having  the  money  down  befare  he  started ; and, 
when  this  had  been  agreed  to,  he  laid  out  his  plans. 

At  first  he  proceeded  with  caution  ; but  having  touched  the  right 
chord,  he  spoke  with  due  indignation  of  the  Earl’s  manifest  indilference, 
— denounced  him  bitterly  for  neglecting  one  so  auiiable,  so  lovely,  and 
so  young, — and  explained  how  she  oiight  to  be  treated,  what  she  ought 
to  do  and  to  liave,  and  what  every  other  Countess  in  the  kingdom 
would  demandl — without  failing  to  describe  how  he  would  have  in- 
dulged  her  had  she  been  allied  to  him  ; and  as  all  this  won  the  appro- 
bation  of  her  niaunna,  whom  he  viewed  as  an  admirable  auxiliar,  she 
soon  became  perfectly  wretched. 

Having  succeeded  thus  far,  he  imagined  all  secure ; and,  being  an- 
xious  to  be  out  of  the  way  when  Stanley’s  bilis  became  due,  hearranged 
all  he  had  to  arrange  in  town,  and,  notwithstanding  he  felt  well  con- 
vi nced  that  any  open  attack  even  tlieu  would  be  repulsed,  fixed  the 
dav  for  tlieir  departure. 

At  his  suggestion,  the  Earl  had  been  absent  during  tliree  successive 
nights,  and  when  he  inade  his  usual  cali  the  day  before  that  on  which 
he  had  decided  upon  starting,  he  listened  to  an  afflicting  recital  of  the 
fact  with  due  gravity  and  attention. 

" I am  amazed,"  said  he,  when  this  had  been  indignantlv  dwelt  upon 
botli  by  the  Countess  and  her  mamma,  with  whom  he  liad  managed  to 
become  an  immense  favourite,  Cl  I am  perfectly  amazed  that  a lady  of 
spirit  like  the  Countess  should  tolérate  such  horrible  conduct. ' It  really 
appears  to  me  to  be  monstrous." 

“ Monstrous  ! 99  exclaimed  her  mamma.  “ It  's  abominable  ! / 

wouldn't  pnt  up  with  it  from  any  man,  not  if  even  lie  was  a bisliop  ! 
Not  I ; ñor  would  she,  if  she  was  me.” 

« But  how  can  I lielp  it,  ma  ? What  can  I do  ? ” cried  the 
Countess. 

“ Do  ! Support  your  dignity  ! That  ’s  what  do  1 Really  you 
don't  seem  to  me  to  liave  a mite  of  nobility  about  you.  It ’s  very  well 
he  hasn't  me  to  deal  with.  Do  you  think  that  I ’d  be  mumped  up 
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here  in  this  perdicament ; never  going  nowhere,  ñor  notliing : no  balls, 
no  partios,  no  operers,  ñor  notliing  of  that  ? ” 

“ But  wliat  am  I to  do,  ma,  if  be  won’t  Jet  me  go  ? ” 

“Worít  let  you  go ! It*s  a pity  yon  throwed  yourself  away  upon 
him  : that  's  my  belief.  But  I would  go  ! I ’d  go,  if  it  was  only  out 
of  spite  I' 

“ Upon  my  lionour,”  said  Filcher,  addressing  tbe  Countess,  “Ireally 
must  say  that  you  are  to  be  blauied.  You  make  no  stir  at  all  in  tlie 
world ! You  llave  rank,  amiability,  and  beauty,  with  many  otlier  qua- 
lities  caleulated  to  enable  you  to  shine  fortli  with  lustre  in  the  most 
brilliant  sphere,  and  yet  with  all  these,  by  heavens  ! you  are  scarcely 
known  ! I speak  now  with  the  warmth  of  a friend.  I should  not  be 
a friend  werc  I to  conceal  the  fact  froin  you.  Who  knows  the  Countess 
of  Clarendale  ? Whom  does  she  visit  ? Who  visits  her  ? In  what 
fasliioiiuble  circle  does  she  inuve  ? Where  is  she  ever  uiet  witli? 
Where  is  she  ever  seen  ? Tliese  are  questions  which  the  world  will 
ask,  and  who  in  the  world  is  to  answer  ? ” 

“ Haven’t  I said  the  same  thing  over  and  over  and  over  again  J ” in- 
terposed  Mrs.  Gills.  “ Haven't  I been  dinging  it  into  her  ears 
daily ! ” 

“ The  aristocracy  of  this  country,”  pursued  Filcher,  “ is  composed  of 
the  most  agreeable  people  under  heaven ; and  why  you,  having  so 
many  advantages,  should  deprive  yourself  thus  of  tlieir  society,  in 
which  you  would  not  only  impart,  but  derive  supreme  deliglit,  I really 
cannot  at  all  understaud.” 

" Will  you  tell  me/'  said  the  Countess,  earnestly,  “ what  I am  to 
do  ? ” 

“ Why,”  replied  Filcher,  <e  it  may  be  deemed  presumptuous  in  me 
to  ofter  you  advice  ; but  I should  certainly  say  that  you  ouglit  to  do 
that  which  is  done  by  other  ladies  of  title.” 

“ But  hovv  do  they  do  ? That  is  what  I want  to  know  ! Suppose 
yourself  now  in  my  position,  and  tlien  tell  me  how  you  would  act.” 

“ Have  you  ever  been  on  the  Continent  ? " rejoined  Filcher. 

" Never.  I was  once  going  as  ladies’ — ” 

“ My  precious  ! ” exclaimed  her  mamma. 

The  Countess  blushed,  and  then  resumed.  cf  Yes,  I was  once  going 
in  company  with  some  ladies,  but — I didn’t  go — I never  went  at  all.” 
“ Then,  if  I were  you,”  said  Filcher,  “ I should  in  the  very  íirst 
place  take  a continental  tour.” 

“ But  how  am  I to  get  him  to  go  with  me  ? ” 

ífIt  is  on  that  very  point  you  err.  You  expect  him  to  do  e very  thing 
for  you,  when  in  reality  you  ought  to  do  everything  for  yourself.” 

“ That  ’s  it ! ” exclaimed  her  mamma.  “ The  very  thing  I Ve  been 
a-liar plng  upon  til!  I 'm  sick.” 

“ Well,  but  how  am  I to  go,  if  so  be  he  won't  take  me  ? ” 

“ Is  it  absolutely  necessary,”  observed  Filcher,  “ that  he  should  ac- 
company  you  everywhere  ? " 

“ Certainly  not”  said  Mrs.  Gills.  The  less  a man  is  tied  to  a wo- 
man's  apron-strings  the  better.” 

“ But  do  you  mean  to  tell  me  now,”  rejoined  the  Countess,  “ that  I 
can  take  a continental  tower  alone  ? ” 

<c  Alone !”  returned  Filcher.  “No;  that  would  be  en  tire  1 y out  of 
the  question.  No  lady  of  title  ever  travels  alone.  Your  mamma 
would  accompany  you,  of  coursc.” 
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" But  nía  can’t  talk  French,  you  know,  any  more  than  me.” 

" Oh ! that  would  not  be  of  tlie  slightest  importance.  Of  course 
you  would  Lave  with  you  some  gentleman  wlio  could.” 

S€  Ah  ! — well,  I thouglit  you  couldn't  mean  that  ma  and  me  should 
go  and  run  about  tlie  Continent  alone  by  ourselves.  But  what  gentle- 
man could  we  get  to  go  with  us  ? 99 

" Oh  ! hundreds  would  be  delighted  to  accompany  you,  or  any  other 
lady  of  title.  For  instance,  I think  myself  of  starting  for  Calais  to- 
morrow,  and  from  thence  I shall  go  to  París,  tlience  to  Italy,  Switzer- 
land,  and  so  on ; and  I am  sure  you  may  in  any  way  command  my 
Services#” 

" But  yon  don’t  mean  to  say  that  you  are  going  oif  to-morrow  ? 99 
“ I am,  if  uothing  of  importance  should  occur  to  prevent  me.” 

" Oh  ! how  dearly  I should  like  to  go  too  ! ” 

" You  would,  I am  sure,  be  delighted.  Besides,  it  would  be  highly 
advantageous.  You  know,”  he  added,  addressing  her  mamma,  " what 
an  extremely  elegant  tone  a continental  trip  gives  to  a woman  of 
fashion.” 

" In  course ! — there  *s  nothing  like  it ! 99  retnrned  Mrs.  Gills. 

" Oh  ! ” exclaimed  the  Countess,  " I should  love  to  go  dearly  ! 99 
" Why  not,  thcn,  make  up  your  mind  to  go  at  once  ? ” 

" Well,  I really  liave  a great.  mind  to  ask  him  to  let  me.” 

" The  oíd  error ! ” said  Filcher.  " Why  ask  his  pcnnission  ? You 
are  not  his  servant.” 

" That  ’s  just  what  I tell  her,”  observed  her  mamma.  " If  slie  was 
only  a mere  housemaid,  she  couldn’t  do  more.” 

" It  should  always  be  remembered,”  said  Filcher,  " that  you  are  now 
your  own  mistress,  and  that  the  exalted  position  you  occupy  entitles 
you  to  ha  ve  in  all  matters  a will  of  your  own.” 

" But  would  it  be  correct  for  me  to  go  without  asking  his  leave,  or 
saying  a word  to  him  on  the  subject  ? ” 

" Of  course  ! Jlecidedly  ! It  is  done  by  all  ladies  of  title.  It  forms 
one  of  tlieir  chief  characteristics.  It  is,  in  a word,  that  very  indepen- 
dence  wliich  distinguishes  them  from  people  of  no  importance.” 

" That  *8  it ! ” said  Mrs.  Gills.  " Independence  is  the  thing ! That  *s 
what  I liave  always  stuck  up  for.” 

“ If,  indeed,”  resumed  Filcher,  "you  were  to  make  up  your  mind, 
you  might  say,  if  you  happened  to  see  him,  * I am  going  for  a short 
tour  on  the  Continent  with  mamma  and  Captain  Filcher ; but  should 
you  not  see  him,  why,  all  you  need  do  then  would  be  to  write  a note 
to  that  effect,  and  desire  your  servant  to  give  it  to  him  on  his  return. 
But  probably  you  have  no  desire  to  travel  ? ” 

“ Oh  ! I should  love  it  above  all  things  l Shouldift  you,  ma  ? 99 
“ Certinly,  my  love  : I have  always  longed  to  see  foreign  parts ; and 
1 Tn  sure,  as  the  Captain  says,  in  your  present  position,  it  would  do 
you  all  the  good  in  the  worlu." 

"Besides,”  observed  Filcher,  "the  advantages  to  be  derived  from  it 
at  this  particular  time  are  incalculable ; for,  independently  of  the  con- 
tinental tone  which  the  Countess  would  acquire,  and  which  is  of  itself 
an  extremely  valuable  acquisition,  her  absence  from  Clarendale  just 
now  would  have  the  eífect  of  raising  her  in  his  estimation ; for  it  up- 
pears  to  be  very  clear  to  me  that  he  does  not  sudiciently  appreciate  her 
valué.” 

" That 's  very  truc,”  said  Mrs.  Gills;  "no  more  he  dóesn't.  He 
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don’t  know  what  a treasure  he  *s  got.  I '11  say  it,  althougli  she's  my 
daughter." 

“ So  tlmt  you  see,"  resumed  Filcher,  “ that  while  sustaining  ber  dig- 
nity,  and  deriving  all  the  brilliant  advantages  of  foreign  travel,  she 
would  be  laying  the  foundation  of  her  importance  at  lióme,  and  extend- 
ing  her  influence,  as  a lady  of  title  ought." 

“ To  be  sure  she  would.  It  's  my  notion  perciselv." 

“ I3ut  lor  though  if  we  were  to  go  ! " exeluimed  the  Countess.  cc  My 
patience  me,  though,  what  would  he  say  ? " 

<f  Wliy,  that  you  were  what  every  lady  of  title  ouglit  to  be, — a wo- 
man  of  spirit,"  replied  Filcher.  “ He  would  be  pleased,  I am  sure 
of  it,  and  would  llave  a higher  opinión  of  you  than  ever.  But  I 
bcg  you  '11  not  allow  me  to  persuade  you  against  your  own  inclina- 
tions." 

<(  Oh,  dear  me,  no  ! I should,  I 'm  sure,  be  deliglited  ! " 

“ I merely  tlirow  out  the  hint  as  a friend,  in  the  full  conviction  of 
its  being  the  only  way  to  bring  him  to  a sense  of  what  is  due  to  you  ; 
and,  as  I am  going,  it  will  not  of  course  put  me  at  all  out  of  the  way  ; 
and  I am  quite  sure  that  Clarendale,  when  he  hears  that  I am  witli 
you,  will  feel  perfectly  satisfied  of  vour  being  well  protected." 

“ But  won't  it  be  very  expensive?  " inquired  Mrs.  Gills. 

“ Oh  ! not  at  all.  You  can  live  on  the  Continent,  you  know,  for  a 
mere  trille.  But  I '11  inunage  that.  I should  like  you  to  go,  because 
I think  you  would  be  so  enclianted." 

<(  Well,  what  do  you  think,  xna  ? Shall  we  ? " 

“ Why,  it's  an  opportunity  that  certinly  don't  ought  to  be  lost,  my 
love,  that  's  what  I look  at.  But  tlien,  you  see,  the  mischief  of  it  is, 
there  's  no  time  to  prepare." 

“ The  notice  is  very  sliort,"  added  the  Countess. 

“ So  mueli  the  better,"  cried  Filcher.  44  It  will  show  that  you  are 
not  only  a woman  of  spirit,  but  a cieature  of  impulse  ! — wliich  is 
highly  important." 

44  But  I think,"  said  Mrs.  Gills,  “ it  would  be  just  as  well,  you  know, 
to  ñame  the  subject  to  him." 

4<  Oh  ! I 'd  ñame  it  to  him,  by  all  means,  if  he  carne  home ; but  if 
not,  why,  it  ’s  a thing  wliicli  in  higli  life  is  never  expected.  Look 
among  the  fashionable  arrivals  and  departures  in  anyr  of  the  daily 

{>apers,  and  you  will  see  that  the  Duchess  of  So-and-so  started  for  the 
akes.  Where's  the  Duke?  Why,  in  town  ! — That  the  Countess  of 
Grogram,  for  example,  has  just  arrived  from  the  Continent.  Where  is 
the  Earl  ? Why,  over  there.  Among  the  aristocracy  these  things  are 
understood.  They  are  not  like  common  people : they  are  perfectly  in- 
dependent  of  each  other." 

Oh  ! I see  the  distinction,"  observed  Mrs.  Gills ; “ and  a very 
good  distinction  it  is  in  my  mind.  It  is  notliing  but  proper  thatpeoplo 
of  quality  should  conduct  theirselves  distinct  from  the  mere  common 
scum." 

“ Well,  ma,  shall  we  go  ? " 

“ Oh,  I 'm  quite  agreeable,  my  love ; and  I think  we  ought  to  be 
much  obleedged  to  the  Captain  into  the  bargain." 

“ Not  at  all,"  cried  Filcher.  “ Oh,  dear  me,  no — not  at  all.  I 
shall  feel  highly  honoured." 

“Won't  it  be  nice,  ma?  Won't  it  be  beautiful  whcn  we  return  to 
say  we've  been  to  París,  and  wc  've  becn  to  German5f,  and  we  Ve  becn 
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to  Italy,  and  seen  tliis  and  that ! My  gracious  me,  though,  won't  it 
be  delicious!  I sliall  be  in  such  a fidget  until  we  are  ofT ! ” 

“ I thought  of  starting  at  ten  to-morrow  morning ; but  if  that  be 
ton  early  for  you,  why  we  *11  say  eleven.” 

“ Oh  ! ten  o'clock  will  do/*  said  the  Countess.  “ Ma  and  me  can 
be  both  of  us  ready  by  ten.” 

“ Well,  then,  let  me  see,”  said  Filcher.  “ Tliere  will  be  yon,  your 
nmmma,  and  myself,  — that  will  be  three ; my  servant  and  yours  will 
make  five  altogether.  Yes,  that  will  do  well.” 

“ Oh  ! then,  I'm  to  take  a servant  with  me  ? ** 

“ By  all  ineans,  I sliould  say.  You  will  find  it  more  convenient.” 
ee  Very  well.  We'll  be  ready.  You  *11  be  sure  not  to  be  later  than 
ten  ? ” 

“ At  ten  precisely  the  carriage  símil  be  at  the  door,”  replied  Fil- 
cher, who  then  took  leave,  and  went  direct  to  the  hotel  at  whicli  lie 
knew  the  Earl  was  waiting  to  hear  the  rcsult. 

€f  What  a nice  man  I”  observed  Mrs.  Gills,  when  he  liad  left.  “ I 
shouldn't  a bit  mind  marrying  such  a man  as  that ! He  's  such  a gen- 
tleman ! ” 

(i  That  he  is,  isn*t  he,  ma  ? ” cried  the  Countess. 

“ And  understands  the  ways  of  the  nobility  so  well.” 

“ And  such  a dear,  too,  to  offer  so  kindly  to  ’scort  us.  I wonder 
though  what  my  lord  *11  say ! ” 

“ Oh,  it  '11  bring  liim  to  bis  senses.  It’ll  show  him  that  you  ain't 
the  poor  speritless  thing  he  takes  you  for.  He  *11  treat  you  all  the 
better.  As  the  Captain  says,  tliere  's  nothing  in  the  world  like  sup- 
porting  your  independence  and  dignity.  It  *s  just  what  I *ve  always 
stuck  up  for.  You  know  I *ve  told  you  times  out  of  number  that 
you  *d  only  to  show  that  you  liad  a little  proper  aristocracy  about  you 
to  get  ynurself  respected  in  your  spere.  But  come,  my  precious  ! 
we  've  no  time  to  lose  ! ” 

“ Well,  I liope  he  *11  come  borne,  though,  so  that  we  may  tell  him  ! ” 
<c  Don't  bother  your  head  about  that.  If  he  comes  lióme  we'll  tell 
him  : if  he  don’t  be  don't  ought  to  be  told.  We'll  just  leave  a note, 
and  then  start.  All  ladies  of  quality  does  it,  and  that's  quite  enough.” 
Of  course  the  Earl  took  especial  care  not  to  return.  Ñor  would  he 
even  leave  the  hotel,  lest  they  sliould,  by  any  accident,  see  him.  lie 
and  the  Captain  dined  together,  and  having  passed  a jovial  evening, 
sepurated  with  feelings  of  mutual  satisfaction. 

Punctually  at  ten  on  the  following  morning  the  Captain  arrived  in  a 
carriage  and  four,  and  was  much  pleased  to  find  that  tlieir  miiids  were 
unclninged : indeed,  they  appeared  to  be  more  anxious  than  ever  to  go 
— a fact  wliicli  was  chieny  ascribable  to  the  circumstance  of  Clarendale 
having  been  ugain  out  all  niglit.  Evcrything  was  in  readiness.  They 
were  already  dressed  ; the  trnnks  were  packed,  and  placed  in  the  hall, 
while  the  servants  were  waiting  to  attacli  tliem  to  the  carriage,  and 
when  this  liad  been  accomplished  they  started  for  Dover,  without  a 
moment's  unnecessary  delay. 

As  the  Captain  liad  engaged  to  take  the  carriage  four  stages,  they 
proceeded  in  the  most  agreeable  manner  over  Shooter's  Hill,  through 
Welling,  Gravesend,  Hartford,  and  Rocliester,  to  Sittingbourne.  Here 
they  stopped  to  take  refreshment,  and  here  it  was  that  the  Captain  re- 
solved to  execute  bis  design  of  escaping  from  the  lively  society  of  Mrs. 
Gills. 
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Ilaving  conductcd  tlie  ladies  into  the  inn,  and  given  tlie  necessary 
orders,  he  left  them,  and  went  into  the  yard,  wliere  he  engaged  two 
chaires  for  Canterbury,  and  ealled  aside  one  of  the  post-boys,  whose 
countenance  he  for  some  time  scrutinized  in  the  most  mysterious 
manner. 

“1  tliink,”  said  he  at  length, — “1  thintc  that  I may  trust  you ! " 

The  fellow  opened  his  mouth,  and  scratched  his  head,  and  looked  as 
if  he  didn't  understand  it : ñor  did  he. 

“ I do  not  believe  that  I am  mistaken,"  pursued  Filcher.  “ I can 
generally  tell  by  the  look  of  a man  wliat  he  is ; and  if  I am  not  de- 
ceived,  í shall  put  five  pounds  at  once  into  your  pocket,  and  malee  you 
a handsome  present  on  mv  return." 

The  man  stared,  and  looked  ex Iremcly  concerned  I his  amazement 
was  unspeakoble  ! he  couldn't  make  it  out ! Still,  in  the  midst  of  his 
consternation  he  gracefully  caught  hold  of  a tuft  of  ragged  hair  upon 
his  foreliead,  with  the  view  of  conveying  the  idea  of  a most  respectful 
bow. 

" I 'm  surc  I may  trust  you/'  continued  Filcher  gravely.  “ I 'II 
therefore  explain.  I have  two  ladies  with  me — one  young  and  lovely, 
the  other  oíd,  and  very  disagreeable.  Now  the  young  one  — to  come 
to  the  poiut  at  once  — I want  to  run  away  with,  and  as  with  your  as- 
sistance  I can  manage  it  with  ease,  the  only  question  is,  will  you  aid 
me  ? " 

Postboys  are  known  by  all  men  of  experience  to  be  the  most  chival- 
rous  dogs  upon  the  road,  — the  best  fellows  under  heaven  to  assist  in 
an  elopement, — and  as  this  was  really  one  of  the  true  breed,  he  with- 
out  hesitation  consented. 

“ Boot,"  said  he,  “ how  be  it  to  be  doon  ? I marn't  go  the  wrong 
rood!" 

iS  Can't  you  pulí  the  cliaise  into  some  dry  ditch  ?"  suggested  Fil- 
cher, “ and  there  stick  for  an  liour  or  so  ? " 

f‘  To  be  sure  1 can  ! That  's  capital,  be  gum  I I never  tlioot  o' 
that  now  till  you  did.  I '11  do't." 

" I may  depend  upon  you  ? " 

«Oh!  I'U  do't!— I '11  do't!" 

írVerywell.  Thenlet7/owr  cliaise  stand  first  at  the  door  — there 
must  be  no  mistake  about  that,  — and  when  you  get  about  half  way 
between  this  and  Canterbury,  why  there  let  us  pass  you,  and  then  — 
you  understand  ? " 

Oh  ! I '11  do  't  handy,  sir ; never  fear  that." 

The  Captain  then  gave  him  five  pounds,  and  returned  to  the 
ladies. 

“ I am  sorry  to  say,"  said  he,  on  entering  the  room,  "that  we  must 
sepárate  until  we  get  to  Canterbury.  The  carriage  in  which  we  carne 
must  go  back,  and  I can  get  notliing  here  but  a couple  of  cliaiscs, 
neither  of  which  will  carry  more  than  two." 

“ Oh  ! we  shall  be  able  to  manage ! " cried  the  Countess. 

" I 'm  at  a loss  to  guess  how ! You  see  these  machines  have  no 
seats  outside.  It  is  true,  m^  servant  can  sit  upon  the  bar;  but  then, 
what  's  to  become  of  yours  ? 

" Oh ! let  her  ride  inside  with  me ! " said  Mrs.  Gills.  " I don't 
mind,  you  know  ! — nobody  won't  see  us  ! " 

This  act  of  condescension  was  appreciated  by  the  Captain,  who,  in 
roturn,  however,  simply  said,  ts  Well,  as  you  please." 
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Accordingly,  lmving  concluded  tlieir  repast,  tlie  Captain  lianded 
Mrs.  Gills  and  the  maid  into  the  hrst  chaise  with  unexampled  grace, 
and  when  the  Countess  and  himself  were  duly  seated  in  the  other, — to 
wliich  all  the  trunks  liad  bcen  attached  by  bis  direetion,  — tlieir  jour- 
ney  was  resumed. 

Entertaining  in  the  extreme  was  tlie  Captain,  while  the  Countess 
was  deligbted  as  well  with  him  as  with  herself,  and  tlius  they  pro- 
ceeded  steadily,  until  they  got  to  Faversliam,  where  they  passed  the 
other  chaise,  wíiich  stopped  ostensibly  in  order  that  one  of  the  bridles 
miglit  be  slightly  re-adjusted. 

The  Countess  wavcd  lier  hand  as  slie  passed,  of  course,  and  was  re- 
cognized  by  her  mamma,  to  whom  the  Captain  mentally  bade  adieu, 
feeling  convinced  then  that  all  was  secure. 

Ñor  was  he  deceived.  On  remounting,  the  postboy,  wlio  drove  Mrs. 
Gills,  followed  with  grcat  care  for  nearly  two  miles,  when  all  at  once 
liis  horses  began  to  kick,  and  plunge,  and  snort,  in  the  most  miraeu- 
lou8  manner  possible. 

“ Be  careful,  tlierc  's  a good  man  ! ” cried  Mrs.  Gills,  tlirusting  lier 
head  out  of  one  of  the  front  Windows. 

“ Blarm  yer  ! wo  ! ” cried  the  postboy,  backing  liis  horses  violently. 
“ Wo  ! D’yer  want  to  get  into  the  dike  ? ” 

And  in  an  instant  — in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  — and  with  all  the 
ingenuity  at  bis  cominand,  he  pulled  the  chaise  into  a ditcli,  whicli 
contained,  instead  of  water,  black  mud,  thickly  coated  with  chick- 
weed. 

“ Oh ! we  shall  be  drownded ! " shriekcd  Mrs.  Gills,  and  that 
shriek  was  duly  eclioed  by  the  maid,  who  entertained  the  same 
opinión. 

te  I thought  wliat  yon  was  up  to ! ” cried  the  postboy,  who  was  some- 
thing  of  a wag  in  his  way.  " I knowed  you  was  arter  suffin*.  What 
d'yer  mean,  liay  ? Ain’t  the  rood  wide  enow  for  yer  ? Blarm  yer 
carcasses  ! couldn't  yer  be  satisfied  arout  gettin*  into  the  dike  ? " 

c<  We  shall  be  killed!  — we  shall  be  killed  ! " exclaimed  Mrs.  Gills 
írantically.  <c  Oh  ! my  good  man  ! my  dear — dear  good  man  ! — pray 
get  us  out — pray  do  ! ” 

Ct  Don't  be  alarmed,  mum  ! — oh!  don’t  be  alarmed  ! There 's  no- 
thin’  bruk  ! It  ’ll  be  all  right  ag*in  in  a little  while,  blarm  ’em  ! They 
must  get  into  the  dike ! I knowed  what  they  was  arter  ! They  're 
about  the  most  warmentest  cattle  as  is.  If  they  evcr  takc  anythin' 
into  tlieir  lieads — " 

“ Well  — well  — well ! get  us  out ! Pray  — pray  get  us  out ! Oh 
dear  ! I am  ready  to  die.” 

The  fellow  then  opened  the  door,  and  with  his  aid  they  managed 
to  aliglit  in  perfect  safety,  when  he  begged  of  tliem  both  as  a favour 
not  to  be  frightened,  and  set  to  work  with  the  apparent  view  of  get- 
ting  the  chaise  out  of  the  ditch. 

And  his  efforts  were  desperate  ! They  were  almost  indeed  super- 
human.  He  reusoned  with  his  horses,  and  laslied  and  pulled,  while 
the  wheels  sank  deeper  and  deeper  still,  until  at  length,  having  dex- 
terously  backed  into  two  good  feet  of  consistent  mud,  he  gave  the 
thing  up  in  despair. 

11  It  's  o*  no  use,"  said  he,  in  a State  of  steaming  perspiration.  “ It 
bean’t  a single  ha'p'orth  o'  use  l I can* i get  un  out ! " 

“ What  on  earth  are  we  to  do,  then  ? ” exclaimed  J\Irs.  Gills. 
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An  idea  seemed  to  strikc  him.  “ I have  it  I ” said  lie  ; and  lie  liad. 
44  Just  walk  aboot  a little  bit,  ladies,  and  I *11  just  gallop  oíF  for  sooin 
help.” 

This  was  lield  by  Mrs.  Gills  to  be  an  admirable  thouglit,  and  he  im- 
mediately  took  liis  horses  out,  tied  the  head  of  the  oíf-one  to  tlie 
wheel,  mounted  the  other,  and  started  baelc  to  Faversham  for  assist- 
anee,  while  the  ladies  promenaded  in  front  of  the  chaise,  in  a horrible 
State  of  alarm. 

Now,  althougli  the  fcllow  went  at  a slapping  pace  un  til  he  had  got 
out  of  sight,  truth  prompts  the  admixsion  that  he  was,  after  that,  in  no 
hurry  at  all.  lie  did,  however,  nianage  by  dint  of  perseverance  to  do 
the  last  mile  in  about  tifty  minutes ; and,  having  accomplished  that 
extraordinary  feat,  engaged  tliree  stout  men,  witli  whom,  after  having 
had  four  pots  of  ule,  he  liustened  back  at  the  rate  of  full  six  miles  an 
hour,  until  they  carne  in  sight  of  the  chaise,  when  he  started  oíf  again 
at  full  gallop,  while  the  men  commenced  running  as  if  from  a fíend. 

By  this  time  the  patience  of  both  Mrs.  Gills  and  the  maid  was  as 
nearly  as  possible  exhausted.  To  tliem  the  man  appeared  to  have 
been  gone  aday  and  a half ! His  re-appearance,  however,  cheered  their 
weary  hearts ; and  when  he  and  his  men  carne  up  breathless  and  hot, 
he  received  great  applause  for  his  noble  exertions. 

They  then  commenced  work,  and  after  having  ingeniously  experi- 
mentalized  for  about  twenty  minutes,  they  happily  succeeded  in  get- 
ting  the  chaise  out ; and  when  Mrs.  Gills  had  reivarded  the  men,  and 
begged  of  the  postboy  to  drive  with  all  the  speed  that  might  indeed  be 
consistent  w’ith  their  safety,  they  started  once  more. 

Tlie  postboy,  who  then  seemed  most  anxious  to  prove  that  his  cliief 
cliaracteristic  was  caution,  got  his  horses  fairly  into  a legitímate  jog 
and  explained  to  tliem  at  length  what  he  thought  of  their  conduct 
with  due  indignation  and  point. 

Having  finished  this  lecture  to  his  own  satisfaction,  he  began  to  sing 
with  nearly  all  the  voice  he  had  in  him  ; and  tlius  did  he  amuse  him- 
self,  quite  at  his  ease,  until  he  arrived  within  half  a mile  of  Canter- 
bury,  when,  in  order  to  finish  his  work  with  éclat , he  treated  his 
horses  to  a fair  full  trot,  and  dashed  into  the  town. 

Here  immediate  inquines  w'ere  made  for  the  Countess  and  lier 
companion ; but,  instead  of  finding  tliem  there,  as  slie  expected,  Mrs. 
Gills  ascertained  that  after  wraiting  some  time  they  had  gone  on.  She 
therefore  instantly  ordered  a fresh  chaise,  and  followed  them  to  Dover 
with  all  possible  speed,  but  lier  searcli  there  w'as  equally  fruitless ; for 
the  Captain,  on  his  arrival,  having  learned  that  a packet  wfould  start 
in  an  hour  for  Calais,  instructed  his  servant  to  take  all  the  luggage  on 
board,  which  being  effected,  the  Countess,  of  course,  felt  compelled  in 
a measure  to  go  on  board  too.  This,  however,  was  not  done  without 
great  reluctance.  She  naturally  wanted  to  wait  for  her  mamma. 
What  on  earth  could  have  become  of  her?  What  could  she  do  on  her 
arrival,  when  she  found  that  they  were  gone? 

The  Captain  calmed  her  fears  by  explaining  that  her  mamma  had 
in  all  probability  been  taken  ft  the  longest  way  round  that,  of  course 
she  would  be  certain  to  íind  them  at  Calais;  and  that  his  servant, — 
to  whom  he  had  given  prívate  instructions  — sliould  remain  to  attend 
to  lier  when  she  arrived ; and  having  thus  overruled  her  objections, 
they  went  on  board  the  packét,  which  left  Dover  nearly  two  hours 
before  Mrs.  Gills  reached  the  Boyal  Hotel. 
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CIIAPTEU  V. 

In  which  Richard  Savage  makes  a very  rcmarkable  discovery,  and  finds  that  he  has 
made  as  remarkable  a mistake. 

If  a man  knew  precisely  when  to  stand  still,  and  when  to 
go  forward,  he  would,  in  most  cases,  be  extremely  active  when 
he  is  quicscent,  and  altogcther  passive  when  he  is  in  an  absurd 
hurry.  Would  that,  satisííed  with  my  present  position,  I had 
sougnt  to  know  no  further;  but,  likeagood,  honest,  comfortable 
worldling,  had  applied  myself  to  Myte  with  a praiseworthy 
(some  would  cali  it  a servile)  diligente,  with  a view  of  pushing 
myself  in  the  world.  I may  urge  that  my  nature  was  abhorrent 
and  aberrant  from  the  beaten  paths  of  every-day  life, — that 
Lady  Masón,  by  avowing,  whilc  she  preserved,  the  mystcry  of 
my  birth,  had  made  me  unfit  for  any  station  by  withholding 
from  me  a knowledge  of  the  station  to  which  I belonged. 
Would,  then,  that  she  had  never  tampered  with  my  fortune,  — 
that  she  had  at  first  consigned  me  absolutely  to  Freeman, — that 
1 had  been  made  to  believe,  and  had  grown  up  in  the  convic- 
tion,  that  I was  his  ehild  ; so  had  I, — grovelling  on  in  sordid 
satisfaction,  contented  as  a swine,  as  fat,  perhaps, — grunted 
through  life,  another  Ishmacl  Short ; or,  more  wise  in  my  gene- 
ration,  and  more  despicable,  glozed  along  the  slimy  track  of 
existence,  a second  Joseph  Carnaby.  Vain  and  bootless  wishes ; 
and  now  I bethink  me,  no  wishes  of  mine.  It  is  better  as  it  was 
— and  as  it  is. 

A good  understanding  subsisted  between  Ludlow  and  Myte. 
The  latter  had  long  ceased  to  sell  liouses,  and  was  in  rcality  a 
lender  of  money  to  great  people  and  young  heirs,  which  latter, 
lie  used  to  say,  if  they  were  determined  to  run  through  their 
estates,  might  as  well  buy  their  shoes  of  him  as  of  anybody  clse. 
Ilis  transactions,  therefore,  required  no  assistance  of  mine.  My 
days,  indeed,  were  spent  in  his  office,  and  not  unprofitably,  for 
lie  gave  me  free  access  to  liis  library  ; but  my  evenings  were 
entirely  at  my  own  disposal. 

Ludlow  carne  frequently  to  visit  me,  and  on  caeli  successive 
occasion  with  an  apparent  increase  of  satisfaction.  He  supplied 
me  with  abundance  of  money,  and  bade  me  want  for  nothing  I 
could  reasonably  desire,  which  money  might  procure.  Of  daily 
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wants  Myte  was  a most  liberal  purveyor;  but  I soon  became 
anxious  to  qualify  for  a pretty  fellow : and,  accordingly,  I re- 
cruited  and  embellished  my  wardrobe ; took  lessons  in  fcncing 
and  dancing  ; sometimos  showed  myself  at  a play  ; frequented  a 
coffee-house  of  minor  pretensions ; ogled  the  women,  and  made 
66  the  passion  ” my  study. 

Myte  was  greatly  amused  at  the  gradual  change  in  my  ap- 
pearance  and  manners.  44  On  my  worcl,  Ricardo,’'  he  would  say, 
turning  me  about,  44  Woful’s  money  looks  gay,  rolled  out  into 
lace  upon  that  coat  of  thine.  You  llave  already  turned  my 
Goth  and  Vandales  brains.  Tliey  want  hoops;  and  Flusterina 
will  have  it  so.  Hoops  ! wlien  they  get  them  they  must  knock 
them  ofF  the  tub  of  Diogenes,  and  bring  me  the  oíd  cynic’s  lan- 
tern,  that  I may  look  after  two  honest  men  to  take  them  off  my 
hands  afterwards.  Get  a rapier  next,  and,  the  first  thing  you  do 
with  it,  pink  Jeremiah  Woful.  A few  ounces  of  blood  takcn 
from  him  would  do  him  tnuch  good.” 

But  if  Myte  was  amused,  Ludlow  was  delighted.  44  That  ns 
it — tliat’s  it,"  said  he  one  day  ; 44  this  is  what  1 always  intended, 
but  the  bowl,  as  I may  say,  was  not  rolled  on  the  right  bias. 
Do  you  see  much  company  up  stairs?" 

44  O yes;  frequently." 

44  Young  fellows,  I suppose,  after  tlie  daughters?” 

44,There  are  two  or  three  who,  I daré  say,  medítate " 

44  Marriage  ? — um !”  said  Ludlow  ; 44  well ; that  's  no  business 
of  ours.  Have  you  seen  any  one  you  know,  Richard,  sincc  you 
have  been  here  ?” 

44  Whom  do  I know?"  I replied. 

44 1 mean,”  pursued  Ludlow, 44  any  one  you  have  sccn  before  ?" 

44  Not  a soul.” 

Ludlow  was  sileut  for  a short  space.  44  Mr.  Burridge  lias 
been  in  town,"  he  said,  at  lengtli. 

44  Indeed  ! ff 

44  Yes;  and  waited  upon  Lady  Masón,  who  declined  to  see 
him.” 

44  Is  not  that  rather  extraordinary  ? " said  I. 

44 1 don’t  know,”  he  returned.  He  wanted  to  know  wliere  lie 
could  ílnd  you,  but  I was  forbidden  to  tell  him.” 

A scene  of  anger  on  my  side,  and  pretexts  and  excuses  on  bis, 
ensued. 

4k  Good  God  ! ” I exclainied,  in  a rage,  44  am  I over  to  be 
treated  tlius  ? the  only  man  in  the  worid  for  whom  I entertain 
a respect  and  aífection.” 

44  Except  me — except  your  poor  friend  Ludlow." 

44 1 except  no  man,”  said  I,  liastily.  44  You  are  not  takingthe 
right  way,  sir,  to  increase  my  respcct,  or  to  retain  my  aíFection." 

44  Oh,  but  I am,"  said  he,  repeating  it  two  or  three  times 
earnestly  ; 44  and  you  ’ll  say  so." 

44  Wlien  I llave  cause,  I will." 
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“ Cause?  ” he  rejoined,  — 44  cause  ? The  cause  will  soon  he 
called  on,  I promise  yon.  What  shall  we  term  it,  Richard?” 

44  Freeman  versus  Ludlow,”  said  I. 

44  Aha  í ” and  his  eyes  suddenly  brightened  ; 44  nbt  that  — not 

that ; Ludlow  versus ; put  a dash  for  the  ñame,  Dick, — a 

dash.  I will  see  yon  again  shortly.” 

44  Half  of  the  three  months  are  gone,”  I said,  calling  after  him 
as  he  walked  to  the  door. 

He  turned,  and  nodded  his  head.  44  I know  it,”  said  lie, 
coming  towards  me,  and  laying  his  hand  upon  my  shoulder. 
“Perhapsyou  may  know  all — perita p$ , before  the  other  half 
comes  to  an  end.” 

He  retired  with  a wise  solemnity  of  countenance,  at  which  I 
could  not  forbear  smiling.  Poor  Ludlow  ! even  now,  my  heart 
can  spare  one  sigh,  more  than  for  myself,  for  thee  ! 

About  ten  days  after  Ludlow's  visit,  a lady  stepping  out  of  a 
chair,  entered  the  office — the  very  lady  whom  I liad  seen,  for  a 
moment,  at  Lady  Masones  house.  I laid  down  the  book  I liad 
been  reading,  and  advanced  from  my  desk.  Shc  started — no, 
the  word  is  too  strong  — she  drew  back  her  head  on  perceiving 
me,  and  inquired  if  Myte  was  at  home.  I replied  that  he  was. 

44  Surely,  young  gentleman*,”  she  said,  44  I haveseen  you  some- 
wliere — not  here — but 7* 

44  At  Lady  Masones  house,  madam,”  I replied. 

She  t Lid  start,  then  ; and  a gravity  took  possession  of  her 
face.  46 1 remember.  You  are,  then,  Ludlow’s  nephew  ?”  with 
a forced  coniplaisance.  1 bowcd. 

44  Will  you  be  so  good  as  to  apprize  Mr.  Myte  that  I am 
here  ? ” 

44  Certainly,  madam,”  and  I proceeded  to  Myte’s  prívate 
office.  44  Mrs.  Bellamy,  sir,  desi  res  to  see  you,”  said  I,  accost- 
ing  that  gentleman,  wlio  was  engaged  upon  an  occupation  very 
conimon  with  him,  namely,  carving  with  his  penknife  a smaíl 
liideous  head  out  of  wood. 

44  Mrs.  Bellamy  ! ” he  exclaimed,  laying  down  the  subject  of 
his  labours.  44  And  who,  Ricardo,  is  Mrs.  Bellamy  ?” 

44  I really  don’t  know,”  I replied. 

44  Ñor  I,”  he  returned.  44  Bellamy  ? Bellamy  ? Let  ’s  cali 
in  the  aid  of  one’s  optics.  We’ll  go  and  see  Bellamira.  Come 
along.” 

Myte  fell  back  a pace  or  two  wlicn  he  beheld  his  visiter. 
44  Why,  Ricardo,”  he  cried,  with  an  inquisitive  side-eye,  44  who 
told  you  this  lady  was  Mrs.  Bellamy  ? Madam, ” turning  to 
her,  with  a low  bow,  44  the  honour  you  do  me ” 

44  Will  he  soon  forgotten  in  the  occasion,  no  doubt,”  said  the 
lady,  smiling.  44 1 have  come  upon  my  oíd  business.” 

4*  My  dear  madam,”  returned  Myte  in  a deprecating  tone, 44  if 
I had  Plutus1  mine,  my  very  good  friends  would  exhaust  it  : 
nay,  it  is  worked  clean  out.” 
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« Yon  must  discover  a ncw  vein  for  me,  howevcr,  good  Mr. 
Myte,”  she  answcred  langliing.  “ But  1 mistook  you  ior  a man 
oí*  callantry,  sir.  Do  you  keep  a lady  standing  r 

“A  thousand  pardons!'1  cried  Myte,  huvrying  o íe  co 
his  prívate  office,  which  he  opened.  46  De  pleasec  o íonour 

'^As'thcTíady  swept  past  him  hito  his  roorn,  Myte  faced  about 
towards  me,  casting  up  his  hands  and  eyes  rucfully  , and  the  , 
throwing  out  one  foot,  and  turning  round  swiftly  upon  the  toe 
of  the  other,  tottered  aftcr  her.  . . . 

I awaited  with  indescribable  impatience  the  ternnnation  ol  the 

conferenee  between  this  lady  and  Myte.  What  did  Ludlow 
mean,  who  must  have  known  better,  by  calhng  her  Bellamy  • 
Why  did  he  inquire  of  me  whether  1 liad  seen  any  persor , «mee 
I liad  lived  with  Myte,  whom  I had  evcr  seen  belorc  ? Besides, 
thcre  was  sometliing  in  her  appearance,  m her  face,  ín  her jur, 
that  would  have  excited  my  curiosity,  and  engaged  my  interest 
— I think  so  — had  1 beheld  her  under  the  most  ordinary  cir- 
cumstanccs.  Whereforc  should  Ludlow  have  withdrawn  me 
from  her  presence  in  so  nbrupt,  so  alarmed,  nay,  m bo  terrih 
a manner?  Why  did  Lady  Masón  turn  pule  and  tremb le? 
Why,  lastly,  was  I sueh  a blockhead  as  to  givc  credence  to  the 
wretched  story  — the  lie,  which  Ludlow,  at  a moment  s notice, 
liad  set  u n,  and  which  had  stood  thus  long  ? 

While  1 was  yet  revolving  these  doubts,  the  lady  and  Myte 
carne  forth ; the  latter,  bustling  forward  to  handf^  *° 
chair.  She  regarded  me,  as  she  passed,  with  a look  « mo  ^ha 
coinmon  observation.  I returned  her  gaze.  fot  the  first  time  m 
my  lifc  to  a human  being,  timidly,  and  with  hesitation.  1 ■ 

was  a fascinntion  in  her  eye  which  hele  me  spell-bound.  Beau- 
tif.il  she  was,  but  not  young.  She  might  be— my  fuW 1 

in  my  bosom  at  the  thought  — my  eyes  filled  with  water— she 

Wa«STyou  think,”  said  Myte,  returning,  “ bccause  vou  are 
one  of  the  sons  of  Adam,  that  liis  prerogative  lias  devolved 
upon  you  of  bestowing  wliat  ñames  you  please ; or  are  you  go  g 
to  take  a leaf  out  of  my  book,  or  to  snatch  my  book  out  of  my 
hands  P Bellamy ! But  wbat  ? wliat  ? you  are  íll,  Ricardo. 
What  ails  you  ? You’re  as  white  as  a chamberlain  8 "ant ; 

I rcplied  that  a sudden  faintness  had  scized  me,  but  that  L 
was  now  better.  “ Who,  tlien,  sir,”  I addcd,  “ » that  lady  . 
Mr.  Ludlow  told  me  her  ñame  was  Bellamy.  „ . , 

“ Epigrama  upon  a tombstone  ! — Woful  turned  wag  . cne( 
Myte : “ / cali  her  Semiramis ; she  ’s  as  proud  as  the  Queen  of 
the  Assyrians, — as  liigh  as  the  tower  of  Belus.  Common  mortals 

cali  her  Brctt — Mra.  Brett.”  . T • • i 

« Do  you  not  think  her  a very  fine  woman,  sir  P I ínqu  rtd. 
“Pandora’s  box  looked  like  a casket,”  answered  he.  li  1 
were  to  tell  you  her  history  — but,  Lord ! Ludlow  has  done 
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that,  no  doubt,  and  called  her  Bellamy  to  couceal  tlie  relation- 
ship;’ 

“llelated  to  Ludlow  !”  cried  I,  in  amazement. 

Ci  1 hope  Jeremiah  has  worthier  kin,”  said  he.  “ No — to  Lady 
Masón — she  is  Lady  Masón’ s daughter.” 

Oh,  Ludlow  ! I cursed  him  at  that  moment.  ÉC  No  inore  re- 
lated  to  Lady  Masón  than  you  to  her.”  He  liad  said  this.  Ly- 
ing  rogue ! And  yct,  what,  after  all,  if  he  liad  spoken  truth  ? 
I was  in  an  agony  to  learn  all  that  Myte  could  eonun  única  te. 
“ Pray,  sir,”  said  I,  fiÉ  tell  me  the  history  of  this  lady.” 

Myte,  having  seated  himself,  had  thrown  his  leg  over  liis 
knee,  which  he  was  smoothing  with  his  hands,  preparatory  to 
the  expected  narrativo,  wlien  a young  gentleman  walked  ¡uto  the 
office.  I wished  Mr.  Langley,  for  that  was  his  ñame,  in  a cer- 
tain  place,  which,  perhaps,  will  never  receive  him,  for  his  ill- 
timed  visit. 

Mr.  Langley  was  a gay  young  fellow  about  town,  heir  to  a 
good  estáte  and  a baronetcy,  of  considerable  collateral  expecta- 
tions,  with  a tolerable  figure,  good  teeth,  and  great  vivacity, 
which  he  mistook  for  wit.  He  was  a frequent  visiter  at  Myte’s 
house,  and  the  very  humble  servan t of  Madam  Margaret,  whoui 
her  father  with  good-natured  injustice,  termed  “ Gotli,”  and 
who,  countenanced  by  her  mother,  graciously  received  Mr. 
Langley ’s  atten tions, — atten tions  which  Myte  himself  could  not, 
or  would  not  see. 

My  dear  6 multum  in  parvo?  ” cried  Langley, — cc  thou  c sun- 
shine  in  a shady  place/ — I want  a ray  of  beneficence  from  you. 
Shine  out  fifty  pieces,  or  1 am  undone.” 

íÉ  I can%  Alcibiades  Wildgoose,”  returncd  Myte,  looking  up, 
with  his  foot  in  his  hand.  4C  Can^t.  Mrs.  Brett  has  been  here, 
and  has  shorn  me  of  all  my  beams.  I *m  as  dull  as  a pewter 
platter.” 

u Ilang  lier  ! syren,”  said  Langley  ; <c  as  gay  and  extravagant 
as  ever.  But  what  am  I to  do  ? If  I run  after  the  Israel  i tes  I 
sliall  soon  be,  like  Pharoah  and  his  host,  under  water.” 

tc  Horrow  of  the  wandering  Jcw,”  answercd  Myte;  “ he  must 
llave  saved  money  by  this  time,  or  the  devil ’s  in  it.” 

<c  Nay,  if  the  devil  ’s  in  it,”  retorted  Langley,  “ he  has  got  it 
by  him.  Can  you  lielp  me  to  a knowledge  of  his  residence  ?" 

Somewhere  in  the  Mint,”  said  Myte.  u But,  to  be  scrious, 
do  you  cali  the  life  you  lead  pleasure  ?” 

“ Why  not  ? Ask  Freeman.  What  do  you  say,  Dick  ?” 

“ Toiling  in  a perpetual  round,”  continued  Myte  ; “running 
fruitlessly  after  happiness,  when,  if  you  stand  still,  you  llave  it. 
I say,  Wildgoose,”  he  added,  udid  you  ever  see  a kit  ten  in  pur- 
suit  of  its  own  tail  P round  and  round  goes  the  little  devil,  now 
on  one  hauncli,  then  on  the  other,  gravely  kicking  and  grinning, 
and  all  for  what?  Why,  if  it  sat  still,  there’s  its  tail  under  its 
nosc.  Now,  that ’s  the  6 moral  ’ of  a young  fellow  of  pleasure.” 


222 


RICHARD  SAVAGE. 


44  I take  you,”  said  Langley.  44  But  did  you  ever  see  an  oíd 
cat  sitting  wíth  its  nose  on  a level  with  thc  knob  of  the  poker  ? 
There  it  sits,  winking  and  blinking — now  a purr — now  a snceze 
— then  a chasm  of  a mouth  — then  a cushion  of  a paw  rubbed 
over  face  and  cars — presently  a long  doze,  and  after  that  a long 
stretch,  with  an  inverted  semicircular  back,  and  a hind-leg  stuck 
out,  as  thougli  it  wanted  to  get  rid  of  it.  Now,  that ’s  the  6 mo- 
ral" of  an  oíd  fellow  who  thinks  himsclf  happy.  Come  — come, 
let  me  have  the  fifly  pieces.” 

44  If,”  exclaimed  Myte,  46  you  were  to  cut  me  into  fifty  pieces, 
and  could  make  a little  Daniel  Myte  out  of  every  one  of  them, 
and  were  to  send  all  of  them  prancing  about  town  to  raíse  the 
money  in  my  ñame,  it  would  be  of  no  avail.  I tell  you,  you 
can’t  have  it.  I MI  stand  godfather  to  your  extravagance  no 
longer.  What,  if  the  oíd  gentleman  were  to  come  to  me,  say~ 
ing,  4 Daniel  Myte,  Daniel  Myte,  why  do  you  lend  my  son 
money  which  is  to  be  paid  down  on  my  coílin-plate  V What 
should  I answer  to  that?” 

44  This,”  said  the  other.  44  Everard  Langley,  Evcrard  Lang- 
ley, why  have  you  not  an  eye  to  see  your  son’s  merit,  and  why 
don’t  you  make  him  an  allowance  worthy  of  a man  of  his 
figure?  If  you  did,  Daniel  Myte  would  keep  his  money,  and 
your  son  wouldift  have  to  inelt  down  your  coffin-plate,  which,  if 
you  donM  mind,  he  MI  be  compelled  to  do.  That  speech  would 
go  far  to  melt  him,  Daniel  Myte.  Are  the  ladies  at  home  ?” 

44  They  are,”  answered  Myte,  44  and  I intend  they  shall  re- 
main  so.” 

44  Well,”  said  the  other,  44  I MI  but  pay  my  compliments  to 
them,  and  be  gone.  Your  servant,  Myte;  yours,  Dick.” 

44  When  a man  wears  red-heeled  shoes,  and  carries  a cañe  at 
his  wrist.,”*  observed  Myte,  after  Langley  was  gone, 44  I give  him 
up.  I should  like,  Ricardo,  to  exercise  the  cañe  over  the  shoul- 
ders  oí*  sucli  pretty  fellows  — fellows  of  fire,  as  they  cali  them- 
selves  ; T "d  make  "em  take  to  their  red  heels.  A pity,  too  ; the 
man  ’s  not  without  sense  or  spirit.” 

I should  probably  have  forgotten  tliis  trivial  talk  long  sincc, 
but  that  the  critical  time  at  which  it  took  place  has  made  it  in- 
separable in  my  memory  from  the  conversation  that  preceded 
and  folio wed  it. 

44  Would  you  oblige  me  now,  sir,”  said  I,  44  by  telling  me  all 
you  know  about  Mrs.  Brett  ? I am  quite  curious,”  I added, 
with  as  much  calmness  as  I could  command,  44  to  hear  lier 
history.” 

44 1 liad  forgotten  Semiramis,”  cried  Myte.  44 1 wish  slie 

* To  wear  red-heeled  shoes,  and  to  be  an  adept 

u In  the  nice  comluct  of  a elouded  canc/' 

which  was  carried  suspended  from  tlie  wríst,  were  the  prevailing  coxcombrics  of  the 
a pretty  fellow  ” of  the  days  of  Queen  Anne  and  George  I.  Hogarth  has  seized, 
and  conveyed  him  to  his  canvass,  where  he  exists,  life-like,  for  future  genera  tions. 
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could  be  brought  to  forget  me.  Why,  Ricardo,  tlmt  woman, 
some  years  ago,  was  Countess  of  Macclesfield ; aye,  yon  may 
stare — a Countess.  Well,  sir,”  and  here  he  looked  into  my  face 
soinc  scconds  beforc  he  resumed,  (c  to  what  a piteh  human  as- 
su ranee — shocking,  hideous  impudente — may  be  carried,  was 
only  conjectured,  nay,  perhaps  never  imagined  by  mankind  be- 
fore, till  she  exemplified  it ! — What  do  you  think  that  woman 
did  ? v 

I was  surprised  and  shocked,  and  answered  notliing. 

“What  do  you  think  she  did  ? ” he  repeated  in  a measured 
tone.  “ Can  you  conjecture  ?” 

“ No,  sir.” 

“ No,  sir,”  said  Myte  assentingly,  “and  no  sir  ever  could,  of 
his  own  inind,  or  madam  either.  Sorne  months  before  she 
brought  her  child  into  thc  world,  she  declared,  voluntarily, — 
with  a voice  like  a human  being,  not  a fiend  as  it  should  have 
been, — and  with  a face  without  a vizard,  that  her  child,  then  un- 
born,  was  not  the  child  of  the  Earl  of  Macclesfield,  but  of  Sari 
Rivera.” 

“Earl  Rivcrs!”  1 exclaimcd  involuntarily, — •*  what  ! the  fine 
house  in  St.  James’s  Square  ?” 

“ Yes,  the  fine  house,”  said  Myte;  “he  lived  in  a fine  house; 
but  he’s  lately  gonc  to  a house  not  nearly  so  fine,  where  he  does 
not  live.” 

“ And  was  it  the  child  of  Earl  Rivers,  sir  ? — a boy  ? ” 

“ Who  was  its  father,  and  what  its  gender,  I don’t  know,” 
returned  Myte  ; “ but  I beg  her  pardon, — I believe  she  spoke  the 
truth  as  to  the  paternity.  A few  months  after  the  birth  of  thc 
infant,  thc  Earl  of  Macclesfield  succeeded  in  getting  a divorce ; 
her  fortune  was  returned  to  her,  and  she  shortly  after  married 
Colonel  Brett ; and  that’s  the  end  of  my  story.  If  you  want 
to  know  more,  Woful’s  your  man.”  So  saying,  Myte  betook 
himself  to  his  own  room. 

It  was  a relief  to  me  that  he  did  so.  Everything  coneurred, 
when  my  mind  acquired  suílicicnt  serenity  to  enable  me  to  com- 
pare and  combine  the  several  circumstances  before  me,  to  the 
conviction  that  I was  that  child.  It  must  be  so.  I liad  seized 
my  hat,  and  was  hurrying  away  to  Ludio w,  wrhen  it  occurred  to 
me  that  I had  best  unwind  this  ravelled  skein  myself.  Ludlow 
and  Lady  Masón  were  in  a plot,  not  against  me  alone,  but 
against  my  mother.  I did  not  reason  why  it  should  be  so;  or, 
rather,  I did  not  lubour  tliat  thought.  I felt,  at  once,  that  no 
human  motive  could  be  assigned  ibr  such  atrocity  of  wicked- 
ness  — and  yet  the  suspicion  aróse  again  and  again.  Feelings 
that  I had  never  before  known  began  to  stir  within  me.  A mo- 
ther— and  such  a mother  ! I was  thinking  of  her  beauty,  then, 
— her  grace  — her  sweetness;  but  presently  all  that  Myte  had 
said  returned  to  my  memory.  And  what  was  there  in  his  story  ? 
He  was  violently  prejudieed  against  her;  doubtless  by  Ludlow, 


824 


ItICIIARD  SAVAGE. 


the  emissary  of  her  relentless  and  persecuting  motil  er,  who  liad 
wrested  me  by  forcé  from  her  maternal  arras.  Grant  the  first 
shame  — the  wrong  done  to  her  husband  — all  clse  was  noble. 
She  might  have  imposed  me — me — for  Richard  Freeman  it  ivas 
— upon  her  husband  as  his  own  child, — she  mighthave  remained 
a Countess,  and  retained  her  rcputation.  She  lovcd  him  not ; 
but  she  would  not  do  him  a dishonour,  even  though  it  should 
lie  known  to  herself  only : rather  than  that,  she  had  brought 
dishonour  upon  herself,  to  be  known  to  the  whole  world. 

I cannot  control  the  smile  with  whieh  my  lio  is  now  writhing, 
while  I recal  the  fond  impulse  that  determinad  me  to  cast  my- 
self  at  her  feet.  Yes — it  should  be  the  study  of  my  lifeto  makc 
reparation  to  her  for  the  infamy  which  innocent  1 had  brought 
upon  her.  My  presence,  so  long  anxiously  sought,  (that  notion 
entirely  possessed  me,)  should  solace  and  sustain  her  declining 
years.  I would  dedícate  my  life  to  her.  I would  be  her  de- 
voted  and  very  humble  servant.  Ha  ! ha  ! ha ! — nothing  but 
laughter  will  do  for  it  — laughter  in  which  I liope  all  such  will 
join  who  have  lungs  and  leisure  for  the  ebullition,  as  have 
deemed  the  sign  of  the  tavern  a symbol  of  the  entertainment  to 
be  found  within,  and  having  drunk  vinegar  instead  of  wine, 
have  reckoned  without  their  host,  into  the  bargain. 

I was  tempted,  when  next  I saw  Myte,  to  put  one  or  two  fur- 
ther  questions  to  him. 

44  Fray,  sir,”  said  I,  44  do  you  know  what  became  of  that 
child?" 

44  What  child?”  asked  Myte.  “Lord!  how  the  booby 
stares  ! One  of  the  children  in  the  wood,  or  the  babes  in  the 
Tower?  4 That  child?’  Do  you  mean  that  child  with  two 
heads  shown  at  Smithfíeld  some  years  since  ? When  one  of  its 
heads  fell  off  by  accident,  the  Merry  Andrew  picked  it  up,  and 

Iiut  it  in  his  pocket,  saying  it  was  a serviceable  trifle,  and  would 
le  wanted  again  at  Epping,  next  day." 

44  No,  sir,''  I replied,  44  I meant  the  child  of  Mrs.  JBrett.” 

44  You  take  a deep  interest  in  Mrs.  Brett,"  said  Myte.  44  Brett 
and  brat  are  alike  indifferent  to  me,  Ricardo.  The  child  died.” 
My  heart  sank  within  me.  “Died,  sir?  are  you  sure  the 
child  died  ? ” 

44  WelJ,”  said  Myte,  with  an  oblique  eye,  6Éas  I am  neither  a 
doctor  ñor  an  undertakér,  I didn’t  help  to  kill  or  bury  it.  Lud- 
low  told  me,  many  years  ago,  that  the  child  was  dead.” 

4‘  Do  you  remember,  sir/'  1 inquired  hesitatingly,  cc  how 
many  years  it  may  be  since  the  divorce  of  the  Earl  of  Maccles- 
fíeld  from  Mrs.  Brett  ? I ask  merely  out  of  curiosity.” 

44  So  I suppose,"  returned  Myte  ; 44  most  questions  have  their 
origin  in  euriosity.  But  I do  remember  that.  It  was  in  the 
March  of  the  year  in  which  Aunt  Judith  died,  who  stood  god- 
mother  to  Vandal,  and  who,  like  many  ladies  who  have  nothing 
to  do,  interestcd  herself  grcatly  in  wliat  didn’t  concern  her;  for 
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instancc,  this  di  varee,  of  which  she  was  always  cliatteriug. 
c Divorce  ! — divorce  ! — divorce  ! Oh  ! the  shoeking  creature  ! 

Oh  ! the  unhappy  gentleman  ! * I thought  she’d  have  divorced 
my  soul  from  my  body.  It  was  worse  than  James  the  Sccond 
and  the  Pope.  I liad  liad  tliat  so  many  years  tliat  1 liad  grown 
callous.  I do  assure  you,  Ricardo,  I couldn’t  feel  her  loss  so 
acutely  as  I might  have  done  had  this  divorce  never  come  to 
pass.  So  far  I owe  Semiramis  something.” 

“ In  what  year  was  that,  sir?”  I inquired. 

“ In  the  year  sixteen  ninety-eight.” 

Tlie  very  year  ! And  they  had  told  my  mother  1 was  dead  ; 
and  she  believed  it.  But  we  should  be  more  than  a match  for 
them,  yet. 

“ Mrs.  Brett  lives  in  the  neighbourhood,  sir  ? said  I. 

“ Not  a child’s  trot  off/>  answered  Myte.  " I wish  it  were  a 
giant’s  stretch.  Hard  by — just  round  the  córner,  in  the  next 
Street.” 

I awaited  the  approach  of  evening  with  the  utmost  anxiety. 
I would  sec  her — I would  discover  myself  to  her,  and  batHe  the 
plans  with  which  Lady  Masón  and  her  worthy  coadjutor  were 
teeming.  So  entirely  had  a belief  of  Ludio  w*s  treachery  pos- 
sessed  me,  that  I utterly  overlooked  certain  otherwise  obvious 
circumstances  oí*  his  conduct  that  might  have  inclined  me  to  a 
contrary  opinión.  At  present,  it  appeared  to  me  that  they  had 
been  putting  me  off  with  promises,  in  order  to  gain  time  for  the 
concoction  of  a plausible  falsehood,  by  which  it  was  designed, 
not  only  to  conceal  from  me  the  secret  of  my  birtli,  but,  by  the 
inducement  of  bribery,  to  prevail  upon  some  obscure  person  to 
own  and  claim  me,  and  so  shut  the  door  against  future  com- 
plaints  or  proccedings  on  my  part.  Two  or  threc  times  I had 
resolved  upon  writing  to  my  mother  — endeáring  ñame!  by 
which,  in  my  early  years,  although  conscious  of  its  falsity,  I had 
been  taught  to  address,  and  as  I now  for  the  first  time  knew,  to 
honour  the  persecuting  and  intolerable  Mrs.  Freeman.  But, 
how  could  a letter  — ni  ade  up  of  set  conventional  ph  rases,  of 
lifeless,  inarticulate  words — express  the  feelings  that  were  throb- 
bing  in  my  bosom,  and  which  my  living  prescnce  alone  would 
euable  me  to  transfer  to  liers  P Judging  of  her  emotions  by 
mine,  I conceived  and  dwelt  upon  tlie  rapture  with  which  she 
would  fold  to  her  hcart  a son  the  more  endeared  to  her  by  his 
wrongs,  akin  and  equal  to  her  own.  Surcly,  the  long-imagined 
dead  must  be  welcomed  with  a fervour  of  aífection  sucli  as  may 
be  conceived  to  glow  through  spirits  when  they  meet  once  more 
in  heaven  ! 

Ñor  did  tliese  tumults  in  any  degree  subsi  de  as  the  timedrew 
near  for  presenting  myself  before  her.  A strong  imagination 
supplied  the  deficiency  of  those  feelings,  which  only  expand  and 
inature  under  the  sense  of  maternal  lovc  — of  a tnotber’s  watch- 
ful  care — of  a paren  fs  anxious  protection  ; and  when,  at  lcngth, 


226 


RICHARD  SAVACE. 


I left  Myte’s  liouse,  having  habited  myself  in  my  best  apparel, 
and  proceeded  towards  the  d welling  of  Mrs.  Brett,  I believe  I 
expcricnced  at  the  time  some  such  yearnings  of  the  soul,  and  pal- 
pitations  of  the  lieart,  as  a long-absent  son  may  be  supposed  to 
ieel,  returning  to  a motherwhom  he  liad  loved  from  hisinfancy, 
and  whom  in  his  infaney  he  had  been  tauglit,  and  had  known 
cause,  to  lo  ve. 

It  was  not,  however,  till  I got  to  the  door,  that  I bethought 
me  of  the  probable  effect  so  sudden  and  unlooked-for  a disco- 
very  must  produce  upon  the  delicate  constitution  of  a woman. 
Here,  again,  my  imaginatiun  was  at  work  to  inagnify  the  conse- 
quences  of  my  visit,  and,  perhaps,  to  palliate  to  myself  the  weak- 
ness  that  absolutely  overwhelmed  me,  causing  my  fingers  to 
withdraw  from  the  knocker,  and  my  feet  to  betake  themselves  to 
the  other  end  of  the  Street.  During  some  hours  I wandered  up 
and  down,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way,  looking  wistfully  at 
the  house  as  I passed  and  repassed  it,  striving  to  extract  resolu- 
tion  from  the  stcadfast  bricks  and  mortar  which  each  successive 
time  looked  more  awfully  prohibitory.  Ought  I to  be  ashamed 
to  acknowledge  that  I went  home  that  night  as  wise  as  I carne, 
satisfying  myself  with  excuses  for  my  pusillanimity,  which  I had 
occasion  to  iuake  use  of  on  the  next  night,  and  on  the  next. 

I saw  her  once  in  the  course  of  tliese  perambulations.  She 
carne  for  an  instant  to  the  window.  Her  back  was  to  the  light, 
so  that  I could  not  distinguish  her  face ; but  her  figure  was  not 
to  be  mistaken.  Upon  this  occasion  I was  so  agitated,  that  when 
I recovered  myself  I resolved,  and  fortified  my  determination 
with  an  oath,  that  on  the  following  evening  I would  make  my 
way  to  her  feet.  I could  no  longer  bear  this  State  of  suspense. 

I was  there  at  the  accustomed  time,  at  my  oíd  spot,  opposite 
the  house.  Again  I beheld  her  at  the  window.  She  was  gorge- 
ously  attired  — I conjecturcd  for  an  assembly  ; and  looked  out, 
as  though  observiug  the  night.  Presen tly  a footman  opened  the 
street-door,  and  ran  to  the  córner.  He  was  gone  to  engage  a 
chair.  No  time  was  to  be  lost.  He  had  left  the  door  open.  ] 
crossed  the  way,  and  entered  the  house.  Not  a soul  in  the  hall, 
or  on  the  staircase.  The  door  of  the  room  was  parlially  open. 
I glided  in,  how  I know  not — ñor  did  I approach  her  and  throw 
myself  at  her  feet,  as  I had  intended  ; but  I stood  stock-still, 
— no,  not  so:  still,  that  is  to  say,  silent;  but  trembiing  vio- 
len tly. 

I think  1 must  have  looked  wofully  white,  for  when  Mrs. 
Brett  saw  me,  she  uttered  a half-scream. 

“ Who  are  you,  sir  ? ” at  lcngth  she  said  imperiously.  “ What 
do  you  want  ? You  should  have  knocked  beforc  you  entered 
the  room.  Were  you  admitted  by  the  servan ts 

1 took  courage,  and  approach ecl. 

Ha  ! I see — Mr.  Myte’s  young  man — Ludlow’s  nephcw  : 
what  is  your  business  here,  young  gentleman  ?” 
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I fell  upon  my  knecs  before  her.  “ Bless  me,  madam.” 

“ Bless  you  ! ” she  exclaimed  with  a laugh.  u Bless  boy  ! 
what  is  the  meaning  of  this  ? Why  do  you  apply  to  me? 
Wliat  can  I do  for  you  ? ” 

“Bless  me,  madam  ! ” I repeated.  “Yon  see  before  you 
your  son — I am  your  son.” 

“ You  are  a mad-braincd  youtli,  who  deserve  a whipping  for 
your  i m per  tinence,”  she  said,  after  a minutéis  pause,  and  she 
laid  her  hand  upon  the  bell-rope.  “ Rise,  you  young  fool,  and 
go  away  ; or  my  people  shall  take  you  where  you  will  be  well 
punished.  This  is  one  of  your  master’s  sorry  jests  — insolent 
oíd  coxcomb  ! Rise  í ” stamping  her  foot. 

I found  my  feet  and  my  tongue  too.  The  worst  was  over, 
and  I was  not  to  be  so  repulsed-  Snatching  her  hand,  I said, 
“ Nay,  but  hear  me,  madam  ; you  must  — you  shall  hear  me. 
This  is  no  jest  — it  is  the  truth.  I am  your  son  — the  son  you 
llave  so  long  believed  dead.” 

Her  lips  were  parted  for  a scornful  laugh,  — her  eyes  dilated, 
— her  brows  raised  ; and  then  she  saw  me — gazed  at  me  — into 
me.  A11  unmoved  eye  confronted  licrs.  A sudden  change  — a 
chango  as  ghastly  as  sudden.  There  was  paint  upon  hercheeks, 
and  on  her  lips — the  rest  was  ashy. 

“ Good  God  ! — good  God  ! 11  she  exclaimed,  not  smoothing, 
but  dashing  the  liair  from  my  forehead.  “ It  cannot  be.  Who 
are  you?” — quickly — “you  are  Ludlow’s  nephew.” 

“ Your  son,  madam, ” I replied, — “ your  son,  as  there  is  truth 
in  heaven.  Lady  Masón  knows  it.  Ludlow  can  vouch  for  it, 
and  shall  be  made  to  do  so.  Lord  Rivers ” 

I liad  scarcely  uttered  the  ñame  when  she  franticly  flnng  me 
from  her. 

“Base,  unlieard-of  imposture  ! ” she  cried,  her  eyes  Hasliing 
as  she  spoke.  “ He  shall  answer  it — Ludlow  shall  answer  it,  I 
say.  Ilence,  at  once,  or  I will  alarm  the  house.” 

Again  my  eye  caught  hers,  and  again  she  seanned  me,  draw- 
ing  herself  up  proudly.  “Cunning,  clever  tool  of  an  awkward 
journeyman,  she  said  contemptuously.  “ lf  he  kncw  how  to 
use  you  ! but  he  does  not.  You  will  cut  his  fingers,  fellow,  — 
or  I will.” 

“ You  do  liim  wrong,  madam,”  said  I,  hastily,  “ if  you  mean 
Ludlow.  He  knows  not  of  my  visit  here, — he  is  ignorant  of  it, 
and  that  I llave  made  this  discovcry.” 

By  this  time,  she  had  completely  regained  her  sclf-possessiou . 
I watched  her  face.  It  was  calm,  coid,  and  malignan t.  She 
rang  the  bell  violently,  slowly  nodding  her  head  to  me,  as  she 
did  so. 

“ We  will  make  another  discovery  between  us,  young  gentle- 
man,”  she  said  ; “ we  will  discover  whether  my  house  is  my  own 
or  110.”  She  heard  feet  upon  the  stairs.  “Help!  murder  ! 
thieves  ! Lucas  ! John  í where  are  you  ? ” 
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I cast  myself  a t her  feet.  “ For  heaven’s  sake,  madarn,  if  you 
will  not  own,  do  not  endcavour  to  degrade  me.” 

cc  Where  are  my  servants  ?”  she  said,  (what  a hideous  face  it 
was  at  that  moment !)  addressing  a little  girl  about  twelve  years 
of  age,  who  ran  into  the  room. 

“ I hear  tlicm  coming,  madarn,”  answered  thc  girl.  “ What 
is  the  matter  ? ” 

A tliief  has  broken  into  the  house.  Oh  ! you  are  come  at 
last  ?”  turning  to  two  brawny  rogues  as  they  entered.  “ Secure 
that  young  robber.” 

The  fellows  laid  hold  upon  me,  and  began  to  pulí  me  zealous- 
ly  about  the  room. 

66  Oh,  madam  ! ” interposed  thc  girl,  “ he  is  not  a tliief:  I 
know  lie  is  not.  He  is  a young  gentleman.  You  did  not  mean 
to  rob,  did  you,  sir  ? ” 

66 1 am  no  thief,”  I cried,  breaking  from  the  men  who  held 
me,  “ and  she,”  pointing  to  Mrs.  Brett,  “ knows  that  1 am  not. 
She  ¿hall  know  that  I am ” 

“ Silence  him  ! away  with  him  ! ” vociferated  Mrs.  Brett. 

Sliall  wc  give  him  to  the  watch,  my  lady  ? ” said  one,  sciz- 
ing  me  by  the  tliroat. 

cc  Yes — no,”  she  answered,  Ci  turn  him  out  of  the  house.  He 
will  not  repeat  his  visit,  I daré  say,”  she  added,  with  a shocking 
smile. 

íc  Do  not  liurt  him,  Tilomas,”  cried  the  little  girl ; cc  you  will 
strangle  him.” 

“lle’s  kicking  my  shins  to  splinters,  Miss,”  remonstrated 
Tilomas,  dragging  me,  with  the  assistance  of  his  fellow- servan t, 
to  the  door. 

What  could  I do  against  the  well-fed  villains  who  now  forced 
me  from  the  room  with  blind  impetuosity,  precipitating  my 
liead  as  they  did  so  into  the  stomach  of  an  oíd  gentleman  who 
liad  beeh  listening  on  the  landing. 

u I beg  pardon,  Mr.  Lucas,”  cried  the  more  strenuous  of  the 
two,  u we  llave  got  a tliief.” 

“ What ! eh  ? what ! what  ! ” cried  the  oíd  man,  heaving  and 
panting.  “ A thief ! No  sucli  tliing.  Ile^  Mr.  Myte's  youth. 
I ’ ve  seen  him  there.  A thief ! lie  ’s  nearly  stolen  all  thc 
breatli  out  of  my  body,  if  that ’s  being  a thief;  and  I haven’t 
much  to  lose.  My  lady  is  mistaken.  1 must  let  her  know  who 
he  is.  Stay  where  you  are,”  and  thc  oíd  gentleman  walked  into 
the  room. 

“ A pretty  business  tliis,”  said  one  of  the  men  to  the  otlier, 
as  they  waited  for  orders,  wiping  his  perspiring  face,  thief- 
catching  must  be  hard  bread.” 

ct  And  keeping  when  you  llave  caught,”  returned  thc  otlier, 
— “ tliat’s  all  crust.” 

Lucas  now  carne  out  of  the  room,  closing  the  door  after  him. 
“ Let  him  go  quietly  now,”  he  said.  “ You  llave  terriíicd  Mrs. 
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Brett  very  much,  young  man,”  he  added,  turning  to  me  : “ but 
you  won’t  do  so  again — eh  ? wliat ! what ! — no,  you  wonV/* 

44  They  will  treat  me  with  more  respect  when  I come  a se- 
cond  time,”  said  I,  44  and  so  will  she — your  mistress,  and  yours, 
fcllows.” 

44  Ay,  ay,  so  they  will,  so  they  will,”  said  the  oíd  man,  put- 
ting  my  hand  quietly  between  his  own.  “ You  Ve  no  thief ; no, 
no,  no  : but  you  robbed  me — he  ! he  ! he  ! — of  my  breatli ; you 
did,  you  did;  and  now  you  Ve  going  to  rob  us  of  your  com- 
pany,  ain’t  you  ? So,  so,  so.” 

And  the  oíd  man  led  me  down  stairs,  and  tottered  through 
the  hall  to  the  street-door,  which  he  opened. 

44  Hark’e,  young  man,”  said  he,  ílrst  cautiously  looking 
round,  lest  he  should  be  overheard,  44 1 shall  see  you  again,  eh  ? 
— soon,  soon,  soon;  at  Mr.  Myte’s  : you  Ve  seen  me  there : 
yes,  yes.” 

44  Once,  I believe  I have,  sir,”  I replied. 

44  You  shall  see  me  again,  eh  ? again,  again.  I want  to  speak 
to  you.”  Tilia  he  said  confidentially,  nodding  his  head.  44  Good 
night!  eh  ? your  hat  ’s  wrong  end  foremost ; putitright;  ah! 
tlnit  *s  right.  Wc  heard  more  than  you  thought  for — I and 
Miss  Elizabetli — in  the  next  room,  eh  ? — folding-doors,  with  a 
wide  opening.  VYalls  have  ears,  and  so  have  I ; and  little 
pitchers  have  long  ears  ; eh  ? long  ears  — sharp  ears.  Mum  — 
mum.  Good  b’ye  ; good  b’ye.” 

So  saying,  the  oíd  man  winked  a watery  eye,  placed  a shriv- 
elled  finger  on  the  side  of  a peaked  nose,  and  closed  the  door 
against  me. 


CHAPTER  vi. 

In  which  a sceno  takes  place  too  important  to  be  liphtly  passeil  over.  Witli 
Ludio w’s  appeorance  in  a new  character. 

I daré  say  the  reader,  whoever  he  raay  be,  will  agree  with 
me  in  the  opinión  that  I followed  a very  foolish  course,  when, 
without  cercmony  or  introduction,  I intruded  myself  into  the 
presence  of  my  mother,  and  importunately  and  inopportunely 
claimed  her  blessing.  But,  let  such  reader  reflect  that  1 was 
profoundly  ignoran t of  the  art  by  which  a motlier’s  affections 
are  to  be  come  at,  — that  I liad  no  preceden t whereby  to  direct 
myself,  — that,  in  short,  my  own  feelings  in  the  matter  being 
factitious,  suggested  a line  of  action  of  a surprising  and  artifi- 
cial character.  Ilaving  reflected  upon  thesc  points,  lie  will  tlien, 
perhaps,  also  agree  witli  me,  that  the  folly  of  my  conduct  was 
only  to  be  determined  by  the  result. 

lt  was  a folly,  however,  that  as  soon  as  1 recovered  the  free 
exercise  of  my  faculties,  1 made  a solemn  vow  (but  there  was 
little  occasion  for  that)  never  to  repeat.  The  rough  treatment  I 
had  met  with  at  the  liands  of  her  menials  liad  shaken  all  the  ten- 
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derness  out  of  my  nature ; and  had  Mrs.  Brett  ventured  forth 
to  lier  chair,  wliich  was  waitíng  for  her  reception,  whilc  I lin- 
gered  about  tlie  premises,  I am  not  sure  that  I should  not  liave 
whispered — it  may  be,  hallooed  a word  or  two  into  her  ear  that 
migbt  have  savoured  less  of  sentiment  than  of  revenge. 

My  ragc  must  find  vent  somewhere;  it  was  directed  to  Lud- 
io w,  who  liad  been  tile  cause  of  my  disgrace.  To  him,  there- 
fore,  I made  all  speed.  I found  him  at  home,  deeply  engaged 
over  bis  lady’s  accounts. 

cc  Well,  Mr.  Ludlow,”  said  I,  without  needless  preface,  as  I 
walked  up  to  bis  table,  tfí  here  am  I again  — once  more  in  Lady 
Mason’s  house.” 

He  looked  up.  “ Good  Heavens  ! ” he  cried,  “ wbat  ’s  the 
matter  ? You  appear  discomposed,  — your  dress  disordercd, — 
your  face  flushecf.  Have  you  been  fíghting?” 

“ Yes,”  I replied,  “ with  a fury,  and  llave  had  a mauling  for 
my  pains.  1 have  been  to  see  Mrs.  Bellamy.” 

“ Wlio’s  Mrs.  Bellamy  ? ” inquired  Ludlow  innocently. 

“ Oh  ! I thought  you  knew  her:  she  has  vast  iníluence  here. 
She  has  been  called  Countess  of  Macclesfield ; afterwards,  and 
for  the  second  time,  Mistress  Masón  ; now  Mrs.  Brett ; ever,  my 
mother — my  excellent  mother,  Ludlow.” 

Ludlow  sprang  from  bis  seat  while  I was  saying  this,  over- 
turning  inkstand  and  account-books. 

“ Who  told  you  that  ? 79  gasping.  “ tíracious  powers  ! how 
carne  you  to  know — a — a — a — seen  her,  did  you  say  ? how  ? 
where?  what  ? ” 

“ At  her  own  house,”  1 replied ; “ but  why  this  terrible  agi- 
tation  ? ” for  he  fell  back  in  bis  chair,  overpowered. 

“ Not  at  all — agitated,”  he  said,  with  a grim  smile,  or  rathcr, 
grin.  “ Well  ? ” 

“ I went  to  crave  her  blessing  — told  her  who  I was  — said 
that ” 

“ You  did?”  exclaimed  Ludlow  with  a sort  of  scream,  “ how 
carne  you  to  know  ? — yes — well — ” 

“ She  repulsed  me  with  scorn  and  indignation, — rang  for  her 
fellows ” 

“ Kicked  you, — trod  upon  you, — tried  to  murder  you,”  Lud- 
low broke  in,  and  hejumped  out  of  bis  chair,  shouting,  “ It ’s 
out — out — all  out.  Now  Heaven  have  mercy  upon  every  one  of 
us, — it  ’s  all  out.” 

I thought  he  had  gone  distracted,  and  becamc  alarmcd.  I 
seized  him  by  the  arm. 

“But  mind,”  he  continued  hastily,  ÍÉ I did  not  tell  you  this. 
You  can  swcar  not  a word  passed  these  lips,  — you  must  swear 
that.  By  all  the  angels  and  saints  in  Heaven,  1 never  breathed 
a syllable — never  wóuld  have  breathed  a syllable ” 

There  was  a terrific  knocking  at  the  street-door,  succeeded  by 
as  violent  a ringing  of  the  bell.  Up  went  Ludlow  into  the  air. 
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44  God  of  Heaven  ! 11  he  said,  clasping  his  liands,  44  her  knock  ! 
— she’s  come  ! what  shall  I do?  what  shall  I do  ?” 

lie  rushed  to  the  door  of  the  room,  which  he  opened,  and 
pulling  the  key  with  inconceivable  swiftness  from  the  outside, 
thrust  it  into  the  lock,  and  fastened  us  in. 

44  Ilush  ! hush  ! ” he  cried,  listening  at  the  door.  44  Where 
are  you,  Richard?”  and  he  extended  his  hand  behind  him,  as 
though  feeling  for  me.  I advanced.  lie  griped  me  by  the  arm. 
44  Keep  with  me,  Dick,”  he  whispered ; “do  1 tremido  mucli  ? 
not  much,  I think.  Hush  ! ” 

The  door  was  opened.  A quick  rustling  of  silks  through  the 
hall.  44  Your  mistress  is  in  her  own  room?”  It  was  Mrs.  Brett’s 
voice.  We  lieard  her  ascend  the  stairs  rapidly. 

4fc  There  il  be  higli  words  presently,”  said  he,  looking  back. 
44  What  if  we  get  our  hats,  and  make  off — just  for  a walk  — 
eh  ? 99 

44  I ’d  not  stir  an  iach  for  an  empress,”  I rcplicd.  44  I ’m  glad 
she  ’s  come.1’ 

46  Are  you  ? ” he  rejoined.  44  What  a spirit  you  have  ! So  am 
I glad — at  lcast,  I ought  to  be  so.  Do  you  know,  Dick,  when  1 
was  a boy — a country  boy — I was  benighted  on  Corley  Moor. 
A storm  carne  on.  Well,  I saw  a tree — there  was  but  one — all 
waste  around — the  lightning  showed  it  to  me.  Well — well — the 
lightning  carne  down,  and  played  around  it,  and  ubout  it,  and 
seemed  to  lick  the  trunk,  and  run  along  the  branches;  and  pre- 
sently  down  carne  a thunderbolt — down  it  carne,  and  clove  the 
tree  asunder.  Down  I fell,  like  a stone.” 

44  Well,  and  what  of  that?”  I inquired.  44  Iiere  you  are  — 
none  the  worse.” 

44  What  of  tliat  ? ” said  he.  44  I don’t  know  ; only,  somehow, 
this  reminds  me  of  it.” 

I could  not  forbear  laughing  in  the  pitiable  face  of  the  narra- 
tor.  44Pish!”  said  I.  44  Courage,  Ludlow : this  is  a storm 
that  ’ll  soon  blow  over.  What  part  do  you  purpose  playing  in 
this  tempest — tree,  or  thunderbolt  ? ” 

44  Ha  ! ha  ! very  |)leasant !”  cried  Ludlow  vaguely  ; 44  perhaps 
botli.  Whew  ! They  ’re  at  it.” 

And  so  they  were,  — rather,  so  was  Mrs.  Brett.  Her  voice 
was  hcard  above,  in  what  Ludlow  callcd  a 44  towering  ” passion, 
and  a rapid  footstep  overhead  told  us  she  was  pacing  the  room 
vehemently.  Presen tly,  a loud  alarum  of  the  bell.  A servant 
obeyed  the  summons.  We  heard  the  door  open. 

44  Mr.  Ludlow!  Mr.  Ludlow!”  The  servant  ran  down  in 
liaste.  44  You  are  wanted  immediately,  Mr.  Ludlow,”  he  said, 
knocking. 

I opened  the  door,  while  Ludlow  staggered  back  into  a chair. 

44  You  Te  wanted,  it  seems,”  turning  to  liiin. 

44  Corning,  Nat, — coming,”  said  he,  jerking  his  liead  back- 
wards. 
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cí  Fetch  11  p a good  heart,”  said  If  laying  my  hand  upon  bis 
sboulder,  u wliat ! afraid  of  an  angry  woman  P One  would  think 
you  liad  once  liad  a scold  for  a wife.” 

Ludlow  sprang  upon  bis  feet  at  this.  He  drew  a long  breath, 
— plucked  at  bis  cravat,  and  laid  out  the  cuffs  of  bis  sleeve. 

“ Go  with  me,  Dick,”  be  said  ; “ stand  by  me.  I shall  want 
you.” 

cc  I mean  to  do  so,”  I replied,  drawing  bim  on,  — “a  dutiful 
son,  ever  anxious  to  attend  bis  motlier.” 

“ That  ?s  right  ! — that  ’s  right ! ” returned  Ludlow.  “ Here 
we  go.” 

How  I got  him  up  staírs  I know  not.  lie  hung  back  sadly 
as  we  approacbed  tbe  landing.  The  door  was  partially  open. 
1 drew  bim  forwards. 

cc  Will  tbe  man  never  come?”  said  Mrs.  Brett,  as  we  were 
about  to  enter.  “ I am  in  baste  to  go  ; and  must  not  be  kept 
all  night.  This  delay,  madam,  migbt  suffice  to  assure  you  that 
tbe  fellow  is  a false  and  cowardly  knave, — -willing,  indeed,  to 
play  tbe  villain,  but  weak  in  the  execution  of  villany.” 

On  bearing  this,  regardless  of  Ludio  w’s  objugatory  and  yet 
pitiful  face,  whicb  during  Mrs.  Brctt’s  *speech  be  liad  directed 
towards  me,  I took  him  under  tbe  arms,  and  fairly  tbrust  bim 
into  tlie  room. 

t€  Olí ! you  are  come  at  last  ? ” cried  Mrs.  Brett ; “ now,  my 

{'ood  man,  step  forward,  and  lct  us  licar  the  notable  story  that 
iraín  of  thine  lias  fashioned.” 

A painter  should  have  seen  tbe  woman  at  that  instant.  She 
dazzled — almost  daunted  me.  Lady  Masón  was  dreadfully  palé 
and  agitated, — her  clasped  bands  upon  ber  kuees, — her  glance 
eagerly  bent  upon  Ludlow.  Her  daughter  stood  by  tbe  side  of 
her  cliair, — ber  majestic  figure  drawn  up  to  its  full  lieight. 
Her  arms  were  crossed  over  her  bosom,  — her  fan  playfully 
smiting  her  chin.  Such  scorn  upon  tbe  beautiful  lip  ! sucb  in- 
difference  in  tbe  lialf-closed  eyes  ! On  my  soul,  I could  have 
lo  ved  ber  tbeu.  I was  proud  of  my  mother. 

I must  not  liear  my  servant  insultcd,”  said  Lady  Masón  : 
“ his  story  is  true,  — no  recently-invented  tale.  It  is  not  my 
fault,  ñor  bis,  I daré  to  say  it,  that  this  secret  lias  been  disco- 
vered.  Oh  Anne ! you  llave  ovcrbornc  me  with  a liigh  hand  ; 
but  it  lias  come  borne  to  you  at  last.” 

66  See ! ” cried  Mrs.  Brett,  not  heeding  ber,  ÍC  wbat  a sneaking 
liound  it  looks,  with  its  puppy  by  its  side.  Art  dumb,  dolt  ? 
Open  that  frigbtful  mouth,  and  speak  tby  speech,  and  malee  thy 
bow  to  thy  mistress,  and  begone  with  tby  creature.” 

íCl  am  no  creature,  madam,”  said  I,  firing.  66  Wbatever 
baseness  belongs  to  me,  I derive  from  you.” 

“ Ha  ! ” she  exclaimed,  eyeing  me  with  a plcasant  smile ; 
66  wTell-schooled,  madam.  This  nephew  will  make  bis  uncle’s 
fortune  before  be  gets  bis  neck  in  a halter.” 


* 


* 


jgfj  ¿ : hiii  f !—*•*• 

, 

! 

gfte  f ^r-'/  ,V*  * * " • >r  **  >¿?-;*  •''■*•  ' ■*  ¿3 

' 

v^Cf  :-W;.hh>.  ^ 

r-^.j5:r¿.‘W.c'-i''JVf  * : •’>  - ■’  ■ -•  ■•-•'.!  T v • : .1 


»7 s:\ii  :«'•  ;.,¡a  in  ;*n?/  ir  O - ’^c' 


T1>0.V 


f,yi  ?»rt  Vfc 


* 


r^?; ¿'>••¿1*  .* i 'tí* u : r-.¡:  t*;i7  7 . 7’.-;  . , -; 

Sh  :•  ¿®r/  • -i.*.-'  y-  • • j ••  • r$;  * 

' 


gon  Iliv.*  * 

§>ft  ' >*  r táj-h  • .¡*  iói) 

. .■  * 

. ¿ffl  w «¿r!  at  «*<•*•  -íf*1  UJr.  Í : Ji  viíñ  T * 

¿\  %iU  *tU  Jbk  , ■•.  - * ' • 

'.  T f vvoii  Í KJ  / !l;v  fof'i%é  f : 1 -I< 

- > • 

( 

‘ . V;H  »MV  .BV  >¿&  M;  i 

*ú,  ■■ 

■ 

§tófc¿Íí  -i;!  .1  ' 

¿t;V.  -i  . ~~  -.-v,:. 

til*. : (\  - ■ * 4 


■Mf'fl 


rw ./  tf  gT  •*  5 ‘lo  ■ u ‘ ’ • * • > : ' »•..« 


i •»•.♦*  c 


. V.  eút  »I  ’.f/V.  *'**: 


RICHARD  SAVAGE. 


233 


44  Speak  out,”  said  Lady  Masón  to  the  gasping  Ludlow ; 44  tell 
this  proud  woman, — convince  her,  if  yon  can,  for  I cannot, — 
that  she  is  mother  of  that  boy.” 

Ludlow  opened  his  mouth,  and  committcd  himself  to  spcecli, 
with  a voice  so  loud  as  to  startle  all  of  us  — himself  of  the 
number. 

45  Now,”  he  cried,  44  as  God  made  me  ! — as  He  is  at  this  mo- 
mcnt  rny  witness, — as  He  will  one  daybe  my  judge, — that  boy, 
Mrs.  Brett,  is  yours.” 

44  Some  human  witness,  good  Mr.  Ludlow  ; some  living  wit- 
ness, worthy  Mr.  Ludlow;  if  it  be  not  too  troublesome  a re- 
quest,”  said  Mrs.  Brett. 

Ludlow  cast  a glance  towards  her.  I was  surpriscd  to  ob- 
serve it  was  not  one  of  fear. 

44  Your  ladyship,”  he  said,  turning  to  his  mistress,  44  can  tes- 
tify  that  it  was  in  obedience  to  your  orders  I delivered  the  infant 
to  he  care  of  Mrs.  Freeman.  It  is  for  your  ladyship  to  tell  her 
— her,”  pointing  to  Mrs.  Brett,  44  why  you  thought  it  necessary 
to  impose  upon  her  the  belief  that  the  child  was  dead  ; why  you 
bound  me  by  an  oath  never  to  reveal  to  the  child  who  were  its 
paren  ts.” 

44  Truc — all  this  is  true  !”  cried  Lady  Masón.  44  I will  not 
now  tell  you,  Anne,  why  this  imposition  was  practised.” 

44  And  why  not  ?”  said  her  daughter,  hastily, — 44  if  there  7vas 
an  imposition.  That  there  is9”  she  added,  44 1 need  not  that 
fellow’s  oath  to  the  contrary  to  bclieve.” 

44 1)o  you  doubt  me,  too  ? ” cried  Lady  Masón  reproachfully. 
44  I say  that  I will  tell  you  when  we  are  alone.” 

44  Leave  the  room,  you  two,”  said  Mrs.  Brett. 

44  Not  now  : I cannot  tell  you  now.” 

44  Strange  relations,  here ! ” exclaimed  Mrs.  Brett,  with  a 
Bcornful  laugh.  44  I shall  begin  to  doubt,  madam,  whether  you 
are  my  mother.  Credulous  woman  !”  she  seized  Lady  Masón 
by  the  shoulder.  I thought  she  was  going  to  shake  her. 
44  Credulous  woman  ! that  can  permit  tlus  servant.,  this  sorry 
rogue  of  yours,  to  overlay  your  easy  brains  with  a figmcnt  bor- 
rowed  — stolen  from  a grandam’s  book.” 

44  It  is  all  truth — very  truth  !M  exclaimed  Lady  Masón,  burst- 
ing  into  a passion  of  tears.  44  Leave  me,  I entreat.  I cannot 
longer  bear  this.” 

44  It  is  all  truth,”  repeated  Ludlow.  44  The  orders  of  my  mis- 
tress were  exaetly  obeyed.  Richard,  I never  told  you  this  P No. 
Not  even  Mrs.  Freeman,  the  woman  who  brought  him  up, — my 
sister,  my  own  sister, — not  even  she  knew  the  parents  of  the 
child.” 

44  Your  sister  ? ” said  Mrs.  Brett  : 44  where  is  she  ? Let  her 
be  produced.  Something  may  be  made  of  her,  if  you  llave  quite 
done  with  her,  my  good  man.” 

44  She  is  dead,  madam,”  said  Ludlow. 
vol.  x. 
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“ Her  child,  by  Ileaven  ! ” exclaimed  Mrs.  Brett  quickly. 
“ Oh,  inadain  ! do  you  not  see  Lhrough  this?  But,  no;  you 
are  right ; you  can  not  bear  these  scenes.  Retire — or  I will. 
The  story  will  keep  till  to-morrow.  We  shall  then  decide  whe- 
thcr  this  wretched  rogue  is  to  continué  to  enjoy  your  concu  r- 
rence  to  his  base  i nipos  tu  re.1' 

“ No  base  i m posture,”  said  Ludio w.  te  Look  upon  him, 

madam  ; let  the  world  scc  him,  and  decide  whether  he  is  not 
your  son.  His  face  bespeaks  that  he  is : his  spirit  assures  it  : 
his  spirit,  madam,  so  like  your  own.  Surely  you  will  acknow- 
ledge  him  ? ” 

“ Slave  !”  cried  Mrs.  Brett. 

“ 1 aui  sure  you  will,1’  persisted  Ludlow.  “ I knovv  that  you 
will  love  him.  Oh  ! your  ladyship,”  addressing  his  mistress, 
“ before  your  good  daughter  leaves  you,  prevail  upon  her  to 
take  to  her  arms  a son  so  worthy  of  her.” 

This  speech  from  Ludlow  ! I was  astonished,  and  turned  to 
him  for  explanation.  There  was  an  expression  in  his  face  1 had 
never  seen  before.  He  repeated  his  request ; and  then  I de- 
tectad a sneer  beneath  his  words,  and  an  insolent  malice  in  his 
eye. 

“ Lady  Masón,”  said  Mrs.  Brett,  stepping  shortly  up  to  her, 
u your  menial  shall  repent  this  indignity.” 

“ Indignity  ! ” cried  Ludlow,  Ci  I did  not  mean ” 

“ Mean  ? ” echoed  Mrs.  Brett, — “ mean  ? — mean  wretch  ! I 

thought  you  had  known  me  too  well,  years  ago,  to  daré ” 

“ Oh,  madam!”  interrupted  Ludlow.  “I  knew  you  years 
ago,  and  know  you  now — too  well,  as  you  say.” 

“ Ludlow  ! ” cried  Lady  Masón,  looking  up,  “ you  must  not 
presume  to  insult  mv  daughter.” 

“Oh,  my  lady,  but  he  may,”  rcturned  Mrs.  Brett,  “he  has 
your  warrant  for  it.  But  not  with  impunity,”  she  added,  sud- 
denly  approaching  Ludlow,  and  striking  him  a violent  blow 
upon  the  face  with  her  fan. 

Ludlow  bore  it  without  flinching;  nay,  not  mercly  that,  but 
he  projected  his  face  as  though  courting  a second  salute  of  the 
same  nature. 

“ VVhat  is  the  mcaning  of  this  ? ” cried  Mrs.  Brett,  humour- 
ing  his  conceit  by  bestowing  upon  him  a second  and  a tliird 
blow  with  additional  forcé,  which  he  received  in  the  same 
manner. 

After  a time  he  spoke  calmly  and  quietly  : “ Madam,  you  re- 
member  Jane  Barton  ?” 

“ Jane  "Barton  ? 99 
“ Afterw^ards  my  wife.” 

“1  do  remember  the  creature,”  said  Mrs.  Brett.  “Go  on, 
sir.  Well?” 

“ Well,”  said  Ludlow, — 66  well.” 

“What  does  the  fool  mean?”  cried  Mrs.  Brett,  looking 
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around.  44  Nephew,”  turning  to  rae,  “expound  ; this,  I suppose, 
is  another  of  your  joint  per  forra  anees.” 

I do  not  know  what  he  means,  madam,”  I replied,  44  and  I 
cannot  expound  mysteries.” 

44  Madam,”  resumed  Ludlow,  44  since  you  remeraber  her,  per- 
haps,  you  have  not  forgotten  Mr.  Bennett, — the  gay,  the  hand- 
some  Mr.  Bennett, — your  friend,  Mr.  BenIlett.,, 

44  I have  not  forgotten  Mr.  Bennett.” 

44  I say  1 well  ’ again,  tlien,”  cried  Ludlow. 

“ Thank  you,  boy  ! ” exclaitned  Mrs.  Brett,  turning  to  me, 
and  patting  ray  hcad,  — “you  are  a very  good  boy  ; indeed  a 
ver  y good  boy.  You  would  not  second  this  branen  of  the  lie. 
Madam,”  to  her  mother,  44  I hope  you  now  see  the  gross  web 
this  poor  thing  has  woven  out  of  bis  worsted  brains.  And  so, 
because  his  wife  was  young,  and  vain,  and  giddy,  and  he  liad 
neither  sense  ñor  spirit  to  control  her ; and  because  our  friend, 
Bennett  (you  know  the  whole  story)  was  young  and  handsome, 
— and  fortuna  te,”  she  added,  with  a provoking  shake  of  the 
head  at  Ludlow,  44  has  this  fellow  harboured  a resentraent 
against  me,  which  he  seeks  to  gratify  by  palming  oíf  his  nephew 
upon  rae  for  my  son.  Begone,  thou  wretched  animal  ! Out  of 
my  path,  thou  base  and  spiritless  worm  í ” 

Ludlow  raet  her  as  she  advanced,  and  grinned  in  her  face. 
44  Worm  ? ara  I ? ” he  said  ; 44  how  do  you  know  I ara  a worm  ? 
how  do  you  judge  I ara  a worm  P how  do  you  know  a worm  ? 
by  its  shape  ? by  its  size?  by  its  crawl?  Ha  ! ha  ! you  raay  be 
raistaken  in  your  worm  — perhaps,  I ara  an  adder  — an  adder. 
They  are  alike — but  one  stings.” 

<£  An  adder  be  it,  worthy  Ludlow  : what  reptile  you  please,” 
and  she  turned  from  him  with  a contcmptuous  sraile.  44  And 
for  you,”  taking  rae  by  the  chin,  44  what  shall  we  cali  you  ? 
Larabert  Simnel?  or  shall  it  be  Perkin  Warbeck  ?” 

I flung  from  her  indignantly.  44  They,  madam,”  said  I,  “as- 
pired  to  a crown.  You  know  best  whether  I propose  niuch  Iio- 
nour  to  rayself  by  claiuiing  you  for  ray  mother  ” 

That  stung  her.  Conceal  it  she  could  not.  “ Nay,  madam,” 
I continued, 44  you  shall  not  do  yourself  the  indignity  of  striking 
me.”  Iler  eyes  spoke  suífieiently  plain ; but  from  her  tongue 
not  a word.  She  retired  hastily  from  the  room. 

During  this  scene,  Lady  Masón  had  raised  herself  in  her 
chair,  and  was  gazing  at  us  by  turas  in  a State  of  the  extreraest 
perplexity  and  alarra. 

44  Good  Heaven  ! Mr.  Ludlow  ! ” she  said  when  her  daughter 
was  gone,  44  what  am  I to  think  of  all  this  ? This  boy,  surely, 
cannot  be — - — . Come  hit  her,  Richard.”  She  looked  at  me 
earnestly  for  sume  seconds,  and  then  clasped  me  to  her  bosoin. 
44  Oh,  no,  no,  no  — there  can  be  no  mistake.  He  is,  indeed,  my 
daughter’s  son.” 

44  What  shall  I swear  by,  that  he  is  ? ” said  Ludlow.  44  Is 
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there  need  to  swear  ? His  face  vouches  for  liini.  Oh,  madam  ! 
on  my  knees  let  me  beg  you  to  pardon  me  that  I intruded  my 
own  prívate  wrongs  into  a cause  so  sacred  as  this — the  establish- 
ment  of  Richard  as  the  son  of  Mrs.  Brett.” 

44  What  wrongs  ? ” cried  Lady  Masón  in  surprise.  44  I never 
heard  that  she  had  wronged  you.  What  wrongs  f" 

44  They  have  lain  here  so  long — thirteen  years  and  more,”  re- 
turned  Ludlow,  striking  his  breast,  44  that  I know  not  how  to 
heave  them  out  of  my  heart.  Forgive  me,  madam ; I will  go 
below,  and  recollcct  myself.  You  shall  know  all.” 

“Stay!”  exclaimed  Lady  Masón,  44  how  carne  this  boy  to 
learn  the  secret  of  his  birth  ? ” 

44 1 do  not  know,”  returned  Ludlow,  — “not  from  me,  1 
swear,  by  all ” 

44  Do  not  swear,”  intcrrupted  Lady  Masón ; 44  if  you  have 
broken  your  former  oath,  what  avails  one  now  ? ” 

44  Let  me  swear  that  I am  not  forsworn.  But,  no.  Richard 
will  do  me  that  justice.  To  the  letter  1 have  obeyed  you.” 

So  saying,  with  a low  bow  to  his  inistress,  and  a glance  at  me, 
as  though  inquiring  what  I thought  of  all  that  had  passed,  he 
left  us  together. 

44  There  is  somcthing  so  strange  in  Mr.  Ludlow’s  conduct,” 
said  Lady  Masón,  44  that  I cannot  at  all  understand  it.  Tell 
me,”  taking  me  by  the  hand,  44  and  I know  you  will  telf  me 
truly, — did  he  impart  to  you  this  secret,  which  he  was  sworn — 
you  know  the  awful  obligation  of  an  oath — never  to  divulge?” 
44  Upon  my  honour,  madam,  he  did  not,”  I replied.  44  Not  a 
word  passed  his  lips.” 

44  How,  then,  did  you  discover  it  ? ” 

44  Madam,”  I said,  44  I will  tell  you  all.  It  was  only  natural 
that  from  the  first,  — when  I first  made  this  matter  a portion  of 
my  though ts,  — I should  have  concluded  that  I was,  in  some 
way,  connected  with  you.  Mr.  Burridge,  my  tutor,  confirmed 
me  in  that  belief.  When  I was  brought  from  school  to  London 
by  Mr.  Ludlow,  as  we  passed  through  St.  James’s  Square,  he 
casually  pointed  out  to  me  the  house  of  Lord  Rivers.” 

Lady  Masón  started,  a slight  Üush  aróse  upon  her  chcek. 
44  Go  on.” 

44  He  told  me  it  was  the  house  of  Lord  Rivers,  and  that  he 
was  lately  dead.  I thought  no  more  of  that.  It  passed.  You 
must  remember,  when  I rail  away  from  the  shoeinaker,  and  ob- 
tained  an  interview  with  you,  that  we  were  interrupted  by  Mrs. 
Brett.  I observed  your  agitation  ; it  was  no  less  apparent  in 
Ludlow.  He  evaded  my  questions  as  well  as  you  yourself  could 
wish.  He  told  me  she  was  a Mrs.  Bellamy,  and  that  she  was 
not  in  the  most  distant  degree  related  to  you.  That,  also,  pass- 
ed; but  not  so  quickly.  Think,  madam,  when  I obtained  the 
clue,  how  easy  to  arrive  at  the  truth.” 
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44  But  liow  did  you  obtain  that  clue  ? ” said  Lady  Masón, 
hastily. 

44  I saw  Mrs.  Brett  once  again.” 

44  You  saw  her  once  again  í Not  hcre,  surely  ?” 

44  Not  here,  niadain  ; and  then  I learned  who  she  was — tliat 
she  was  Mrs.  Brett  — her  whole  sad  history,  shortly  told.  The 
very  falsehood  of  Ludlow  strengthened  my  conviction.  Lord 
Rivers ” 

44  But  where  — but  where  was  thisP”  cried  Lady  Masón,  im- 
patiently.  46  Who  furnished  this  cine  ? ” 

44  Mr.  Myte  ; from  him  I learned  it.” 

44  Mr.  Myte  I’7  cried  Lady  Masón  in  the  greatest  surprise. 
44  By  wliat  means  did  you  become  acquainted  with  him  P 17 

My  surprise  was  equal  to  her  own.  44  Do  you  not  know, 
then,  madam,  that  I am  now,  and  have  been  for  some  weeks, 
living  with  that  gentleman  ?” 

44  Gracious  Heaven  !”  exclaimed  Lady  Masón.  44  I thought 
you  liad  returned  to  the  shoemaker.  Ludlow  told  me  that  he 
had  prevailed  upon  you  to  do  so.” 

44  And  he  told  me,”  said  I,  44  that  you  had  eonsented,  — nay, 
that  you  were  delighted,  that  I should  be  placed  with  Mr. 
Myte;  and,  moreover,  that  you  had  faithfully  promised  that 
within  three  months  I should  be  made  acquainted  witli  my 
birfli.” 

44  Then  you  did  not  return  to  the  shoemaker,  even  for  a day  Pn 
44  Not  for  an  hour,  madam  ; and  I am  sorry  you  should  en- 
tertain  so  despicable  an  opinión  of  me  as  to  imagine  that  I 
would.  Lady  Masón,”  1 continued,  44  you  are  not  well,  and 
have  already  been  too  rnuch  excited.  I reserve,  therefore,  what 
I have  to  say,  and  what  I have  to  hear,  touching  your  joint  ma- 
nagement  of  a mystery,  which,  thus  suddenly  revealed,  has  at 
once  found  and  lost  me  a mother.  Tell  me  but  this,  now.  Jüid 
you  purpose  that  I should  never  know  my  parents  ?” 

44  I cannot  tell  you,”  said  Lady  Masón.  44  Leave  me,  my 
good  boy,—  leave  me,  í entreat.  Send  Ludlow  up  to  me.  He 
has,  indeed,  obeyed  me  to  the  letter.  You  have  discovered  that 
which,  perhaps,  had  better  been  for  ever  unknown.  It  is  not 
your  fault.  It  is  your  fate.” 

1 bowed  distantly,  and  withdrew,  hastening  away  to  vent  my 
wrath  upon  Ludlow,  who,  it  struck  me  very  forcibly,  had,  for 
some  purpose  of  bis  own,  been  playing  me  off  against  Lady 
Masón  and  Mrs.  Brett,  with  an  utter  disregard  of  my  interest. 

I found  him  striding  about  the  room,  with  his  hands  thrust 
resolutely  into  his  pockets.  There  was  a bottle  upon  the  table, 
and  a glass  by  its  side,  which  upon  seeing  me  he  replenished, 
swallowing  its  contents  at  a gulp,  with  a friendly  nod  of  the 
head.  I delivered  my  message  to  him  from  Lady  Masón,  tell- 
ing  him  that  I should  await  bis  return,  having  something  partí- 
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cular  to  say  to  him.  lie  received  it  in  silcnce ; but  rang  the 
bell. 

“Nat,”  said  he,  as  the  man  entered,  44  her  ladyship  has  sent 
word  by  this  young  gen t lemán  that  she  wishes  to  see  me.  My 
h unible  duty  to  her,  and  I am  too  ill  — too  ill  to  wait  upon  her 
to-night.  Why  that  fooFs  stare  ? I say,  I am  too  ill.” 

Nat  wonderingly  went  his  way,  and  Ludlow  turned  to  me. 

44  Dick,”  he  said, — “dear  Dick,  to  you  the  íirst  explanation  is 
owing,  and  you  shall  llave  it.  There  ’s  wine  — take  a glass  or 
two,  while  I collect  myself.  Nay,”  perceiving  that  I hesitated, 
and  would  llave  declined  it,  44  it  's  mine — I sent  out  for  it— for 
1 know  not  whether  I shall  be  entitled  to  anything  in  this  house 
much  longer.  I know  her,  Richard — no  more  Richard  Free- 
man,  but  Richard  Savage.” 

44  Savage  ! ” 1 repeated. 

44  The  family  ñame  of  Lord  Rivers,  which  you  will  now  as- 
sume.  1 know  her — her  — the  woman  who  struck  me  three 
times  upon  the  face.  I took  that  coolly,  I tliink,”  grinding  his 
teeth.  44  lio  ! lio  1 but  I have  her  now.” 

44  Remember,  you  are  speaking  of  my  mother,  Mr.  Ludlow,” 
I said  in  displeasure. 

44  Your  mother ! ” He  gazed  at  me  with  evident  astonish- 
ment.  44  Who  was  that  woman  P — what  was  her  ñame  ? ” lie 
said  at  lengtli,  44  it  \s  in  some  book  of  history  — but  I have  sficli 
a head  at  all  times,  and  my  brains,  just  now,  are  turned  topsy- 
turvy  ; who  was  that  she-devil  who  drove  her  cliariot  over  her 
son’s  dead  body  ? Keep  out  of  the  way  of  her  horses*  lieads  — 
your  living  mother,  I mean;  or  she’ll  show  herself  the  better  of 
her  reading.  Your  mother  ! to  be  sure  she  is,  and  we’ll  make 
her  acknowledge  you,  too;  but  you  must  not  cali  her  4 mother, 1 
— it  ’s  infamy.” 

44  Be  it  as  it  may,”  I began. 

4fc  You  must  forgive  me,  Richard,”  he  interrupted,  44  one 
thing  I said.  It  was  to  torment  her,  — and  it  was  a torment, — 
none  the  less  for  those  smiles  of  hers.  I said  you  were  a son 
worthy  of  her, — you  must  forgive  me  that.” 

44  When  I know  all,”  I exclaimcd,  44 1 shall  know  what  to 
forgive,  and  what  to  resent.  I fear  I have  been  shamefully 
treated.” 

44  Oh  ! ” cried  Ludlow,  not  heeding  me,  and  he  drank  a glass 
of  wine,  smacking  his  lips  in  a kind  of  ecstacy, — 44  oh  ! excellent 
— most  excellent.  I have  driven  one  rusty  nail  into  her  heart, 
and  it  has  gone  to  the  head.” 

44  Pr’ythee,  ccase  this  exultation,”  said  I,  impatiently,  44  and 
let  me  know  soberly  how  you  and  your  lady  have  been  manag- 
ing  matters  for  me  tliese  sixteen  years  past ; and  why  the  per- 
son  you  cali  my  mother,  and  whom  I bebe  ve  to  be  so,  should 
venture  to  afíect  before  you  an  ignorance  of  my  existence.” 

44  She  thought  you  were  dead,”  replied  Ludlow  with  a saga- 
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cious  wink,  setting  down  the  bottle ; “ but  a wished  grave  is 
long  in  fílling;  and  we  don’t  always  go  when  they  want  us 
gone,  or  she  had  been  worm’s  meat  long  ago.” 

I saw  that  it  vvas  hopeless  to  expect  to  get  anything  out  of 
him  in  his  present  frame  of  mind,  unless  I spoke  peremptorily  to 
him.  The  wine  he  had  taken  — but  a few  glasses,  for  Ludlow 
was  no  drinker — hadmountedinto  his  hcad,  and  the  scene  above 
stairs  had  so  disordercd  his  spirits  as  to  make  it  of  double  po- 
ten cy. 

4É  It  is  getting  late,”  said  I.  “ I must  be  gone.  To-morrow 
I cali  upon  Lady  Masón  for  an  explanation,  which,  although 
you  defer  it  to-night,  shall  not  be  longer  withheld.” 

“ Now  — now,”  cried  Ludlow,  sitting  down.  “ I am  ready. 
Who  told  you  Mrs.  Brett  was  your  mother  ? Who  led  you  to 
believe  it  ? ” 

“ Myte,11  I replied. 

“ To  be  sure  he  did.  I thonght  he  would.  That’s  why  I 
placed  you  there.  I kept  my  oath  — didn’t  I ? I never  told 
you.” 

66  Well — well — go  on  ! 11  I cried  peevishly.  c<  You  have  said 
that  before.” 

He  took  a minutéis  thought,  with  his  head  between  his  hands. 
“ What  was  Myte’s  story  ? ” 

I repeated  what  he  had  told  me. 

“ When  she  ivas  turned  out  of  dóors  by  Lord  Macclesfíeld,” 
he  commenced  abruptly,  “ she  carne  home  to  her  mother,  here. 
She  shortly  afterwards  gave  birth  to  a son.  You  are  that  son. 
Well,  (let  me  tell  it  in  the  orderof  time,)  in  two  or  tliree  months 
the  divorce  passed  the  Ilouse  of  Lords.  It  was  a thought 
amongst  us  servan ts  that,  after  this,  Lord  Rivers  would  have 
married  lier.  I believe  my  lady  had  hopes  to  that  effect.  What 
she — the  woman — hoped  or  expected,  Heaven  knows — perhaps 
the  other  place;  for  it  was  not  long  before  it  was  plain  to  every 
onc  that  she  liad  conccivcd  an  unnatural  hatred  to  you.  What 
she  attempted  ineffectually  against  Lord  Rivers  once,  was  three 
times  practised  against  you  — thank  God’s  mercy,  not  hers,  — 
with  equal  ill  success.  She  tried  to  take  away  your  life,  Dick, 
— that  we  knew  ; as  she  had  done  that  of  your  father,  as  ive 
were  told,  and  as  we  believed.  Upon  this,  Lady  Masón  thought 
it  humane  and  prudent  (for  the  woman  would  have  been  haug- 
ed,  l)ick,)  to  gct  you  removed  ; and  she  took  me  into  her  coun- 
sel.  You  were  taken  to  my  sister,  Frceman.  There  was  an- 
other  reason — that  was  Lady  Masón*  s own — -why  it  was  expedi- 
ent  you  should  be  got  out  of  the  ivay.  Colonel  Brett  became 
constan t in  his  visits.  I know  not  ivhether  it  was  the  hope  of 
securing  the  Colonel  for  her  daughter,  or  the  fear  lest  her  malice 
should  pursue  you  to  death,  that  iníiuenced  my  lady  to  give 
out  that  you  were  dead  ; and  to  bind  me  by  a solemn  oath — but 
that  I have  told  you.  Lady  Masón  has  since,  and  often,  inform- 
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cd  me  that  she  conlinued  to  indulge  the  expeetation  that  time 
vvould  assuage  the  malignity  of  Mrs.  Brett, — that  an  opportu- 
nity  would  at  last  present  itself  of  doing  you  full  justice  by  re- 
storing  you  to  your  mother.  Lord  Jttivcrs  had  caused  you  to 
be  baptized  iu  his  own  ñame,  and  had  assured  my  lady  man  y 
times  during  your  infancy  that  he  would  provide  handsomely 
for  you.”  Here  Ludlow  sighed  and  paused. 

I had  listened  to  him  with  breathless  attention.  “ There  are 
two  points,”  I said,  tc  that  I wish  cleared  up.  Why  was  I taken 
from  your  sister,  and  sent  to  school,  with  assurances  that  I was 
one  day  to  be  a gcntlcman ; why,  after  four  years,  was  I ab- 
ruptly  removed  from  St.  Albans,  and  sent  to  the  shoemaker  ? ” 

“ Your  godmother,  Mrs.  Lloyd,”  answered  Ludlow,  “died  at 
that  time,  leaving  you  three  hundred  pounds.  She  was  my 
lady’s  intímate  friend,  and  was  in  the  secret;  and  had  often  in- 
sisted  with  her  that  you  should  be  brought  up  as  a gentleman  ; 
saying  that  she  was  assured  Lord  Rivers  would  keep  his  word. 
Rut  when  his  lordship  died,  it  was  discovered  that  he  had  not 
left  you  a farthing.  And  that  is  why  you  were  withdrawn  from 
school,  and  handed  over  to  the  shoemaker.” 

u Lady  Masón  was  in  constant  communication  with  his  lord- 
ship, of  course?”  I inquired.  “ lie  knew  that  her  ladyship  re- 
lied  upon  his  promise  ? ” 

“ Of  that  I am  not  aware,”  replied  Ludlow. 

<tfWell,  I will  bid  you  good  evening,”  saidl;  iC  your  story 
has  robbed  me  of  ali  sleep  for  this  night.  I shall  think  over 
this  aífair,  which  likewise  must  not  be  permitted  to  sleep. 
Would  that  your  lady  and  you,  bungling  accomplices  that  ye 
are,  and  have  been,  had  left  me  to  the  tender  mercies  of  my  mo- 
ther ! ” 

u You  may  ensure  them  now,”  he  answered  ; but  you  are  of 
an  age  to  withstand  them.  God  blessyou!  Cali  upon  me  to- 
morrow  cvening.  The  worst  is  over,  — all  easy-sailing  now. 
Nay,  don’t  ask  me  about  the  other  at  present.  I am  sick  — 
horribly  ill — that  woman  has  set  my  heart  in  a sort  of  whirr — 
and  my  brain  spins,  too.  I have  a trial  to  go  through  to-mor- 
row  morning,  and  must  rest  for  it — if  I can.” 

It  did  not  once  occur  to  me,  till  I had  proceedcd  sume  distance 
towards  lióme,  so  absorbed  was  I in  reflections  upon  the  strange 
events  of  the  evening,  to  question  Ludlow  concerning  the  prí- 
vate wrongs  of  which  he  had  spoken,  and  which,  at  least  as 
strongly  as  a concern  for  my  welfare,  had  incited  him  to  repro- 
duce me  before  my  mother.  I was  tempted  to  return  to  him, 
and  demand  explanation  on  that  head,  but  the  lateness  of  the 
hour  prevented  me.  After  all,dt  was  of  no  great  moment.  As 
it  had  not  contributed  to  my  present  state,  so  it  could  not  alter 
my  destiny.  His  object,  it  seemed,  had  been  best  served  by  a 
religious  obedience  to  the  orders  of  his  mistress. 

When  I got  home  Myte  rallied  me,  as  he  had  done  on  several 
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previous  evenings,  on  my  singular  gravity,  telling  his  daughters 
to  44  go  hang,”  for  that  I was  the  captive  of  Semirarais.  44  When 
Ninus  gocs  to  4 Ninny’s  touib,’  ” said  he,  44  behold  his  successor. 
A spinsters  doom,  Goth,  is  thine.  Vandal,  thy  portion  is 
celibacy.,, 

Goth  blushed  exceedingly  at  this  raillery,  whilst  Vandal,  her 
father’s  darling,  laughed  in  hearty  eoncert  witli  the  oíd  fellow. 
Mrs.  Myte  preserved  a staid  and  uncommon  formality  of  aspect, 
and  shortly  took  occasion  to  beckon  her  eider  daughter  out  of 
the  roora.  Vandal  quickly  folio wed.  Myte  fell  asleep  ; and  at 
last  I retired  to  bed,  after  liaviug  niinutely  examined  every 
lineament  of  his  droll  countenance,  with  an  endeavour  to  ascer- 
tain  how  a sudden  announcement  of  the  discovery  I had  made 
would  be  likely  to  act  upon  it.  I reserved  a solution  of  that 
problcm  till  the  morro  vv. 


FREEDOM. 

BY  SIMON  DAC  II.* 

Lo  ve,  thou  didst  possess  me  once. 

And  didst  steal  my  trusling  heart, 

Prudence,  caution,  all  gave  way, 

Lulled  by  thy  too  cunning  art. 

Good  night,  Cupid,  and  good  b’ye, 

Free  and  full  of  joy  am  I. 

Rescued  from  thy  heavy  yoke, 

How  my  present  lot  I bless : 

Love,  I have  at  length  escaped 

From  thy  luscious  bitterness.  Good  night,  &e. 

Cast  thy  longing  eyes  arouud 
If  thou  canst  nevv  vietiins  see, 

Fools,  who,  when  thy  how  is  bent, 

Bliudly  trust  tbeir  hearts  to  thee.  Good  night,  &c. 

And  thou,  goddess  of  my  thoughts, 

Fairest,  whom  my  fond  heart  chose, 

IIow  I worsbiped  thee,  till  Time 

Did  thy  pertidy  disclose ! Good  night,  &c. 

Never  more  shall  thy  caress, 

Falsely  tempting,  fetter  me, 

Far  from  Pleasure’s  luring  net, 

Wiser  than  I was,  I tiee.  Good  night,  &c. 

And  ye  eyes,  ye  dazzling  suns, 

Ye  that  once  enchaincd  my  soul, 

I,  a novice  in  deceit, 

I have  'scaped  your  bright  controul.  Good  night,  &c. 

Freedoin  is  my  heritage, 

Where  my  fancy  leuds,  I rove: 

Virtue’s  soothing  balín  will  heal 

Ev’ry  wound  of  uijured  love.  Good  night,  &c. 

♦ Born  1005,  at  Mcmel.  Died  1651). 
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A FAC  SIMILE. 

I ii A d lunded  at  Agrá,  and  seen  the  wonderful  Targe,  (I  ulways 
spell  Ilindostannee  as  it  is  pronounced,)  with  its  splendid  pilJars  inlaid 
with  precious  stones ; though  some  persolis  profess  to  be  sceptical  on 
tliis  subject,  and  boldly  assert  tliat  the  original  rubíes  and  emeralds 
bave  long  since  made  place  for  coloured  glass.  I had  visited  the  oíd  man 
who  has  for  twenty  years  lived  (according  to  bis  son’s  account)  inside 
tlie  great  gun  which  lies  upon  tlie  beacli.  I had  seen  some  of  the  won- 
derful trieks  of  a famous  juggler  who  was  exhibiting  in  this  far-famed 
city.  At  lengtb,  tired  of  lionising,  I wallced  out  to  pay  my  respects  to 
Mr.  L.  the  government  resident,  one  of  the  mildest  and  most  gentle- 
manly  mea  in  Britisli  ludia. 

What  then  must  have  been  my  snrprise,  as  I walked  up  the  prin- 
cipal staircase  of  his  house,  to  liear  a sudden  scream  of  terror,  and 
in  the  next  moment  to  find  a wretcli  fiy  past  me  with  a fleetness 
which  a sharp  kick  alone  could  have  imparted  to  his  motions ; for  the 
fugitive  was  evidently  a Chinese,  (or,  as  we  cali  theni  in  Bengal,  a 
Chinaman — one  of  a race  who  never  hurry  their  movements  save  by 
compulsión,)  and,  on  looking  up,  to  perceive  L.  rush  out  after  him, 
uttering  a volley  of  the  most  violent  execrations ! 

On  seeing  me,  my  usually  quiet  friend  suddenly  stopped,  asliamed 
at  being  thus  caught  in  this  most  undignificd  situation.  I confess  I 
could  not  help  smiling. 

“ Holloa ! Charley,  what  puts  you  in  sucli  a rage  ? — and  whence 
comes  the  Chinaman  ? I did  not  know  you  had  any  of  their  race  in 
these  parts." 

“ Confound  them  all ! ” replied  the  irritated  civilian,  trying  to  clieck 
his  passion.  "lie  comes  from  Calcutta,  and  be  hanged  to  him  ! ** 

“ Who  is  he  ? What  is  he  ? ” 

"A  painter — the  raseal  paints  miniatures.  I really  have  to  apolo- 
gise  for  this  fit  of  passion  ; but — ” And  he  paused  for  a moment. 

" I suppose  you  had  some  just  cause  for  it  ?”  said  I.  He  liesitated. 
“ Come,  tell  me  what  it  is  all  about.” 

L.  reddened  up  as  if  ashamed.  “ Upon  my  life,  I believe  I was 
wrong ; but  at  the  moment  I could  not  help  it.  But,  after  all,  it  was 
a very  foolish  affair.” 

Ct  Come,  then,  let  me  have  it."  So,  while  we  were  eating  our  tiffin, 
and  smoking  a chillum , he  related  to  me  the  following  facts. 

It  appeared  that  the  unhappy  Chinese  had  travelled  up  from  Cal- 
cutta, on  speculation  as  a miniaturc-painter,  and,  when  unsuccessful  in 
this  profession,  had  occasionally  recurred  to  the  never-failing  resource 
of  a Chinaman,  the  noble  trades  of  shoemaking  and  tailoring  ; for  by 
these  two  arts,  sewing  and  painting,  every  son  of  China  in  Bengal  ma- 
nages  to  live. 

Tempted  by  his  assuranccs  of  sliill,  L.  had  desired  him  to  take  his 
portrait,  well  knowing  that  at  least  he  might  count  on  his  candour  and 
accuracy  ; since  he  had  often  heard  the  story  of  the  Englishman,  who 
sending  his  coat  as  a model  to  a Chinese  taiíor  in  Calcutta,  omitted  to 
mention  that  the  oíd  liabit  had  a patch  in  it.  Tlie  consequence  was 
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obvious  ; the  new  coat  carne  lióme  so  tlioroughly  made  in  imitation  of 
the  pattern,  tliat  not  only  was  it  exactlv  the  same  sizc  and  form,  but 
the  same  patch  appcared  upon  it,  — the  new  vestment  having  bad  the 
piece  carefully  cut  out,  and  sewed  in  precisely  similar  to  the  oíd  one. 
But  to  return. 

The  artist  went  to  work,  and  traced  the  lineaments  of  my  friend 
(who,  by  the  by,  was  as  yellow  as  the  efligy  of  our  gracious  sovereign 
ou  a guinea,  and  was  awfnlly  pitted  with  the  small-pox).  lie  íirst 
drew  tlic  pencil-sketch,  and  sliowed  it  to  L.  who  was  greatly  pleased 
with  it,  since  he  considered  it  a Üattering  likeness ; and  that  was  wbat 
he  partieularly  wanted,  as  he  intended  to  send  it  down  to  Calcutta  to 
a young  lady,  on  whom  he  had  matrimonial  designs.  The  painter, 
proud  of  his  approbation,  now  began  the  colouring,  and  for  some  time 
went  on  wcll,  botli  parties  liighly  pleased. 

Ou  the  second  day,  however,  he  produced  a pair  of  compasses,  which 
he  almost  every  instant  applied  to  the  face  of  Charley,  and  as  often  to 
the  portrait  before  him,  which  L.  had  agreed  not  to  look  at  again  till 
it  was  finished.  The  artist  seemed  well  pleased  with  the  work,  and 
more  careful  and  minute  than  ever.  At  length  the  touches  of  the  com- 
pass  became  so  frequent,  that  the  civilian  could  not  help  asking  the 
painter  to  wbat  use  he  applied  them.  After  reiterating  the  question 
once  or  twice,  the  Chinaman  turned  round,  and  with  a look  of  tri- 
umphant  knowledge  replied, 

“ I tell  you,  massa,  I tell  you ; me  measure  little  boles  in  massa's 
face,  to  put  ’em  in  picture,  massa.*' 

“ Great  heaven  ! " exclaimed  the  enraged  Europeau,  as  he  started  up, 
and  proceeded  forthwith  to  expel  the  Chínese,  appearing  almost  to 
consider  him  as  a football.  The  Chinaman  was  never  again  seen  in 
Agrá,  and  for  a very  excellent  reason,  I believe.  My  friend  sent  him 
inuney  to  be  o ff  as  quickly  as  he  could,  and  never  to  publish  the 
story.  He  forgot,  however,  to  inelude  me  in  the  promise. 


IUJNNING  A MUCK. 

Onk  of  the  greatest  objections  to  India  is  the  almost  certainty  of 
every  young  man  forming  those  liaisons  which  are  not  only  dangerous 
in  a moral  point  of  view,  but  often  destructive  in  our  worldly  career. 
Eucouraged  by  example,  sliut  out  from  the  more  relined  society  of 
European  ladies,  without  a hope  of  marrying,  and  unchecked  by  the 
laws  of  society,  the  young  soldier  or  civilian  in  India,  stationed  in  some 
dreary  spot,  removed  from  the  awe  which  tlic  presence  of  virtuous  fe- 
males  inspires,  is  apt  to  form  a connexion  as  revolting  to  European 
taste  as  opposed  to  every  moral  precept. 

Mr.  A was  unmarried,  young,  and  handsome  ; be  bad  won  and 

carried  oíf  a lovely  girl  of  sixteen  (that  is  to  say,  if  loveliness  can  be 
imagined  with  a dark  skin).  lie  had  lived  with  her  about  three  years, 
and  had  by  her  two  children,  whom  he  in  after-life  acknowledged  and 
cherished.  In  him  the  act  was  wrong ; in  her  it  was  excusable,  since 
the  form  of  marriage,  the  mere  thought  of  such  a thing,  had  never  en- 
tered  her  liead  ; her  very  parents  were  proud  of  the  honour  done  her  ; 
her  rnde  ignorance  blotted  out  the  blame  that  would  otherwise  have 
attached  to  her  : while  the  only  excuse  he  could  olfer  for  the  seduc- 
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tion  of  a mere  child  was  the  forcé  of  example  — tlie  custom  of  the 
country. 

Ayah  (so  will  T cali  her)  was  in  the  bath  with  lier  two  little  babes, 
amused  with  their  infantine  screams,  as  they  nestled  closer  to  her  ho- 
som,  and  shunned  the  water  she  occasionally  immersed  thein  in  : her 
brotlier  held  a post  in  the  house ; her  sister  was  her  companion ; her 
father  fillcd  the  situation  of  porter  at  the  outer  lodge-gate. 

The  first  of  tliese  was  a religious  enthusiast ; he  liad  been  vvrought 
on  by  certain  Brahmins  ; he  liad  committed  many  faults  ; he  determin- 
ed  at  once  to  expíate  theui.  One  wav  only  is  thouglit  by  the  pious 
Malay  to  lead  straight  to  Heaven,  and  on  tliis  he  resolved  ; he  offer- 
ed  up  liis  prayers,  performed  his  ablutions,  and  prepared  to  run  a 
muck. 

The  fanatic  who  thus  determines  first  vows  to  liis  God  to  destroy 
every  living  tliing  he  may  meet  on  his  path ; to  spare  neither  sex  ñor 
relationship,  to  turn  neither  to  the  right  ñor  the  left,  but  to  sacriñce  all 
indiseriminately,  till  he  himselfin  turn  be  sacrifíced.  He  íirst  proeeeds 
to  oil  his  body  all  over  to  elude  capture  as  long  as  possi  ble ; (for  the 
more  victims  he  makes,  the  more  certain  is  his  road  to  Heaven  ;)  he 
casts  ofF  everything  tliat  may  be  caught  at ; sliaves  his  head,  lest  he 
sliould  be  seized  by  the  hair  ; takes  a large  potion  of  opium,  or  some 
otlier  maddening  poison ; tlien  armiug  hiuiself  with  a knife  or  creece 
in  eitlier  hand,  he  rushes  forth  to  immolate  all  he  may  encounter. 

Ayah  was  leaving  the  bathing-room,  with  her  children  in  her  arms, 
her  sister  and  lier  attendants  were  folio wing  her,  laughiug  and  playing 
with  her  little  babes ; a more  innocent,  a more  liappy  group  could  not 
liave  been  found.  They  were  already  in  the  passuge,  when  a sudden 
noise  made  the  young  mother  turn  round  ; in  another  instant  she  fell 
a corpse,  struck  down  by  her  own  brother — tliat  brotlier  she  liad  loved 
so  tenderly.  A single  blow  had  nearly  severed  her  head  from  her  body, 
and  as  she  fell  the  blood  guslied  over  the  unconscious  little  ones  tliat 
fondled  in  her  bleeding  breast ; a scream  burst  from  all,  as  the  inad- 
man  bounded  away,  triumphing  in  the  act.  lie  Üed  along  the  pas- 
sage ; an  oíd  bearer  met  him,  — in  less  tlian  time  for  thought  his  head 
was  nearly  split  in  two,  and  his  grey  beard  deluged  in  blood.  The 
surviving  sister  ruslied  after  him  to  stay  him  in  his  wild  career ; he 
repulsed  her,  turned  to  look  at  her  for  an  instant ; he  liesitated  — he 
doubtless  repented  ? No,  he  paused  but  to  make  his  aim  more  su  re  ; 
the  creece  he  carried  in  his  left  hand  was  buried  in  lier  breast  ,*  he 
smiled  as  an  exulting  demon,  and  rushed  on  ; the  alarrn  was  given ; a 
general  pursuit  took  place,  but  witliout  effect ; the  porter  was  called  to 
cióse  the  gates ; he  carne  out,  and  saw  his  infuriated  son ; he  read 
his  purpose ; he  hesitated  for  a moment,  and  as  the  parricide  sprang 
towards  him,  the  father  stepped  back,  and  discharged  the  contents  of 
his  musket  into  the  heart  of  his  child,  who,  quivering,  fell,  still  grin- 
ning  in  diabolical  agony ; he  died  at  the  foot  of  him  who  gave  him 
birth,  impotently  attempting  still  to  strilce  tliose  who  dared  not  ap- 
proacli  to  succour  him. 

One  of  the  two  bereaved  children,  fostered  by  the  generous  woman 
who  afterwards  married  their  father,  died  in  action,  a major  in  the 
British  army  ; the  otlier  was  for  a short  period  the  beauty  of  Dublin  ; 
but,  unfortunately,  after  a masquerade  at  Lady  B/s,  wliere  she  had 
gone,  dressed  as  a Sultana,  she  imprudently  washed  her  face  with  coid 
water,  and  a few  hours  afterwards  was  a corpse.  She  was  generally 
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mourned,  but  none  more  beautifully  expressed  bis  grief  on  this  ine- 
lancholy  occasion  than  the  unfortunate  Lord  Kilwarden,  who  was  mur- 
dercd  only  a few  montlis  afterwards.  Ilis  lines  may  yet  be  remember- 
ed  by  many,  thougli  I only  recollect  the  following  portion  of  tliem : — 

Ci  Immortal  A***,  at  vvhose  great  ñame 
The  flippant  Deist  feels  the  blush  of  shame  ! 

Could  not  the  worth  of  that  illustrious  line, 

VVhich  from  bis  pen,  bore  evidence  divine — 

Could  not  eueh  virtue,  mingled  with  each  grace, 

Which  from  thy  hcavenly  soul  illumcd  thy  face — 

Could  not  thy  budding  gooducss  save 
The  lovely  victim  from  an  early  grave? 

* * * * 

• * • • 

God  saw  the  blossom  of  celestial  root, 

And  to  its  native  Heaven  consigued  the  fruit ! 99 


EXPECTATIONS. 

I was  sent  out  to  India  in  order  to  check  my  extravagant  habits,  and 
for  the  sake  of  restoring  me  to  the  good  graces  of  an  oíd  great  unció, 
wliom  I liad  oftended  by  some  acts  wbich  really  bad  been  so  grossly 
exaggerated  and  mis-stated  to  liim  tbat  no  wonder  the  oíd  gentle- 
xnan  liad  scratched  me  out  of  his  will.  From  bim  I expected  one  hun- 
dred  tliousand  pounds.  IVIy  uncle's  maxiin  bad  ever  been, Do  wbatever 
you  will,  but  always  show  courage.”  Now  it  so  happened  that  on  the 
eve  of  a duel  I bad  gone  to  a mess-party,  and  bad  got  tipsy ; and  re- 
turning  in  tbat  State  to  my  own  lodgings,  I bad  been  taken  up,  lodged 
in  a watch-house,  and  (dtiring  my  insensibility  and  forced  detention) 
bad  been  posted  as  a coward.  This  statement  bad  been  repeated  to 
my  peppery  oíd  únele  in  false  colours ; be  erased  my  ñame  from  bis 
will,  and  I was  sent  out  to  regain  bis  favour  by  a proper  and  manly 
appeal,  carrying  with  me  the  subsequent  apology  made  to  me  by  my 
adversary  after  exchanging  tbree  sbots. 

My  next  best  expectations  were  from  my  grandmotber,  wlio  possess- 
ed  sixty  tliousand  pounds,  and  promised  to  leave  it  all  to  me,  provided 
I never  wilfully  deviated  from  trutli.  Slie  absolutcly  idolized  me,  and 
made  me  promise  to  writc  to  her  by  every  sbip. 

My  father’s  first  cousin,  a widowed  dame,  was  extremelv  pompous, 
and  fancied  sbe  conferred  un  honour  on  every  one  sbe  noticed.  Sbe 
possessed  tliirty  thousand  pounds,  which,  wlien  I left  England,  sbe  bad 
willed  unconditionally  to  me. 

And  lastly,  my  poor  fatber,  a good,  worthy  oíd  soul,  wbo  liad  been  at 
tlie  period  I refer  to  a widower  tbirty-eight  years.  He  was  staid, 
starch,  and  unbending  to  all  save  me.  He  liated  tlic  very  ñame  of 
marriage,  loved  bis  club,  and  played  a good  rubber  of  whist.  lie  had 
often  offered  to  settle  everytliing  be  bad  (an  estáte  of  two  tliousand 
pounds  a year)  on  me,  wbich  I bad  as  constantly  refused,  notwith- 
tanding  bis  reiterated  wisbes  to  this  effect. 

Now  let  us  see  the  result  of  expectations  amounting  to  one  liundred 
and  ninety  tliousand  pounds,  and  an  estáte  of  the  foregoing  amount. 

On  my  arrival  in  Calcutta  I found  a letter  from  my  únele,  wbo  was 
in  u dying  state  at  Moorshedabad.  I hastened  up.  líe  was  still  alive. 
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and  I was  allowed  to  see  him.  He  was  delighted  to  see  me,  kissed  me, 
fondled  me,  assured  me  he  liad  learnt  the  true  State  of  tlie  case,  and 
was  sorry  for  liaving  disinherited  me,  but  thanked  Heaven  it  was  not 
yet  too  late.  His  lawyer  liad  been  waiting  my  arrival  to  alter  bis 
will.  “ So  now,  my  dear  George,”  cried  he,  “ cali  him  in,  and  let  me 
repair  this  injustice." 

The  physician  ou  the  other  side  of  the  bed  beckoned  me  aside.  We 
retired  to  a far  comer  of  the  room.  The  doctor  spoke  : “ You  love  your 
únele  ? 99 

“ Sincerely.” 

Si  Would  you  cause  his  instant  death,  or  allow  him  to  live,  wliich  he 
inay  yet  do  several  days  ? " 

I was  surprised,  indignant  at  the  question. 

“ Well,  then,  don't  allow  him  to  exert  himself  just  now  ; the  excitc- 
ment  of  altering  his  will  will  kill  him.  Give  him  this  anodyne,  let  him 
rest  after  it,  and  with  recovered  forces  he  will  be  able  to  go  through 
the  task  I so  anxiously  desire  to  see  him  perform." 

I assented,  tliongh  my  únele  rather  opposed  my  wisli,  and  gave  him 
the  opiate.  We  then  retired  from  the  room,  leaving  the  good  physi- 
cian to  watcli  by  him. 

We  sat  in  anxious  vigil  in  the  ante-chamber.  The  lawyer  mended 
and  remended  his  pens.  I confess  I fidgetted.  The  distant  relations, 
and  those  who  expected  small  legacies,  offered  me  every  attention. 

At  last  a footstep  approached ; our  voices  were  instantly  hushed. 
The  attorney  gathered  up  his  writing  materials.  I rose  as  the  doctor 
entered. 

“ Alas!"  said  the  medical  practitioner,  “our  friend  has  breathed  his 
last/' 

My  first  breath  after  this  announcement  was  a curse  on  my  own 
folly.  The  doctor  proved  to  be  my  uncle's  solé  heir. 

“ I am  a soldier  of  fortune  now,"  cried  I ; so  I immediately  joined 
my  regiment  up  the  country,  and  regularly  wrote  to  my  good  matter- 
of-fact  grandmamma.  Desirous  of  amusing  her,  I sent  lier  an  account 
of  our  military  movements  ; and,  amongst  other  faets,  mentioned  that 
we  niglitly  encamped  in  the  topes  (clumps)  of  mango  trees,  which 
abound  in  tliese  parts.  Now  it  so  happened  that  a drop  of  salt-water, 
an  accidental  erasure  by  friction,  the  seal  torn  oíF,  or  some  such  acci- 
dent,  had  carried  away  the  letter  e ; so,  to  my  no  small  horror,  by  re- 
turn  of  post  I received  a severe  lecture  from  my  grandmamma  on  the 
superiority  of  truth,  as  compared  to  the  horrors  of  falsehood  ; with  the 
pithy  but  annoying  wind-up,  “that  she  (i.  c.  granny,)  was  sorry  to  see  I 
still  persevered  in  my  liabits  of  romancing ; that  I evidently  tried 
(living  in  a foreign  country,)  to  deceive  those  I ouglit  to  love  and 
cherish. — In  fact,"  she  said  in  conclusión,  “ thougli  I believe  that  a poor 
deserted  traveller  miglit  by  accident  seek  shelter  from  the  wild  beasts 
you  describe  by  climbing  up  one  of  tliese  trees,  and  even  pass  a night 
in  so  dangerous  an  elevation ; yet  that  a whole  regiment  should  perch 
themselves  in  such  a situation  as  the  tops  of  mango  trees,  I never,  I 
never  will  believe.  Fie  ! he  ! thus  to  attempt  to  play  on  the  credulity 
of  one  who  has  loved  you  as  I have  done." 

By  the  same  packet  I received  the  account  of  the  oíd  lady's  death, 
and  the  foundation  of  a Metliodist  cliapel,  eudowed  with  all  she  liad 
possessed. 

It  was  while  I was  yet  in  mourning  for  this  mistaken  relative  that  I 
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received  a note  from  ni  y lady  cousin,  requesting  to  know  whether,  in 
an  invitation  she  had  sent  to  a half-sister  of  mine  some  years  before, 
she  liad  invited  lier  to  a party  by  requesting  the  “ lionour  of  her  com- 
pan y/'  or  whetlier  she  liad  desired  lier  “ to  oblige " her  by  lier  pre- 
sence  ? I was  busy  when  the  communication  arrived,  and  hastily  sat 
down,  and  replied,  that  to  the  best  of  my  recollection  the  invitation 
had  l>een  coldly  worded,  and  “ that  there  was  neither  honour  ñor  obli- 
gation  in  it.”  By  tliis  answer  I intended  to  please  my  relative.  In 
lier  will  a few  months  afterwards,  she  stated  cc  that  as  it  appeared 
there  was  neither  honour  ñor  obligalion  in  her  invitations,  she  con- 
ceived  I might  think  the  same  of  her  legacies:”  so  she  left  all  herpro- 
perty,  without  reservation,  to  Miss  Smirke,  her  dear  companion  and 
toady. 

Tliese  disappointments  made  me  determine  to  retnrn  and  live  on 
our  fainily  estáte  witli  my  fatlier  (whom  I liad  not  lieard  from  for  some 
time)  : so  I sold  my  traps,  got  leave,  and  was  about  to  proceed  to  Eu- 
rope,  when  I received  the  following  laconic  epistle  from  my  futher : 

“Dear  George, — I have  been  so  lonely  since  you  left  that  I am 
sure  you  will  agree  witli  me  in  tliinking  I have  done  the  wisest  thing 
possible  in  my  situation.  I have  married  a charming  creature — a per- 
icct  ángel,  who  adores  me  ; and  I intend  to  devote  the  remainder  of  my 
life  to  lier  liappiness.  I have  sent  your  brother  John  to  sea,  and  your 
sister  Fanny  (who  has  turned  out  very  ungrateful  and  disobedient  to 
my  dearest  wife,)  to  live  witli  a family  as  a nursery  governess ; so  now 
I um  quite  liappy — 1 may  say  blessed.  Times  are  extremely  hard  and 
rents  badly  paid,  but  I send  you  five  pounds,  and  your  mother's  bless- 
ings.  After  you  have  completed  your  twenty  years'  Service,  to  entitle 
you  to  receive  full  pay  for  life„  we  shall  be  delighted  to  see  you. 

“ Your  affectionate  father.  James  Smith. 

“ P.S.  Charlotte  (my  ángel  wife)  has  just  blessed  me  with  a beaute- 
ous  babe.” 

This  was  a closer.  I rejoined  my  regiment,  and  never  lieard  from 
my  wortliy  parent  again,  who  soon  afterwards  died,  leaving  all  to  bis 
dearest  Charlotte,  the  present  wife  of  a handsome  pseudo  Germán 
barón. 

As  for  me,  I have  lived  to  outlive  all  expectations,  and  consequently 
feel  for  the  first  time  in  my  life  liappy  and  free. 


DELIGHTS  OF  BENGAL. 


I aróse  at  tope  dugga/i  (gun-fire),  and  by  the  fast  breaking  daylight 
rodé  uncomfortably  along  as  far  as  the  lines.  When  I say  my  riue  was 
uncom fortable,  I feel  myself  borne  out  by  the  fact  that  the  morning 
was  foggy  and  damp,  and  that  the  dress  í wore  was  that  which  every 
military  oificer  wears  in  llengal,  namely,  a complete  suit  of  the  very 
thinnest  linen  which  can  possibly  be  procured,  churamed,  starclied  till 
it  becouies  as  stiff  as  buckram,  and  quite  as  disagreeable.  I had  been 
kept  up  late  the  night  before,  losing  my  money ; so  I rodé  sulkily 
along,  alternately  venting  maledictions  on  my  horse  for  bis  constant 
stumbles,  which,  by  the  by,  every  true  A rabian  indulges  in,  and  some- 
what  galled  in  my  proud  feelings  of  manhood  as  I beheld  my  syse 
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(groom)  trot  barefooted  beside  me,  ready  to  liold  my  horse  if  I dis- 
ínounted,  or  brusb  away  tlic  flies,  should  any  daré  to  settle  on  liim. 
The  European  in  India  seems  soon  to  forget  tliat  the  native  is  his  fel- 
low  being,  or  lie  could  lmrdly  continué  his  boasts  of  superiority  as  lord 
of  the  creation,  and  yet  allow  a creature  of  the  same  species,  endowed 
with  every  gift  that  manhood  can  boast,  save  and  except  a wliite  skin, 
to  perform  the  most  servile,  tlie  most  degrading,  the  most  revolting 
offices,  without  summoning  up  a blush  of  shame  to  the  cheek  of  his 
fellow  man.  Yet  such  is  the  case ; the  poor  sgsc,  who  ser  ved  me  as  a 
groundwork  for  these  reflections  had  often  before  ran  twenty  and  even 
thirty  miles  beside  me,  under  a burning  sun,  foot-sore  and  panting, 
without  a thought  of  the  cruelty  arising  in  my  breast ; so  much  had 
custom  blunted  my  feelings  and  natural  perceptions. 

Arrived  at  the  lines,  I inspected  the  regiment  of  sepoys  before  me. 
A more  steady  body  of  troops  I have  never  since  beheld,  although  I 
liave  seen  our  own  best  corps,  and  visited  several  of  the  continental 
camps.  It  is  truc  that  an  Indian  lacks  the  physical  forcé  of  an  Eng- 
lishman  ; yet,  for  steadiness  and  endurance,  a stern  determination  to 
follow  his  officer  whercsoever  he  may  lead,  a readiness  to  obey  his  su- 
perior, without  question  or  murmur,  no  soldiers  on  earth  can  excel  the 
sepoy ; who,  fed  upon  rice,  a struuger  alike  to  meat  and  bed,  yet  makes 
an  excellent  appearance  on  parade,  and  a faithful  follower  in  action. 

Though  the  júnior  ensign,  I was  the  only  officer  on  parade  ; so,  after 
going  througli  the  usual  forma,  under  the  direction  of  the  European 
sergeant-major,  who  ranks  superior  to  the  native  captains,  after  receiv- 
ing  and  returning  the  salute  of  the  Indian  officers,  and  inspecting  the 
hospital  in  my  quality  of  officer  of  the  day,  I cantered  back  to  break- 
fast  with  our  adjutant. 

On  passing  tlirougli  the  verandah  of  my  friend  Thompson  (the  afore- 
said  adjutant),  another  specimen  of  Indian  degradation  met  my  view : 
a black  woman  squatted  on  the  ground,  acting  as  wet-nurse  to  a litter  of 
young  Englisli  pointers.  I afterwards  spoke  to  Thompson  about  it,  who 
laughed  at  my  scruples,  and  made  my  squeamishness  a joke  at  mess. 

We  eat  our  fisli,  our  rice,  and  ghec , made  up  a match  at  rackets, 
smoked  a chiUum , and  then  went  to  the  go-down  (cellars)  to  taste  a 
liogshead  of  claret  my  friend  had  received  from  Calcutta.  To  our  in- 
finite horror,  liowcver,  we  found  a musk-rat  liad  passed  over  it,  and 
(however  fabulous  it  may  appear  to  those  who  have  never  been  in  the 
East,  yet  those  conversant  with  India  will  bear  me  out,)  every  drop  of 
the  wine  was  spoiled : not  a single  glass  was  drinkable.  The  animal 
had  merely  run  over  it,  and  the  entire  of  it  was  ordered  to  be  thrown 
away. 

When  I returned  lióme,  I found  a native  captain,  who,  taking  off  his 
shoes,  marclied  straight  up  to  me,  and  crying  lialt”  in  a loud  voice, 
stopped  immcdiately  before  me ; then  saluting  stiffiy,  told  me  that  a 
soldier  had  jnst  died  in  hospital,  saluted  again ; then  ordering  himself 
in  a loud  voice,  he  cried  out,  “ llight  about  face — quick  march,”  and 
marched  off  accordingly.  Scarcely  was  this  man  gone,  when  a native 
liavildar  walked  in,  and  gave  me  information  of  a similar  cvent.  He 
was  followed  by  a corporal,  and  he  in  turn  by  another,  and  so  on  till  I 
learnt  from  five  reports  that  as  many  soldiers  had  breathed  their  last. 
Armed  with  this  news,  I trotted  off  to  the  commandant’s,  and  made 
my  statement  of  the  melancholy  fact,  to  the  no  small  surprise  of  the 
wortliy  colonel,  who  had  hitherto  looked  upon  our  station  as  most 
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liealthy.  The  doctors  were  summoned,  who  denied  the  truth  of  my 
report.  The  adjutant  was  ealled  for,  who  declared  that  I inust  liave 
gone  raving  mad.  In  fact,  a terrible  fuss  was  made  about  it,  vvhich 
ended  by  the  discovery  that  only  une  inan  was  dead,  but  that  eti- 
quette  required  the  circumstance  to  be  mentioned  to  me  by  a Native 
oflicer  of  each  rank,  and  consequently  I liad  displayed  my  thorough  ig- 
norance  of  the  language  and  the  military  liubits  of  the  couutry,  and 
moreover  got  well  wiggcd  for  my  pains. 

As  I was  returning  I inet  a young  lady,  to  wliom  I was  sincerely  at- 
tached,  jogging  along  in  her  palanquín,  escorted  by  a party  of  spear- 
men,  her  fatlier  being  an  otheer  of  rank.  I stopped  to  speak  to  her, 
and  was  telling  her  my  late  disastrous  adventure,  wlien  she  suddenly 
gave  a terrific  scream.  T flew  towards  her.  A centipede  had  fastened 
itself  by  its  hundred  legs  or  prongs  to  her  beautiful  little  foot.  Her 
very  bearers  stood  aghast.  The  surgeon,  who  was  fortunately  with 
me,  instantly  cruslied  the  animal  (which  was  about  eight  inches  long,) 
by  a violent  blow,  even  at  the  risk  of  injuring  the  foot,  and  ordered 
the  men  to  carry  her  instantly  lióme.  For  eleven  weeks  the  poor 
girl  suffered,  and  at  lengtli  was  forced  to  return  to  Europe,  where  she 
was  compelled  to  undergo  amputation. 

Can  any  one  wonder,  tlien,  that  I líate  a country  where  an  accident 
the  most  likely  to  happen  to  any  of  us  in  the  midst  of  our  pleasures, 
deprived  me  of  the  presence  of  a lovely  and  amiable  woman  ? 

I had  little  uppetite  for  that  day,  and  early  repaired  to  tlie 

racket-court,  where  I spent  two  hours,  watching  the  exertions  of  a few 
lialf-livered  Europeans,  whose  wliole  souls  seemed  divided  between  the 
game  they  were  playing,  and  the  brandy  pawny  (brandy  and  water) 
which  they  were  drinking. 

On  my  return,  I chancad  to  cali  in  at  our  major's,  who  had  the  best 
liouse  in  the  cantonment.  Wliilst  I was  sitting  chatting  with  liim,  I 
lmppencd  to  look  up  at  a beain  which  crosscd  the  ceiling,  and  observed 
several  small  inseets  moving  about  on  it.  Presently  one  dropped  on 
the  lloor,  which  I instantly  began  to  prick  at  with  a light  cañe  I car- 
ried.  The  mejor  asked  me  wliat  I was  doing?  I immediately  ex- 
plained,  and  picked  up  the  little  animal  to  show  liim,  which  he  no 
sooner  saw  tlian  he  turned  deadly  palé,  and  turning  to  liis  wife,  in- 
stantly  requested  her  to  pack  up,  and  remove  everything.  “ It  is  a 
wl>ite  aut,  my  love.”  The  lacly  so  addressed,  immediately  aróse, 
aiid  left  the  room.  I asked  for  an  explanation.  It  was  given  in  few 
words. 

“ The  insect  you  huid  in  your  liand  is  a wliite  ant.  So  destructive 
are  its  qualities,  so  extraordinarily  quick  its  propagation,  that  the  mo- 
ment  one  is  seen,  the  owner  of  the  best  liouse  in  India  would  give  up 
his  property,  and  leave  it  fortlnvitli,  rather  thnn  rnn  the  risk  of  almost 
certain  destruction  beneath  its  ruins  by  remaining.  In  twenty-four 
hours  tliese  little  creatures  will  eat  through  the  very  thickest  beam 
made  use  of  in  building.  They  are  now  in  yonder  roof,  under  which 
I shall  not  daré  to  sleep  again.  Ñor  can  I take  even  my  clothes  into 
another  residence  ti  11  they  liave  been  cleansed  and  fumigated,  for  fear 
of  carrying  one  of  these  destructive  creatures  with  1110." 

u Another  temptation  to  reside  in  tliis  blessed  country,”  groaned  I, 
and  walked  off  to  the  mess. 

A better  dinner  I uever  saw ; our  bobichi  (eook)  had  excelled  him- 
self,  and  we  were  about  to  sit  down  to  the  tempting  feast,  when  a 

vol.  x.  s 
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slight  buzz  was  heard,  and  every  one  rose  from  tlie  table.  A small 
covey  of  flying-bugs  had  just  alighted  on  almost  every  dish  before  us. 
To  guard  against  these  insects  and  musquitoes,  each  candle  has  a glass- 
shade  over  it,  each  tumbler  has  a cover.  But,  alas ! no  covering  could 
be  put  over  tlie  savoury  viands,  which,  once  touched  by  them,  become 
nauseous,  not  only  to  the  taste,  but  to  the  olfactory  nerves ; for  these 
pests — which  swarm  through  Bengal,  and  are  about  double  the  size  of 
the  European  bug,  smell  so  strong  that  anytliing  touched  by  one  of 
them  never  afterwards  loses  the  taint. 

We  were  all  forced  to  leave  the  table,  and  adjourn  the  meal  till  an- 
other  was  dressed. 

That  evening  I went  to  see  the  Doorgah  Poojali , a religious  cere- 
inony,  where  I was  sickened  by  beholding  a live  goat  sacrificed  to  a 
many-armed  goddess,  called  Vishnou,  and  had  my  clothes  soiled  by 
the  deity-powder  they  threw  over  me,  in  addition  to  the  nausea  cre- 
ated  by  the  redolent  fumes  of  cajeputi  oil,  with  which  the  idolaters  liad 
rubbed  tliemselves. 

At  home  I lost  my  money  at  whist,  and  was*  set  down  as  a regular 
milksop  because  I would  not  bet  on  a race  between  two  maggots. 

Tired  and  fagged  I retired  to  my  bed,  or  rather  bedstead ; for  over 
a niat  was  spread  two  sheets  only,  tied  to  the  lower  bed-posts,  while  a 
thin  gauze  inclosed  me  in,  in  a sort  of  cage,  to  keep  away  the  mus- 
quitoes,  and  the  legs  of  the  bedstead  were  placed  in  little  saucers  of 
water  to  keep  the  ants  from  climbing  up,  while  weneh-pillars,  of 
basket-work  covered  with  oil-cloth,  supported  my  limbs,  and  allowed  a 
current  of  air  to  pass  under  tliem. 

About  two  hours  after  I had  thus  retired,  I was  awoke  by  the  most 
agonising  pain  all  over  my  face.  By  the  light,  which  I always  burnt 
in  my  room,  I discovered  that  through  a slight  rent  in  my  musquito- 
curtains,  those  plagues  had  intruded,  and  stung  my  face  all  over, 
which  compelled  me  to  get  up,  and  have  my  cheeks  bathed  in  lime* 
juice,  while  other  curtains  were  put  up. 

I now  again  sought  repose,  and  for  a short  time  with  success.  At 
length  I suddenly  awoke,  I know  not  from  what  cause,  and  saw  a 
cobra  manilla  (the  most  deadly  of  all  serpents)  lying  on  the  table 
within  a couple  of  feet  of  my  bed.  I never  can  forget  or  describe  my 
horror  at  that  instunt.  The  beautiful  monster,  attracted  no  doubt  by 
the  light,  was  moving  quickly  about  the  table.  I felt  the  chances 
were,  that,  attracted  by  the  warmth,  he  would  come  towards  me.  I 
thercfore  conceived  it  best  to  cali  for  assistance,  and  did  so  in  a sub- 
dued  voice  ; for  my  full  utterance  was  gone.  In  an  instant  my  oíd 
favourite  English  setter  bounded  i uto  the  room,  and  jumped  towards 
the  bed.  The  snake  seemed  to  shrink  into  lmlf  its  natural  size.  I 
could  not  take  my  eyes  off  it.  Alas  ! my  poor  dog,  accustomed  to 
watch  and  to  comply  with  my  every  look,  sceing  my  attention  attract- 
ed towards  the  table,  instantly  placed  bis  two  fore-paws  on  it.  Quicker 
than  lightning,  I savv  the  snake  dart  at  bis  throat,  and  in  the  next  mo- 
ment  vani^b.  The  servan ts  by  this  time  arrived.  The  cobra  manilla 
was  gone.  In  spite  of  the  most  minute  search,  it  could  never  be  found. 
Poor  Cario  dicd  in  strong  convulsions,  and  in  the  greatest  agony  I ever 
saw  a dog  endure. 

I got  up  and  dressed  myself.  I applied  next  day  for  leave  to  return 
to  Europe.  I have  since  married,  and  continually  now  amuse  myself 
by  opposing  those  who,  from  bad  taste  or  ignorance,  talk  of  the  com- 
forts, the  luxuries  of  British  India  ! 
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Mervic  <£itglanb  in  tije  oltten  anime : 

OH,  PBRKGRINATION8  WITII  ÜNCLE  TIM  AND  MR.  BOSKY,  OF 
L.ITTDE  BRITAIN,  UUYSALTER, 

BY  GEOKGE  DANIEL. 

“ Dost  thou  think  because  thou  art  virtuous  there  shall  he  no  more  cakes  and 

Jilo  ? ** SnAKRPF.ARE. 

CHAFTER  XXIIÍ. 

“ Goüd  morning  (bowed  Mr.  Bosky)  to  your  conjuring  cap,  Wizard 
of  Si.  Bartlcmy  / Namcsakc  of  Guido , in  tatterdemaiion  dialect, 
‘Oíd  G uy  !'  who,  had  he  possessed  your  necromantic  art,  would 
have  transformed  his  darle  lanthorn  into  a magic  one,  and  ignited  hia 
powder  without  lucifer  or  match ; yourself  and  art  being  a match 
for  Lucifer  ! What  saya  that  mysterious  acroll  ? adorned  with  ‘ lively 
sculptures  ' of  Mr.  Punch's  scaramouches,  (formerly  Mrs.  Charkc' s,1 2) 
and  illuminated  with  your  picture  in  a preternatural  ( prelly  na- 
tural?) wig,  every  curl  of  which  waa  woven  by  the  fairy  fingers  of 
Queen  Mab ! 

“ Mr.  Fafvkcs,  at  hia  booth  over-against  the  King’s  Ilead,  exhibits 
his  incomparable  dexterity  of  hand,  and  Pinchbeck’s  musical  dock, 
that  playa  several  fine  tunes,  imitates  the  notes  of  diflerent  birds, 
and  ahews  ships  sailing  in  the  river.  You  will  also  be  entertained 
with  a surprising  tuinblcr  just  arrived  froin  Holland,  and  a Lilipu- 
tian  posture-master,  only  five  years  oíd,  who  performs  such  wonder- 
ful  turns  of  body,  the  like  of  which  wfas  never  done  by  a child  of  his 
age  and  bigness  before." — 1730. 

At  the  Hospital  Gate,  (“all  the  scenes  and  decorations  entirely 
ncw,”)  Joe  Millar ,e  fe  honest  Billy  Mills  ” and  Oales , invite  us  to  see 
a new  opera,  called  The  Banished  General,  or  the  JDistressed  Lovers ; 
the  English  Maggot,  a comic  dance ; two  harlequins ; a trumpet 
and  kettle-drum  concert  and  chorus ; and  the  comical  liumours  of 
Nicodemus  Hobble-Wollop,  Esq.  and  hia  Man  Gudgeon  ! Squire 
Nicodemus  by  the  facctious  Joe.  And  at  the  booth  of  Faivkes, 
Pinchbcch  and  Tertvin , “ distinguished  from  the  rest  by  bearing 
English  colo ursf  will  be  performed  Britons  Strike  Home;3  “Don 
Superbo  Hispaniola  Pistóle  by  Mr.  C — b — r , and  Donna  Americana 


1 The  deserted  duughtcr  of  Colley  Cibber,  of  whose  erratic  life  sonic  passages  are 
recorded  in  her  autobiography.  1 755. 

2 As  if  to  rudeem  the  habitual  dulness  of  Joe  Miller,  one  solituryjoke  of  his 
stand»  on  respectable  authority.  Joe,  sitting  at  the  window  of  the  Sun  Tavern  in 
Clare  Street,  while  a íish-woinan  wus  erying,  “ Buy  my  soles  ! Buy  my  maids  /” 
exclaimed,  “Ah!  you  wicked  oíd  creuture;  you  are  not  coiitent  to  seíl  your  own 
soul , but  you  must  sell  your  inaid's  too  ! ” 

3 The  commander  of  the  General  Ernouf  fFronch  sloop  of  war)  hailed  the  Rey- 
nard  sloop,  Captain  Coghlan,  in  English,  to  strike.  tc  Strike  ! ” replied  the  Bri- 
ton,  cc  that  I tüill,  and  very  hard  ! ” He  struek  so  ver  y liurd,  that  in  thirey-tíve 
minutes  his  shot  set  the  enemy  on  fire,  and  in  ten  minutes  more  she  blew  up  ! 
Captain  Coghlan  now  displnyed  cqual  energy  in  endeavouring  to  rescue  his  van- 
quished  foe ; and  hy  great  exertions,  fifty-five  out  of  a crew  of  one  hundred  were 
saved. 

s 2 
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by  Mrs.  Cl — ve,  the  favourite  of  the  town  ! " Daré  Conjuror  Famkes 
insinúate  that  Cibber , if  lie  did  not  actually  “ wa g a serpent-tail  in 
Smithfield  fair,”  still  put  on  the  livery  of  St.  Bartholomew,  in  the 
Brummqgem  Don  Pistóle  ? That  Kitty  Clive,  the  termagant  of 
Twickenham ! witli  whorn  the  fastidious  and  finical  Horace  Walpole 
was  happy  “ to  touch  a card,”  bedizened  in  horrible  oíd  frippery, 
rioted  it  in  the  “ Rounds  *’  ? If  truc,  wliat  a standing  joke  for 
David  Garrick,  in  tlicir  “ conibats  of  the  tongue  ” ! lf  false,  “ sur- 
prising  and  i n comparable”  must  havebeen  thy  te  dexterity  of  hand/' 
base  wizard  ! which  shielded  tliat  bold  front  of  tliine  from  the  cabal- 
istic  retribution  of  her  nails  ! 

Leverigo  the  Quack,  and  bis  Jack  Pudding  Pinkanello,  have 
mounted  their  stage  ; and,  hark  ! the  Doctor  ( Lcvcridge , famous  for 
his  ff  O the  Roast  Beef  of  Oíd  Englnnd  ! ”)  tunes  his  manly  pipes, 
accompanied  by  that  squeaking  Vice  ! for  the  Mountebanfc's  ¿Óiig.1 
In  another  quarter,  Jemmy  Laroch  2 warbles  his  rarcc-show  dilty  ; 
while  Oíd  Ilarry2 3  persuades  the  gaping  juveniles  to  take  a peep  at 


1  ct  Here  are  people  and  sports  of  all  sizes  and  sorts, 

Cook-maid  and  squire,  «and  moh  in  tlie  mire  ; 

Turpaulins,  Frugmalions,  Bords,  Ladics,  Sows,  Babies, 

And  Loobies  in  scores  : 

Some  howling,  somc  buwling,  some  leering,  some  lleering ¿ 

Wliile  Punch  kicks  his  wife  out  of  doors  ! 

To  a tavern  some  go,  and  some  to  a show, 

See  poppets,  for  moppets  ; «Jack-Puddings  for  Cuddens  ; 
Kope-dancing,  mares  jiruncing  ; hoats  flying,  quacks  lying; 
Pick-pookets,  Pick-plackets,  Beasts,  Butchers,  and  Beaux ; 

Fops  prattling,  Dice  rattling,  Phnks  painted,  Masks  fainted, 

In  Tally-man's  furbelow’d  clo«aths ! " 

2  Ilere  ’s  de  English  and  Frcnch  to  each  other  most  civil, 

Shíike  hands  and  he  friends,  and  hug  like  do  devil ! 

O Rarec-show , &c. 

Here  he  de  Great  Turk , and  the  great  King  of  no  ¡and, 

A gallopping  bravely  for  Ilungarg  and  Poland. 

O liart  e -.show,  &G* 

Ilere  ’s  de  brave  English  Dean  for  the  Packet  Boat  tarries, 

To  go  his  campa  i gn  vid  his  tailor  to  Paria. 

O Rarcc-show,  &c. 

Here  he  de  English  ships  hringing  plcnty  and  riches. 

And  dere  de  French  caper  a-mending  his  breeches  ! 

O R arce  •show,  &e. 

3  “ Oíd  Ilarry  witli  his  Rarce-show.”  A print  by  Sutton  Nicholls,  witli  the 
following  linea. 

“ Reader,  behold  the  Efigie  of  ono 
Wrinkled  by  age,  decrepit  and  forlorne, 

His  tinkling  hell  doth  yon  together  cali 
To  see  his  Rarce-show , spectators  all, 

That  will  be  pleas\l  before  you  by  him  pass, 

To  put  a farthing,  and  look  througli  his  glftss. 

Tis  so  long  since  he  did  himself  betake 
To  shew  the  louse,  the  dea,  and  spungled  snake. 

Ilis  Nippotate , which  on  raw  llesh  fed, 

He  living  shew’d,  and  does  the  same  now  ’s  ilcud. 

The  bella  that  he  when  living  always  wore, 

He  wears  about  his  neck  as  heretofore. 

Then  huy  Ohl  Ilarry , stick  him  up,  that  he 
JMay  be  remember’d  to  posterity.” 
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his  gallant  show.  Dtuicau  Macdonald  1 “ of  the  Shire  of  Caithness, 
Gent.,”  tells,  liow  liaving  taken  part  in  the  Rebel] ion  of  1745,  he  ílcd 
to  F ranee,  where,  being  a goocl  dancer,  he  lioped  to  get  a living  b y 
his  heels.  But  his  empty  quart  bottles,  with  “ their  necks  down- 
wards,”  produeed  him  not  the  price  of  a full  onc ; his  glass  globe 
Louis  Ragout  valued  not  the  straw  that  stood  erect  upon  it;  and  his 
nose,  sustaining  on  its  tip  a sliarp-pointed  sword,  put  not  a morsel 
into  his  mouth.  That,  finding  his  wire  and  trade  equally  slack,  and 
that  he  could  balance  everythingbut  his  accounts,  he  took  his  French 
boots  and  French  leave  ; left  his  board  for  his  lodging,  and  his  ehair 
for  his  cheer,  hoping  to  exnerience  better  luck  at  Bartholomew 
Fair  ! Pos  t u re-mas  te  r Phillips ,u  pupil  of  Joseph  Clarke ,1 * 3 *  exercises 
his  crooked  calling,  and  becomes  hunch-backed,  pot-bellied,  sharp- 
breasted,  and  crippled  ; ” disjointing  arms,  shoulders,  and  legs,  and 
twisting  his  supple  limbs  into  bows  and  double  knots  ! Hans  Bul- 
ifig 4 displays  his  monkey's  humours,  and  his  own.  The  Auciiotteer 
of  Moor/ículs  5 transfers  his  book-stall  to  the  cloisters.  “ Poor  Will 
Ellis  ” offers  for  sale  his  simple  íf  cAigie.”  6 The  Dwarf  Man  and 


1 44  With  a pair  of  French  post  boots,  un  (ler  the  soles  of  which  are  fas  tened 
quart-bottles,  with  their  necks  downwards,  Mr.  Macdonald  exhibits  several  featsof 
activity  on  the  slack  wire  ; after  this  he  poises  a wheel  on  his  right  toe,  on  the  toj» 
of  which  is  placed  a spike,  whereon  is  balanced  by  the  edge  a pewter-plate  ; on  that 
a board  with  sixteen  wine-glasses  ; and  on  the  suinmit  a glass  globe,  with  a 
whoaten  straw  erect  on  the  same.  He  then  fixes  a sharp-pointed  sword  on  the  tip 
of  his  nose,  on  the  poramel  of  which  he  balances  a tobacco-pipe,  and  on  its  bowl 
two  eggs  erect  ! With  his  left  forefinger  he  sustains  a chair  with  a dog  sitting  in 
it,  and  two  feathers  standing  erect  on  the  nobs  ; and  to  sliew  the  strength  of  his 
wrist,  therc  are  two  weights  of  lOülbs.  each  fastened  to  the  legs  of  the  chair !” 
&e.  &e. 

'J  44  AugU8t  23,  17‘1Í>,  a gallery  in  Phillips's  booth  broke  down.  Four  persons 
were  killed  and  several  wounded. 

3 Clarke , who  lived  in  the  reigns  of  King  James  II.  and  King  WiUiam,  was  a 
terrible  torment  to  his  tailors;  for  when  one  carne  to  measure  him,  he  contri  ved  to 
have  an  enormous  hurnp  on  his  left  shoulder,  and  when.  the  coat  was  tried  on,  it 
liad  shifted  to  his  right  ! The  tailor  apologized  for  liis  blunder,  took  borne  the 
garment,  alterad  it,  returned,  and  ágain  attempted  to  niakc  it  tit,  when,  to  his  as- 
ton  ¡alunen  t and  dismay,  he  found  his  queer  customer  as  straight  as  an  arrow  ! A 
legión  of  tailors  carne  to  Adonizo  him,  but  he  puzzled  them  all. 

' A well-known  charlatán,  who  advertised  his  nostrums,  attended  by  a monkey. 

' This  grave-looking,  spectacled  personage,  in  a raro  print  by  Sutton  Nicholls, 
staiuls  at  his  book-stall  in  Moorñelds,  puthng  the  contents  of  his  sale  catalogue, 
among  which  are  “ The  ttislory  of  The  ves  44  Enylish  lloguc  ;’y  44  Arislotle's  Mas - 
ler  ¡ñeca  ” and  44  Poema  by  liochcstcr.” 

14  Come,  sirs,  and  view  this  famous  library, 

’Tír  pity  learning  sliou'd  discouraged  be. 
llere’s  bookes  (tliut  is,  if  they  were  but  well  sold) 

1 will  maintain  ?t  are  worth  their  weight  in  gold. 

Then  bid  apace,  and  break  me  out  of  hand ; 

Ne’er  cry  yon  don't  the  subject  undersiand  : 

For  this,  I '11  suv,  liowe'er  the  case  mav  hit, 

Whoevor  buys  of  me, — I teack  *em  wit.” 

6 Sittingon  the  railings  in  Moorficlds.  Ileneath  aro  some  linos,  giving  an  ac- 
count  how  44  Hcdlam  beenme  his  sad  portion  and  lot  for  the  love  of  Dcar  BctiyP 
Corning  to  his  senses,  he  turned  poet : — 

44  Now  innocent  poetry  ’s  all  my  delight ; 

And  1 hopo  that  yon  '11  all  be  so  kind  as  to  buv  ’t : 

That  poor  Will  Ellis,  when  laid  in  his  toinb, 

May  be  stuck  in  your  closet,  or  hung  in  your  room." 
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/ he  Black”  give  us  a chance  of  meeting  onr  love  at  íirst  sight.1 
The  Midas-eared  Musirían  serapes  011  his  violincello  a teeth-setting- 
an-edge  voluntary.  John  Coan ,2 3  the  Norfolk  Pigmy,  motions  us  to 
his  booth ; and  líale  the  Piper 3 dancing  his  “ hornpipe bagpipes  us 
a welcome  to  the  fair ! 

“ What,"  exclaimed  the  Laureat,  “has  bccome  of  tliis  century  of 
mountebanks?  Ha!  not  one  moving — still  as  the  grave!  ” 

Mr.  Bosky  was  not  often  patlietic ; but,  being  suddenly  surprised 
into  sentimentality,  it  is  impossible  to  say  what  rnelancholy  refiec- 
tions  might  have  resulted  from  the  Mérrie  Mysteries,  had  not  the 
landlord  interrupted  him  by  ushering  into  the  room  Unele  Timothy. 

“ Welcome,  illustrious  brother ! ” sliouted  Deputy  Üoublechin. 

, €t  Better  late  than  never  ! " 

Unele  Timothy  greeted  the  Presidcnt,  nodded  to  all  round,  and 
shook  hands  with  some  oíd  stagers  nearest  the  chair. 

“ Gentlemen,"  continuad  the  enthusiastic  deputy,  brimming  Unele 
Tim’s  glass,  “our  noble  Vice  drinks  to  all  your  good  healths. 
Bravo  ! this  looks  like  the  merry  oíd  times  ! We  have  not  a raoment 
to  lose.  To-morrow  prostrates  this  ancient  roof-tree ! Shall  it  be 
sawed  asunder  unsung?  No,  Unele  Timothy,  — no!  rather  let  it 
tumble  to  a dying  fall ! " 

Tiie  satirical-nosed  gentleman  would  as  soon  have  been  suspected 
of  picking  a pocket  as  eschewing  a pun. 

“ Your  eloquence,  Mr.  Deputy,  is  irresistible, — i(  Man  anticipates 
Time  in  the  busy  march  of  destruction.  His  own  mortal  frame, 
broken  by  intemperanee,  becomes  a premature  ruin ; he  fells  the 
stately  oak  in  the  towering  majesty  of  its  verdure  and  beauty;  he 
razes  the  glorious  temple  kallorved  by  Time!  and  the  ploughshare 
passes  over  the  sacred  spot  it  once  dignified  and  adorned  ! Man  is 
ever  quarrelling  with  Time . Time  flies  too  swiftly ; or  creeps  too 
slowly.  His  distempered  visión  conjures  up  a dwarf  or  a giant; 
henee  Time  is  too  sliort,  or  Time  is  too  long  ! Now  Time  hangs 
heavy  on  his  hands ; yet  for  most  things  he  cannot  find  Time ! 
Though  /hwc-serving,  he  makes  a lackey  of  Time ; asking  Time  to 
pay  his  debts ; Time  to  eat  his  dinner ; Time  for  all  things  ! He 
abuses  Time , that  never  gave  him  ahard  word  ; and,  in  a fit  oíennui, 
t o ge¿  rid  of  himself,  he  kills  Time;  which  is  never  recovered,  but 
lost  in  Eternily  ! ” And  Unele  Timothy,  keeping  time  and  the  tune, 
sang  his  retrospective  song  of 


1 <e  Sept.  8,  1757.  Daily  Advurtiser.  Tf  tlie  lady  wlio  stood  near  a yoitny  yen- 
tlemun  to  see  the  Dwarf  Man  and  the  Black  in  Bartholomew  Fair,  on  Wednesday 
evening,  is  single,  and  will  infonn  the  gentlenian  (who  ineans  the  strictest  honour ) 
where  he  inay  once  more  have  the  happiness  of  meeting  her,  she  will  be  waited  011 
by  a person  of  fortune.  The  lady  wore  11  black  satín  hat,  puffed  inside  and  out  ; a 
black  cardinal,  and  a genteel  sprigged  gown.” 

7 This  celchrated  dwarf  exliibited  at  Bartholomew  Fair,  Aug.  17,  17&2. 

3 Under  an  engraving  of  Hale  the  Piper,  by  Sutton  Nicholls,  are  the  music  to  his 
hornpipe,  and  the  following  lines. 

u Before  three  monarchs  1 my  skill  did  prove, 

Of  many  lords  and  knights  I had  the  love  ; 

There  's  no  musician  e’er  did  know  the  peer 
Of  Hale  the  Piper  i 11  fair  Darhy  Shirc. 

The  consequence  in  part  you  here  may  know, 

Pray  look  upon  his  hornpipe  here  below.** 

Jlail  ! modest  piper,  and  farewell  ! 
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OLD  TIME. 

From  boyhood  to  manhood,  in  fair  and  rough  weather. 

Oíd  Time J you  and  I we  have  iogg’d  on  together  ; 

Your  toucli  has  been  gentle,  enaearing,  and  bland ; 

A foud  fathér  leading  his  son  by  the  hand  ! 

Iu  the  morníng  of  life,  ah  ! how  tottering  my  tread — 

(True  Symbol  of  age  ere  its  joumey  is  sped  !) 

But  Time  gave  me  courage,  and  fearless  I ran — 

I held  up  my  head,  and  I march'd  like  a man  ! 

Ohl  Time  bronght  me  friendship,  and  swift  flew  the  hours  ; 
Life  seem’d  an  Elysium  of  sunshine  and  flowers  ! 

The  flowers,  but  in  memory,  bear  odour  and  bloom  ; 

And  the  sun  set  on  friendship,  laid  low  in  the  tomb ! 

Yet,  Time , shall  I blarae  thee,  tho'  youth’s  happy  glow 
Is  fled  from  my  cheek,  that  my  locks  are  grey? — No  ! 
What  more  can  I wish  (not  abusing  my  prime) 

To  pilot  me  hoine,  than  a frieud  like  Oíd  Time  ? 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

“ Quíte  at  homc  ” is  a comfortable  phrase  ! A man  may  be  in  his 
own  house,  and  “ not  at  lióme.;”  or  a hundred  miles  away  from  it, 
and  yet  fí  quite  at  borne”  “ Quite  at  borne  ” denotes  absence  of  re- 
straint  (save  that  which  good-breeding  imposes),  ostentatious  dis- 
play,  afíected  stylc,  and  tile  petty  onnoy anees  of  your  small  gentry, 
who  clumsily  ape  their  betters.  Good  entertainment,  congenial 
company,  pleasant  discourse,  the  whole  seasoned  with  becoming 
mirth,  and  tempered  with  elegance  and  refin  ement,  make  a man 
“ quite  at  lióme  ” iC  Not  at  borne  ” is  when  Mister  mimics  Captain 
Grand,  and  Madain  is  in  her  tantrums ; when  our  rcecption  is  freez- 
ing,  and  the  guests  are  as  sour  as  the  wine  ; when  no  part  or  inte- 
rest  is  taken  in  our  pursuits  and  amusements ; when  frowns  and  dis- 
couragements  darken  our  threshold ; when  the  respect  that  is  paid 
us  by  others  is  coldly  received,  or  wilfully  perverted  by  those  wliose 
duty  it  is  to  welcome  to  our  heartli  the  grateful  tribute ; and  when 
we  are  compelled  to  fly  from  home  in  order  to  be  at  home.  “ Quite 
at  heme”  is  quite  the  contrary ! Then  are  affection,  cheerfulness, 
mutual  confidcnce,  and  sympathy,  our  household  gods : every  wish 
is  anticipated,  every  sorrow  soothed,  and  every  pleasure  shared ! 

Mr.  Bosky,  in  his  snug  dining-parlour,  entertaining  a small  party, 
was  quite  at  borne  1 ” Tliere  were  presen t,  Mr.  Mcrripall,  Deputv 
Doublechin,  Mr.  Crambo  the  Werter-faced  young  gentleman,  who 
looked  (as  the  comical  cofíin-maker  hinted)  “ in  prime  twig  to  take 
a journey  down  a pump ! ” Mr.  Titlepage  of  Type  Crescent ; Mr. 
Bumgarten  (who  had  left  his  te  Hollyhock”  to  tc  waste  her  sweetness" 
on  Pa,  Ma , and  Master  Guij  Muff  /) ; and  Bórax  Bumps,  Esq.  the 
craniologist.  'Tis  an  easy  thing  to  collect  diners-out.  Iligh-feed- 
ing ; the  pleasure  of  criticising  the  taste  of  our  liost ; quizzing  his 
cuisine,  and  reckoning  to  a shade  the  expence  of  taking  “ the  shine  " 
out  of  him  wlien  we  have  our  revenge  ! never  fail  to  attract  a nume- 
rous  gathering.  íc  Seeing  company,"  in  the  fasliionable  sense  of  the 
word,  is  a series  of  attempts  to  eclipse  those  who  are  civil  or  silly 
enough  to  entertain  us.  Extremes  belong  to  man  only.  There  are 
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some  niggards  who  sliut  out  all  society ; fasting  tliemselves,  and 
making  their  doors  fast ! 

Plentiful  checr,  good  humour,  and  a licarty  welcome  enlivened 
Mr.  Bosky's  table,  the  shape  of  wliich  was  after  the  ancient  fashion 
of  King  Arthur's,  and  the  beef  (this  Mr.  Bosky  called  having  a 
round  witli  bis  friends  !)  was  after  the  fashion  of  the  table.  The 
party  would  have  been  a round  dozen,  but  for  the  temporary  ab- 
sencc  of  Messrs.  Hatband  and  Stiflegig,  who  stood  sentinel  at  a 
couple  of  door-posts  round  the  córner,  and  were  not  expected  to  be 
off  guard  until  a few  glasses  liad  gone  round.  The  conversation  was 
various  and  aniraated.  Deputy  Doublechin,  who  liad  a great  genius 
for  victuals,  declaimed  with  civic  eloquence  upon  the  ow-and-o^F-the- 
river  champagne,  white  bait,  venison  and  turtle  treats,  for  which 
Gog  and  Magog,  and  the  City  Chambcr  fC  stood  Sam  the  comical 
coffin-maker  rambled  on  a pleasant  excursión  to  the  cemeteries ; Mr. 
Titlepagc  discoursed  fluently  upon  waste  demy  ; Mr.  Bumps  ex- 
amined  the  craniums  of  the  company,  commencing  with  the  “ de - 
str  active,”  “ adhesiva,'*  “ acquisitive”  “ imaginativo/*  and  “ philopro- 
genitive  ” developements  of  Deputy  Doublechin ; Mr.  Bumgarten, 
who  was  <c  quite  at  home  / ” proved  himself  a master  of  every  subject, 
and  was  most  facetious  and  entertaining ; and  the  Bard  of  Bleeding 
Hart  Yard,  after  reciting  a couplet  of  his  epitaph  upon  an  lieroic 
young  gentleman  who  was  liung  in  chains, 

u My  uncle’s  son  lies  liere  below. 

And  rests  at  peace — when  the  wind  don't  blow ! ” 

sang,  modéralo  con  anima,  his 

LEGEND  OF  KING’S-CROSS. 

Those  blythe  Bow  bells ! those  blythe  Bow  bells  ! a merry  peal  tbey  ring, 
And  see  a band  of  beaux  and  bellos  as  jocund  as  the  spring  ; 

But  who  is  she  with  gipsy  hat  and  smart  pink  satín  shoes? 

The  lily  fair  of  Jockct/s  Fields , the  darling  of  the  mtws. 

But  where  is  jimmy  Ostler  John,  whom  folks  cali  “atable  Jack 
Alas!  he  cannot  dance  the  hey,  his  heart  is  on  the  rack. 

The  Corporal  ’s  cut  him  to  the  core,  who  mames  Betsy  Browti ; 

The  winter  of  his  discontent  he  spends  at  Somers*  Town. 

A pot  of  porter  off  he  toss'd,  then  gave  his  head  a toss, 

And  look'd  cross-buttocks  when  he  met  his  rival  at  King’s-Cross ; 

The  CorpYal  held  right  gallantly  to  widows,  maids,  and  wives, 

A bunch  of  roses  iu  his  fist,  and  Jack  his  bunch  of  fives. 

Cry'd  Betsy  Brown,  “ All  Troy  I *11  to  a tizzy  bet,  'tis  he ! 

1 uever  thought  to  see  you  more,  methought  you  went  to  sea : 

That  you,  the  crew,  and  all  your  togs,  (a  mouthful  for  a shark  !) 

Good  for  nothiug,  graceless  dogs ! liad  perish’d  in  a bark.” 

u I ’m  him  as  was  your  lover  true,  O perjur’d  Betsy  Brown  ! 

Your  spark  from  Dublin  up,  I ’ll  soon  be  doubling  up  in  town  ! 

If,  Pat,  you  would  divine  the  cause,  behold  this  nympli  divine ; 

You  've  won  the  hand  of  Betsy  Brown,  uow  try  a taste  of  mine  ! ” 

Tlie  Corp’ral  laid  a bet  he'd  beat,  but  Betsy  held  her  rib — 

“ Be  aisy,  daisy  ! — Lying  lout!  we  *11  see  which  best  can  fib  ! 

A trick  worth  two  I ’ll  shew  you,  by  St.  Patrick,  merry  saint ! ” 

Poor  Betsy  fainted  in  his  arms — the  Corp'rul  made  a feiut. 
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Jack  ey’d  the  pump,  aud  thitlier  liied,  aud  filfd  a bucket  quick, 

And  cnnck’d  it  o’er  his  chuck,  for  fcar  she  should  the  bucket  kick; 

Tlien  gave  a tender  look,  and  join’d  a teuder  in  the  river — 

VVhat  afterwards  became  of  him  \ve  never  could  diskiver. 

te  The  City  of  London  and  the  trade  thereofV'  and  other  standing 
toasts,  having  been  drunk  with  the  accustomed  honours,  Unele 
Timothy  addressed  Mr.  Bosky, 

“ Thy  Epilogue , Benjamín.  Drop  we  the  curtain  on  this  mounte- 
bank  drama,  and  cry  quittance  to  conjurors.” 

Mr.  Bosky.  Jiut  what  is  an  Epilogue  without  a dress  coat,  a cha- 
peau  6 ras,  blaek  velvets  and  paste  buekles  ? Nous  verrons  i ” 

And  the  Laureat  rose,  put  on  a stage  face,  stood  tea-pot  fasliion, 
and  poured  out  his  soul. 

Mn.  Bosky.  Knights  of  the  Tulla  Round  l in  verse  sublime, 

I fain  would  tell  how  once  upon  a time, 

When  George  the  Second , royally  interr’d, 

Itesign’d  his  sceptre  to  King  George  the  Third. 

Uncle  Tim.  Bosky,  dismounting  Begasus,  suppose 

You  sit,  and  speak  your  epilogue  in  prose, 

Not  in  falsetto  fíat,  and  thro’  the  nose, 

Like  those 

Who  warble  “ knives  to  grind,”  and  cry  “ oíd  elothes  !” 

Mr.  Bosky  (resuming  his  seat  and  natural  voiee.)  The  monarch, 
glorying  in  the  ñame  of  Briton,  assumed.the  imperial  diadem  amidst 
the  acclamations  of  his  loyal  subjeets  ; the  mime,  though  not  Briton 
born,  but  naturalizad,  liad  done  nothing  to  ulicnate  his  right  comieal 
peers,  or  diminish  his  authority  in  the  ÍTigh  Court  and  Kingdom  of 
Queerummania.  But  Punch  liad  fallen  on  evil  times  and  tongues. 
A few  stieks  of  the  rotten  edifice  of  utiütarianism  had  been  thrown 
together ; men  began  to  prefer  the  dry,  prickly  husks  of  disagree- 
able  truths,  to  the  whipt-syllabubs  of  plcasant  fiction  ; all  reerea- 
tions  were  resolving  themselves  in  “ Iris  liman*  s Holiday  ;**  ( change  of 
work  /)  the  vivacity  of  small  beer,  and  the  strength  of  wqrkhouse 
gruel  ! an  unjolly  spirit  liad  again  come  o ver  the  nation  ; and  peo- 
pie  thought  that  by  making  this  world  a hell  upon  earth,  they  were 
nearer  on  their  road  to  lieaven  ! The  contemporaries  of  Punch,  too, 
liad  declined  in  respeetability.  A race  of  inferior  conjurors  suc- 
ceeded  to  the  cups  and  balls  of  Mr.  Fawkes  ; the  equilibrists  and 
vaulters  ‘ daneed  more  like  a pea  on  a tobaceo-pipe,  than  artists  on 
on  the  wire;  and  a troop  of  barn-door  fowls  profaned  the  elassie 
boards  on  which  Doggct,  Pinkclhmaii,  and  Spiller,  once  crowed  so 
triumphantly.  Dame  Nalurc,  wliose  freaks  in  forincr  times  had  con- 


1 a Mr.  Maddox  balances  on  his  chin  seven  pipes  in  one  nnotlier ; a chair,  topsy- 
turvy,  and  a coach-wheel.  Also  a sword  on  the  edge  of  a wine-glass ; severa! 
glasses  brim  full  of  liquor ; two  pipes,  cross-ways,  on  a lioop  ; a )mt  on  his  nose  ; 
and  stands  on  his  head  while  the  wire  is  in  full  swing,  without  toucliing  it  with  his 
barnls.”  These  performances  lie  exhibited  at  Sadler’s  Wells,  the  Haymarket 
Theatre,  &c.  from  1753  to  1770. 

“ At  the  New  Theatre  Koyal  in  the  Haymarket  this  ilay,  the  2 lili  October, 
1747,  will  he  performed  by  a native  Turk,  Miihommed  Caratha,  the  rnost  surprisiug 
equilibres  011  the  slack-rope,  without  a balance. 

“ Perhaps  where  Lear  has  rav’d,  and  ITamlet  died, 

O11  flying  ears  new  sorcerers  inay  ride  ; 

Perhaps  (for  who  can  gness  th'  effeets  of  chance  ?) 

Hero  JIunt  inay  box,  or  íahomet  inav  dance." 
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tributed  much  to  the  amusement  of  the  fair,  turned  spiteful — for 
children  were  born  perversely  well-proportioned ; so  that  a dwarf, 
(íf  H omu iic uli  quanti  sunt  cuín  recogito  f '*)  became  a great  rarity  iu 
the  monster  market ; giants,  like  grounel  in  the  city,  fetched  three 
guineas  a foot ; humps  rose,  and  the  woods  and  forests  were  hunted 
for  wild  raen.  The  same  contradictory  spirit  ruled  the  animal  crea- 
tion.  Cows  had  heretofore  been  born  with  a plurality  of  heads  ; and 
calves  without  tails  were  frequently  retailed  in  the  market.  The 
pig,  whose  aptitude  for  polite  learning  had  long  been  proverbial, 
sulked  over  his  ABC,  and  determined  to  be  a dunce ; the  dog  1 
refused  to  be  taught  to  dance ; and  the  monkey,2  at  all  times  a truinp 
card,  forswore  spades  and  diamonds.  Thcre  was  a mor  tal  i ty  among 
the  oíd  dwarfs  and  Merry  Andrews  ;3 4  and  the  glory  of  Bartlemy 
Fair,  Roast  Pig,  had  departed  ! That  crackling  dainty,  whicli  would 
make  a man  mangar  son  proprc  páre  / gave  place  to  horrible  fried 
sausages,  from  whieli  even  the  mongrels  and  tabbies  of  Smithfield 
Kounds  instinctively  turned  aside  with  anti-cannibal  misgivings ! 
Unsavoury  links!  fizzing,  fuming,  bubbling,  and  squeaking  in  tlieir 
own  abominable  black  broth  ! “ An  ounce  of  civet,  good  apothe- 

cary,  to  sweeten  mine  imagination!  ” Your  Bartlemy  Fair  kitchen 
is  not  the  spice  islands. 

In  1014  one  of  Dame  Ursula* s particular  orders  to  Mooncalf  was 
to  froth  the  cans  well.  In  1(555, 

“ For  a penny  you  muy  see  a fine  puppet  play. 

And  for  two-pence  a rare  piecc  of  art; 

And  a penny  a can,  I daré  swear  a man 
May  put  six  (!)  of  ’em  into  a quart” 

Only  six  ! Mark  to  wliat  imraeasurable  enorraity  these  subdivisión» 
of  cans  had  risen  fifty  years  after.  Well  might  lioger  in  Amaze * ex- 
claim, 

<e  They  brought  me  cans  which  cost  a penny  a piece,  adsheart, 

I’m  zure  twelve  (!!)  ne’er  could  fill  our  country  guarí.” 

“ Remember  twelve ! " Yet  these  were  days  of  comparativo  lionesty 
— 1 u a ragged  virtue/*  which,  as  better  clothes  carne  in  fashion,  was 


1 In  the  year  1753,  “ INIrs.  Midnight’s  company  ” played  atthe  JLíittle  Theatre  in 
the  Ilaymarket.  A monkey  acted  the  part  of  a waiter  ; and  three  dogs,  as  Hurle - 
quin,  Ficrrot , and  Columbino , rivalled  their  two-legged  competitors;  a town  wasbe- 
sieged  by  dogs,  and  defended  by  monkeys,  the  latter  tumbling  their  assailants  ovTer 
the  battlements.  The  doga  and  monkeys  performed  a grand  ballet ; and  a couple  of 
dogs,  booted  and  spurred,  mounted  a braco  of  monkeys,  and  gallopped  off  in  New- 
market  style.  We  are  not  quite  eertain  whether  Mrs.  JMidnight  and  her  come- 
diaos travelled  so  far  east  as  Smithfield  Kounds. 

2 Spinacuta’s  monkey  amused  the  Freuch  Ring  and  Court  by  dancing  and  tum- 
bling nn  the  slack  and  tight  rope  ; balancing  a chandelier,  a hnop,  and  a toba  eco- 
pipe,  on  the  tip  of  his  nose  and  chin,  and  making  a melodramatic  exit  in  a shower 
of  fireworks.  He  afterwards  exhibí ted  at  Sadler’s  Wells  and  Bartholomew  Fair. 

3 <í  August  31,  1768.  Bied  Jonathan  Gray,  aged  nearly  one  hundred  years , the 
famous  Merry  Andrcw , who  formerly  exhibited  at  the  fairs  about  London,  and 
gained  great  applause  by  his  aeting  at  Covenl  Garden  Theatre , in  the  entertainment 
called  Bartholomew  Fair.” 

“October  3,  1777*  Yesterday,  died  in  St.  TWtholomew’s  Hospital,  Tilomas  Cár- 
ter, the  dwarf  , who  was  exliibited  at  last  Bartholomew  Fair . lie  was  about  25  years 
of  age,  measuring  only  three  feet  four  inchcs  higli.  It  is  supposed  that  over 
drinkiny  at  the  fair  caused  his  death/’ 

4 “ Roger  in  Amaze  ; or  the  Countryman’s  Rnmble  through  Bartholomew  Fair. 
To  the  tune  of  the  Dutch  IPomati's  Jiyy.  1701.” 
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cast  oflf  by  the  drawers,  and  an  indescribable  liquid  now  succeeded, 
not  in  a great  measure,  but  “ sraall  by  degrees  and  beautiñilly  less,” 
to  the  transcendant  tipple  of  Mickacl  Bools.  From  the  wry  faces 
and  twinges  of  modern  drinkers  (it  seems  impossible  to  stand  up- 
right  in  the  presence  of  a Bartlemy  fair  brewing !)  we  guess  the  tap 
lias  not  materially  improved.  The  advance  of  pnces  on  the  “Jinc 
puppet  play  ** 1 and  the  two-penny  ts  rare  piece  of  artf  were  not 
resisted  ; the  O.P.’s  were  made  to  mind  thcir  P's  and  Q’s  by  the 
terrors  of  Pied  Poudre. 

For  many  dismal  seasons  tlie  fair  dragged  on  from  hand  to 
mouth,  hardly  allowing  its  exhibitors  (in  the  way  of  refection)  to 
put  the  one  to  the  otlier.  And  though  my  Lord  Mayor1  2 3 and  the 
keeper  of  Newgate  might  takc  it  cool,  (in  a tankard!)  it  was 
no  laughing  matter  to  the  hungry  mountebank,  who  could  grin  no- 
body  into  his  booth ; to  the  thirsty  inusician  (wlio  had  swallowed 
many  a butt  1)  grinding  on  his  barrel ; and  the  starved  ballad- 
monger  (cora  has  cars,  but  not  for  music  !)  singing  for  his  bread. 
We  hasten  to  more  prosperous  times.  €i  Another  glass,  and  then." 
Yet,  ere  the  sand  of  the  present  shall  llave  run  out,  good  night  to 
St.  Bartliolomew ! We  cannot  say  witb  Mr.  Mawworm,  í(Wc  likes 
to  be  despised  ! " ñor  are  we  emulous  of  “ crackers,”  unless  they  ap- 
pertain  unto  wine  and  walnuts.  But,  sooner  than  our  grotesque 
friends  shall  want  a chroniclcr,  we  will  apostrophise  the  learned 
pig,  the  pig-faced  lady,  and  the  most  delicate  monster  that  smokes 
his  link  for  a cigar,  picks  his  teeth  witli  a hay-fork,  and  takes  his 
snuff  with  a fire-shovel.  Not  that  we  love  Sir  Andrerv  less,  but  that 
we  love  St.  Bartlemy  more. 

Iligman  Palatino  3 in  1763,  delighted  the  court  at  Riclimond 
Palnce,  and  the  commonalty  at  the  “ Round  s,”  with  his  “surprising 
deceptions;”  and,  gibing  his  lieel,  followed  the  toe  of  Mr.  Breslan  4 


1 <c  Let  me  never  live  to  look  so  high  as  the  two-penny  room  ngain,”  says  Ben 
Jonson,  in  his  prologue  to  Every  Man  out  of  his  Humour,  acted  at  the  CJlobe,  in 
15ÍJÍ).  The  price  of  the  44  best  rooms,”  or  bojees,  was  ono  shilling ; of  the  lower 
places  two-pence,  and  of  some  places  only  a penny.  The  two-penny  room  was  the 
gallcry . Tlius  Decker,  44  Pay  your  two-pence  to  a player,  and  you  inay  sit  in  the 
gallery .”  Bellman's  Night  Walk.  And  iMiddleton,  44  One  of  them  is  a nip,  I took 
him  once  into  the  two-pcnny  gallcry  at  the  Fortune.**  In  Every  Man  out  of  his 
Ilumour  there  is  also  mention  of  “the  lords ’ room  over  the  stage .”  The  u lortls' 
room  99  answercd  to  the  present  stage-bozes.  The  price  of  them  was  originally  onc 
shilling.  Thus  Decker,  in  his  Gull’s  Ilornbook,  1GÜ9,  44  At  a new  play  you  take  up 
the  twclve-pcnny  room  next  the  stage,  becuuse  the  lords  and  you  may  seem  tobe  hall 
fellow,  well  met.’* 

On  the  morning  the  fair  is  proclnimed,  according  to  ancicnt  custom,  his  Mag- 
nificence  the  Mayor  drinks 44  a cool  tankard (not  of  agua  pura ,)  with  that  retentive 
knight,  the  keeper  of  Newgate.  . 

3 44  Mr.  Palatino  exhibits  with  pigeons,  wigs,  oranges,  cards,  liandkerchiefs,  and 
pocket-piecee ; and  swallows  knives,  forks,  punch-ludles,  and  candle-snufTers.** 

1 In  1775,  Breslaw  performed  at  Cockspur  Street,  Haymarket,  and  in  after  years 
at  Hughes’»  Riding  School  and  Bartholomew  Fair.  Being  at  Canterbury  with  his 
troop,  he  met  with  such  bad  success  that  they  were  almost  starved.  He  repaired  to 
the  churchwardens,  and  proraised  to  give  the  profits  of  a night’s  conjuration  to  the 
y>oor,  if  the  parish  would  pay  for  hiring  a room,  &c.  The  charitable  bait  took,  the 
benefit  proved  a buinper,  and  next  morning  the  churchwardens  waited  upon  the 
wizard  to  touch  the  receipts.  44  I liave  already  disposed  of  dem,"said  Breslaw, — 
“ de  profits  were  for  de  poor.  I have  kept  my  promise,  and  given  de  money  to  my 
oten  people , who  are  de  poorest  in  dis  parish  ! ” — 44  Sir  ! 99  exelaimed  the  church- 
wardens, 44  this  is  a trick  ! ** — 44 1 know  it,”  replied  IIocus  Pocus, — 44 1 live  by  my 
tricks  ! ’* 
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In  after  years  there  fell  on  Mr.  Lañe  1 (’tis  a long  lañe  that  has  nevar 
a turning !)  a remnant  of  Fawhcs’s  mande.  But  was  not  our  con- 
juren* (“  y ou  must  borrow  me  the  moudi  of  Gargant.ua  ! ”)  and  his 
“ Enchantcd  Sciatoricon /'  a litde  too  much  in  ad vanee  of  the  age  ? 
The  march  of  intellect1  2 3 * * * * liad  not  set  in  with  a very  strong  current. 
The  three  R's  ( reading,  ’riting , and  ’rilkmetic  /)  comprehended  the 
elassieal  attainments  of  a City  Solon  and  a Tooley  Street  Sócrates. 
But  we  have  since  advanced  to  the  learning  of  Mr.  Lañe  ; like  the 
lady,  who  complained  to  the  limner  that  her  portrait  looked  too 
ancient  for  her,  and  reeeived  from  Mr.  Brush  this  pertinent  reply, 
“Madam,  you  will  grow  more  and  more  like  it  every  day  ! " ln- 
glebxjy  “ emperor  of  conjurors,”  (who  lethis  magic  cat  outof  the  bag 
in  a printed  book  of  legerdemain,)  and  Gyngell  only  played,  with 
new  vari  alian  s , the  same  oíd  sleight-of-hand  tricks  over  again.  Tlie 
wizard's  art  is  down  among  the  dead  men. 

As  “ dead  men  ” died  on  the  Laureat's  lips,  the  joyous  presence 
\vas  announced  of  Mr.  Hercules  Hatband  and  Mr.  Stanislaus  Stifle- 
gig.  Unele  Timotby  proposed  a glass  round  ; and  to  make  up  for 
lost  time  (in  a libation  to  mountebanks),  tumblers  for  the  imites. 

“ Our  nephew  ‘ is  fat  and  scant  of  breath  ;*  we  will  give  him  a 
few  minutes  to  recruit.  Marmaduke  Mcrripall,  I cali  upon  you  for 
a song.” 

“ An  excellent  cali ! Unele  Timothy,”  shouted  Deputy  Doublecliin. 

Up  jumped  Bórax  Bumps,  Esq.  and  running  his  shoulder  of  mut- 
ton  palms  witli  scientific  velocity  over  the  curly-wigged  cranium  of 
the  comieal  coflhi-maker,  he  emphatically  pronouneed  the  s<  organ  of 
tune  ” to  exhibit  a musical  Pelion  among  its  intellectual  nodosities. 

“ I should  take  your  father,  sir,  to  have  been  a parish  clerk,  from 
this  mountainous  developement  of  Sternhold  and  Hopkins.” 

“ My  song  shall  be  a toast,”  said  the  comical  coffin-maker : 


1 “Granel  Exliibition  by  Mr.  Lañe,  first  performer  to  the  King,  opposite  the 
Hospital  Gate.  His  Enchanted  Sciatoricon  will  diseover  to  the  company  the  exact 
time  of  the  day  hy  any  watch,  though  the  watch  may  bo  in  the  pocket  of  a person 
Uve  miles  ofF.  The  Operation  Palingenesia  : any  spectutor  sending  for  a con  pie  of 
eggs,  may  take  the  choice  of  them,  and  the  egg,  being  broke,  produces  a living  bird 
of  the  species  desired,  which  in  half  a minute  receives  its  full  plumage,  and  flies 
away.  The  other  egg  will,  at  the  request  of  the  company,  leap  from  one  hat  to  an- 
other,  to  the  number  of  twenty.  Then  follow  ‘His  Unparallclcd  Sgmpat/ietic 
figures '*•  Al  a pical  Tea  Caddie,9  and  ‘ above  one  hundred  other  astonisbing  tricks 
for  the  same  money.>  99 

- This  is  the  age  of  progression.  Every  thing  (intellect  and  steam)  is  on  the 
wing.  Butchers’  boys,  putting  cigurs,  and  lapping  well-diluted  cal  d ron  s of 
£‘  Hunt’s  Roasted,”  illuminate  with  penny  loro  the  hitherto  unclassio  sliarables 
of  Whitechapel  and  Leadenliall.  The  mechanie,  far  advanced  in  intelligence  and 
gin,  roars  “ animal  parliaments,  universal  suJFering,  and  vote  by  liullet.”  And  the 
Sunday  School  Solomon,on  being  nsked  by  meo  magister , “ Who  was  Jcsse  ? ” lisps 

t£  the  Flower  of  Dumblain  ! 99 — “ When  was  Home  built,  my  little  intelligence  ?” 

££  In  the  niglit , sir.” — u Eh  ! How  ? ” — “ Because  I 've  ¡íeerd  grandmother  say, 
Home  warn’t  built  in  a day  l ” — cc  Avez  vous  du  mal , motisieur  9 99  was  the  question 
put  to  a young  Englishman,  after  a tum  over  in  the  French  diligence. — “ j\ron” 
replied  the  sir  lessons  linguist,íí  Je  n9ai  qu9un  portmantcau  ! 99 

3 “T/ieurgicomination  ! or  New  Magical  Wonders,  by  Sieur  Ingleby.  He  playa 

all  sorts  of  tricks  upon  cards  ; exhibits  his  Pixidees  Afelallurgy , or  tricks  upon 

medals;  and  Operation  in  Popgsomance , being  the  art  of  discovering  people’s 

tlioughts.  Any  gentleman  may  cnt  olF  a cock’s  head,  and  at  the  Sieur’s  hidding  it 

shall  leap  back  to  its  oíd  quarters,  chamicleer  giving  three  crows  for  its  reeovery  ! ” 
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“ TOASTED  CHEESE!” 

Taffy  ap-Tudor  he  couldn’t  be  worse — 

The  Leech  having  bled  him  in  person  and  purse, 

IJLis  cañe  at  his  nose,  and  his  fee  in  his  fob, 

Bow’d  off,  wiukiug  Crupc  to  look  out  for  a job. 

“ Hur  Taffy  will  uever  awake  from  his  nap  ! 

Ap-Tudor  i ap-Jones  ! oh  ! ” cried  nurse  Jenny-ap- 
Shenkin  ap-Jenkin  ap-Morgan  ap-Rice — 

Rut  Taffy  turn’d  round,  and  caifa  out  in  a trice., 

<e  Jenny  ap-Rice,  hur  could  eat  something  nice, 

A dainty  Welch  rabbit — go  toast  hur  a slice 
Of  cheese,  if  you  please,  which  better  agrees 
VVith  the  tooth  of  poor  Taffy  than  physic  and  fees.” 

A pound  Jenny  got,  and  brought  to  his  cot 
The  prime  double  Glo’ster,  ali  liot ! piping  hot ! 

Which  being  a buuny  without  any  bones, 

Was  custard  witli  mustard  to  Taffy  ap-Jones. 

“Buy  some  leeks,  Jenny,  and  brew  hur  some  caudle — 

No  more  black  doses  from  Doctor  McDawdle ! ” 

Jenny  stew’d  down  a bunch  into  porridge,  (Welch  punch  !) 

And  Taffy,  Cot  pless  him  ! he  wash’d  do\vn  his  lunch. 

()n  the  back  of  his  hack  next  morn  Doctor  Mac 
Carne  to  see  Jenny  preparing  her  black ! 

Ap  answer'd  his  rap  in  a white  cotton  cap, 

VVith  another  Welch  rabbit  just  caught  in  his  trap ! 

“A  gobbling?  you  ghost!  ” the  Leech  bellow’d  loud, 

il  Does  your  mother  know,  Taffy,  you  Te  out  of  your  slirovid  V* — 

“ Hur  physic*d  a week — at  hur  very  last  squenk, 

Hur  try’d  toasted  cheese  and  decoction  of  leck.” 

u I *m  pocketting  fees  for  the  self-same  disease 

From  the  dustman  next  door — I ’ll  prescribe  toasted  cheese 

And  leek  punch  for  lunch  ! ” But  the  remedy  fails — 

What  kills  Pat  from  Kilmore , curen  Taffy  from  Walcn. 


ELEANOR  BINOLE  Y. 

BY  CHARLES  WHITEHRAD. 

Reven  ge  is  uever  wurthier  than  its  object . Do  we  need  ex  ampies 
to  prove  the  truth  oí*  this  ? They  stand  rubrick”  in  history,  in 
the  records  of  crime.  They  accumulate  daily.  It.  must  be  so.  Re- 
venge  is  a wrong  exchange.  Pride  may  disclaim,  passion  may 
deny  ; but  never  was  human  creature  whose  working  mind  wrought 
vengeance,  that,  ere  the  brain  ceased  its  functions  and  the  heart  liad 
lost  its  pulse,  did  not  feel  that  revenge  is  as  ignoble  as  its  cause. 

Air.  Benson  liad  late  in  life  married  a young  lady  of  great  beauty, 
to  whom  he  was  devotedly  attached,  and  who  liad  returned  his  af- 
fcction.  Tlicy  were  a singularly  happy  couple.  It  was  natural, 
therefore,  wlien  his  wife  was  taken  from  him,  that  he  sliould  llave 
centred  liis  liopes  and  wislics  in  his  daughter.  He  looked  upon  her, 
indeed,  as  a sacred  trust  committed  to  his  charge,  and  fell  into  the 
common  error  of  permitting  the  child  to  see,  rather  than  of  causing 
lier  to  feel,  the  extent  of  his  lovc.  The  almost  inevitable  conse- 
quence  was  apparent  in  Eleanor,  wlien  AIrs.  Marlowe  was  intro- 
duced  into  the  family  as  her  governess.  She  was  what  is  callcd  a 
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spoilt  child,  a phrase  which  has  tlie  merit  of  being  at  once  popular 
and  appropriate. 

Eleanor  Benson  was  a girl  of  great  natural  capacity ; of  a quick 
perception,  and  of  a keen  and  accurate  observation.  She  was  dili- 
gent  also,  and  made  so  rapid  a progrcss  in  hcr  studics  as  almost  to 
impress  a belief  upon  her  father  that  her  knoivledge  ivas  intuitive. 
Regular  application  and  facility  of  acquirement  wiU  together  ivork 
mar  veis,  and  to  those  wlio  are  not  daily  and  hourly  observant  of  the 
process,  the  result  may  ivell  appear  miraculous. 

But  her  ivill  liad  been  permitted  too  early  a growtli.  It  ivould 
bear  neither  curb,  ñor  restraint,  ñor  expostulation.  She  would  have 
her  oivn  ivay  in  every thing ; and  not  because  she  conceived  it  to  be 
right,  or  others  knew  it  to  be  wrong,  but  simply  that  it  ivas  her  oivn 
ivay.  It  may  be  easily  believed  that  as  she  grew  in  years  this  fro- 
ivard  disposition  ivas  not  subdued.  It  ivas  not  even  weakened. 

The  day  arrived  on  ivhich  it  ivas  avranged  the  duties  of  Mrs.  Mar- 
lowe  as  governess  ivere  to  cease.  Eleanor  had  completed  her  seven- 
teenth  year.  Mr.  Benson,  however,  insisted  that  Mrs.  Marlowe 
should  remain  ivith  him  till  his  daughter  ivas  married  ; and  as  that 
lady  liad  lived  ivith  the  family  some  years,  the  proposition  so  ur- 
gen tly  made  ivas  not  a little  gratifying  to  her.  A short  conversation 
ivhich  took  place  on  the  evening  of  that  day  betiveen  Miss  Benson 
and  her  governess,  may  serve  for  an  illustration  of  the  cliaracter  of 
the  former. 

“ I knoiv  you  think  me  a strange  girl,  dear  madam,"  said  Eleanor, 
“ but  I entertain  a sincere  and  strong  aflection  for  you.  Indecd,  I 
believe  I love  you  better  than  I could  have  loved  my  mother,  ivere 
she  now  living." 

“ You  are  mistaken,"  replied  Mrs.  Marlowe,  surprised  at  her  un- 
usual  earnestness. 

No,  I um  not.  I ivas  too  young  wlien  my  motil er  died  to  define 
precisely  ivhat  my  feelings  towards  her  then  ivere ; but  I associate 
ivith  the  idea  of  love  to  a mother  a some  thing  of  duty,  of  obedience, 
which,"  she  added  after  a pause,  laughing,  “ I was  never  obliged  to 
pay  to  you." 

“Then  you  consider,  Eleanor,"  inquired  Mrs.  Marlowe,  “that 
duty  and  obedience  are  unfeminine  qualities?  ” 

She  coloured  slightly.  “ Mrs.  Marlowe,  I cannot  obey." 

The  beauty  of  Miss  Benson,  or  her  father's  wealth,  or  both,  caus- 
ed  her,  very  soon  after  ivhat  is  technically  terrned  her  “coming  out," 
to  be  flattered  or  persecuted  by  the  assiduities  of  suitors.  Of  these 
it  is  necessary  to  mcntion  only  tivo — Lord  Linton  and  Mr.  Bingley. 
These  tivo  gentlemen  ivere  young,  handsome,  and  accomplished ; 
and,  perhaps,  regarded  by  an  indifferent  speetator  ivith  reference 
raerely  to  tlieir  extrinsic  personal  merits,  it  might  have  been  difficult 
to  assign  a superiority  to  one  over  the  other.  It  is  not  surprising, 
however,  that  Mr.  Benson  should  have  preferred  the  former.  A title 
and  an  ancient  family  are  no  contemptible  recommendations ; and 
when  they  are  accompanied,  as  they  ivere  in  the  instance  of  Lord 
Linton,  by  qualities  at  once  unobtrusive  and  captivating,  they  llave 
commonly  their  due  iveight  ivith  considérate  and  anxious  parents. 
Mr.  Benson,  accordingly,  took  it  for  granted  that  everything  as  to 
this  uiatter  would  proceed  in  accordance  ivith  his  own  ivislies;  and 
he  carne  the  sooner  to  the  conclusión,  as  his  ivishes  on  the  point  in 
question  ivere  exceedingly  strong.  But  he  was  to  be  disappointed. 
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It  is  true,  Afiss  Benson  had  never  shown  a decided  preference  for 
Air.  Bingley  ; o n the  contrary,  if  a judgment  of  her  sentiments  were 
at  any  time  to  have  been  formed  from  her  manners,  it  might  have 
beeii  inferred  that  Lord  Linton  was  the  more  favoured  suitor.  The 
elopement  of  Eleanor  with  Air.  Bingley  decided  the  question. 

It  has  been  said  that  love  cannot  exist  with  fear.  Whoever  said 
this,  or  may  continué  to  believe  it,  is  mistaken.  Air.  Benson  loved 
his  daughter  with  almost  childish  fondness ; but  it  is  no  less  certain 
that  he  feared  heralso.  It  must  be  owned  that  the  influence  she  had 
acquired  over  hira  was  maintained  by  no  vulgar  show  of  authority. 
It  was  not  tyranny.  It  was  the  influence  of  a strong  mind  o ver  a 
weak  one.  Her  power  was,  as  Shakspeare  says, 

“ As  is  the  osprey  to  the  fish,  who  takes  it 
By  sovereignty  of  nature.” 

In  a few  weeks  Air.  Benson  received  his  daughter  to  his  arms 
with  even  more  than  his  usual  kindness.  But  the  weakest  natures 
must  retain  some  object  upon  which  to  wreak  their  wounded  pride. 
No  persuasión  — had  any  been  used  on  the  part  even  of  Eleanor — 
could  have  prcvailed  upon  liim  to  treat  Air.  Bingley  with  an  appear- 
ance  of  cordiality  ; and  at  his  death,  which  took  place  about  a year 
afterwards,  it  was  discovered  that  he  had  settled  all  his  property  ab- 
sol utely  upon  his  daughter  and  the  children  she  might  have  ; and  in 
the  event  of  her  dying  without  issue,  it  was  to  be  divided  between 
distant  relativos  of  his  own. 

But  he  did  not  forget  the  governess  of  his  daughter.  The  muni- 
ficent  legacy  he  left  Alrs.  Marlowe  enabled  her  to  take  a house  of 
her  own,  to  which,  shortly  after  tlie  death  of  her  patrón,  she  retired, 
where  she  lived  in  great  privacy. 

Rumours,  however,  at  length  reached  her  that  Air.  Bingley  and 
his  lady  were  far  from  being  so  happy  a couple  as  might  have  been 
expected  ; and  hints  that  a separation  was  likely  to  take  place  were 
soon  after  communicated  to  her.  Tliis  information  greatly  distrcss- 
ed  the  worthy  w ornan.  She  felt  a sincere  aflection  for  her  former 
pupil,  who,  apart  from  the  headstrong  intolerance  of  her  nature, 
possessed  many  excellent  qualities ; and  she  could  not  help  being 
deeplv  grieved  when  she  reflected  that  most  probably  her  young 
frientl  had  been  the  solé  cause  of  her  own  misery.  She  remember- 
ed  what  Alrs.  Bingley  had  said  to  her  shortly  after  she  was  recon- 
ciled  to  her  father. 

“ 1 loved  Bingley,  I suspect,  bccause  my  father  preferred  Lord 
Linton.  Ought  I not  to  be  ashamed  to  confess  this?  Well  — I am. 
But  I was  not  worthy  of  Linton.  I am  good  enough  for  Bingley." 

With  many  trembling  misgivings,  Alrs.  Alarlowe  ventured  upon  a 
visit  to  her.  There  was  no  perceptible  difference  in  her  appearance 
or  manners.  At  first  her  visiter  imagined  a degree  of  reserve  and  of 
constraint,  but  it  was  soon  discarded.  They  talked  on  indifferent 
topies.  Alrs.  Bingley  did  not  choose,  and  the  other  dared  not  to 
refer  to  matters  of  a private  nature. 

“Tell  me  now,”  said  Alrs.  Bingley,  at  length,  when  Alrs.  Alarlowe 
was  rising  to  take  her  leave,  et  wliat  brought  you  here?  ” 

“ Aly  dear  Alrs.  Bingley,  what  a strange  question  ! ff  I carne  to 
see  you." 

“ I know  that,"  she  rejoined  ; “ you  carne  to  see  me — out  of  curi- 
osity.” 
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“ My  dcar  child,  do  not  talk  so/'  replied  J\Irs.  Marlowe,  te  I am  at 
all  times  concerned  for  your  welfareand  happiness,  and  I called ** 

“To  see  how  a slighted  woman  bears  the  scorn  and  insult  of  her 
husband,’*  returned  Mrs.  Bingley.  “ Well,  nothing  can  be  more  na- 
tural, or  more  like  euriosity.” 

“ Elcanor,  you  wrong  me,”  said  Mrs.  Marlowe ; “ I carne  with  no 
sucli  intention.  All  I can  say  is,  I hope *' 

“ Hope  notliing — fear  nothing,  madam,”  proudly  interposed  Mrs. 
Bingley.  You  remember  Eleanor  Bcnson,  I presume  ? *' 

“ I do.** 

f*  Thcn  you  know  Eleanor  Bingley.**  She  rang  tile  bell.  “ Do 
not  come  often,”  she  added,  pressing  the  hand  of  her  friend  as  shé 
was  leaving  the  room ; “ I will  write  to  you  when  I wish  to  see  you. 
I love  you,  Marlowe  ; but  you  recaí  oíd  times  to  me,  and  tliey  are 
not  pleasant — now.J* 

If  tliere  is  one  tyrant  (when  it  has  become  a tyrant)  more  to  be 
dreaded  than  another,  it  is  one*s  self.  If  there  is  one  passion  that 
makes  that  tyrant  most  intolerable,  it  is  Bride.  This  woman  — this 
Eleanor  Bingley  had  ever  been  a slave  to  her  self,  and  the  weakest  of 
slaves.  That  passion  mastered  all  the  rest,  controlled  them,  and 
bade  them  do  its  bidding.  At  lengtb,  it  raised  and  entered  into  a 
de  vil  worse  than  itself. 

It  was  not  long  after  her  marriage  that  she  discovered  that  Bing- 
ley had  never  loved  her  — that  lie  had  married  her  from  the  basest 
mercenary  motives.  lie  was  indignant  when  he  found  that  the 
father  ofhis  wife,  after  thcir  reconciliation,  treated  him  with  unvary- 
ing  coolness,  and  he  remonstrated  with  her  upon  it,  telling  her  that 
it  was  her  duty  to  bringabout  a better  understanding  between  them, 
whicli  he  doubted  not,  from  her  futlier’s  extreme  aífection  for  her, 
she  would  find  it  easy  to  accomplish.  I llave  already  said  that  re- 
monstrance  was  never  a suceessful  expedient  when  applied  to  Elea- 
nor  Bingley.  She  did  not  deem  it  to  be  her  duty  to  act  as  he  re- 
quested.  On  the  contrary,  she  had  too  much  reason  to  believe  and 
to  lament  that  her  father  had  made  a more  accurate  estímate  of  her 
husband's  character  than  herself ; and  the  purpose  for  which  alone 
he  desired  Mr.  Benson’s  friendship  was  so  contemptible  that  she 
already  began  to  fcel  towards  liim  un  abhorrcncc  which  bis  after- 
conduct  did  not  serve  to  mitígate. 

“ You  will  urge,**  she  says  in  a letter  to  a friend  written  about 
this  time,  ff  that  there  are,  probably,  faults  on  both  sides ; that  it  is 
our  duty  to  forget  and  forgive  ; that  we  should  bear  with  one  an- 
other, and  the  like.  It  muy  be  so.  It  is  so.  It  is  possible  there  are 
faults  on  both  sides ; but  my  heart  could  never  forget  and  forgive, 
and  I cannot  bear.** 

It  might  llave  been  supposcd  that  Mr.  Benson*s  manifest  repug- 
nance  to  bis  son-in-law  would  have  led  the  latter  not  to  speculate 
very  sanguinely  upon  the  chance  of  Corning  into  bis  property  after  bis 
death.  It  seems,  however,  that  he  had  done  so;  for  when  he  learnt 
that  Benson  had  left  the  wliole  of  bis  property  to  bis  daughter,  he 
flew  into  an  ungovernable  rage,  aceused  her  of  having  perverted  lier 
father's  intentions,  and,  in  conclusión,  frankly  assured  her  that  it  was 
for  her  fortune  alone  he  had  married  her.  She  liad  discovered  that 
long  sincc.  The  cundid  acknowledgment  wfas  not  lost  upon  her. 

Mr.  Bingley *s  fortune  was  small.  He  had  movtgaged  bis  estáte 
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almost  to  its  valué,  and  he  was  deeply  in  debt.  Ilis  wife  liquidated 
his  debts,  paid  off  the  mortgage,  and  gave  him  a considerable  sum — 
out  of  returning  love,  perhaps,  — or  generosity  ? neither  ; but  that 
he  should  never  have  it  to  say  with  truth  that  she  had  ever  cost  him 
one  farthing. 

In  the  meantime  she  was  abundantly  wretched.  Could  she  live 
tamely,  contentedly,  placidly,  with  a grovelling  wretch  like  this, 
whose  cvery  idea  was  sensual,  whosc  wliole  being  was  selfishness  ? 
No.  She  did  not  attempt  to  conceal  the  contempt  and  disgust  she 
felt  for  him ; ñor  could  he  disguise  the  paltry  malice  and  mean  re- 
venge  with  which  he  was  aetuated. 

At  length  a separation  was  talked  of,  and  agreed  upon.  Mrs. 
Bingley  was  too  eager  to  emaucipate  lierself  irom  the  infamous 
thraldom  of  a man  whom  she  detested,  to  cavil  about  minor  points. 
He  had  his  own  terms ; evidently  the  most  important  element  in  the 
question  to  him.  His  wife  was  to  allow  him  a thousand  a year,  and 
a deed  was  drawn  up  to  that  effect. 

On  the  very  day  upon  which  it  was  settled  that  this  deed  was  to 
be  signed,  Mrs.  Bingley  was  informed,  ñor  could  she  doubt  her 
authority,  that  her  husband  had  for  a long  time  past  been  connected 
with  a girl — one  Hannah  Barker — whom  he  had  seduced  under  the 
most  base  and  heartless  circumstances. 

In  theevening  Bingley  carne  lióme  punctually  to  his  appointment, 
(he  was  always  punctual  in  affairs  of  money  when  he  was  to  be  the 
recipient  of  it,)  and  his  wife  silently  handed  him  the  executed  deed, 
which  he  placed  in  his  pocket  with  an  exultation  he  now  felt  it 
needless  to  conceal. 

“I  take  it  for  granted,  Mr.  Bingley/*  said  his  wife,  “ that  in 
fu  tu  re  wre  are  to  see  less  of  each  other.*' 

“ As  you  please,  madam,"  he  answered  with  insolent  eoolness : 
f<  I assure  you  it  is  perfectly  indiíferent  to  me  when  we  meet,  or 
whether  we  ever  meet  again." 

“ I believe  you,  sir.  You  will  be  happy  elsewhere,  I daré  say.** 

“ l)oubtless,  madam, — doubtless/*  he  replied  in  the  same  tone,  “ I 
shall  find  or  make  many  sources  of  amusement,  witliout  question. 
The  world  is  wide,  Mrs.  Bingley.  Man  is,  as  it  were,  a bird  of 
passage.** 

f*  A beast  of  prey,  ratlier,  Bingley,  Avcre  mankind  like  you,"  she 
retorted. — “ I have  heard  of  you,  and  of  her/1 

He  stared  upon  her  for  a moment  in  surprise. 

Jealous,  madam?**  he  said,  turning  on  his  heel,  <(I  shall  Jeave 
you." 

“ To  return  to  Hannah  Barker,  I presume  ? ** 

He  started,  and  looked  back,  and  an  unw'onted  colour  aróse  into 
his  cheeks. 

“ Hannah  Barker  ! **  said  he,  stammering,  “ what  do  you  know  — 
what  do  you  mean  ? *' 

“ That  a man  who  marries  for  money,  and  seduces  for  love,  is  a 
more  contcmptible  villain  than  I expected  even  George  Bingley  to 
pro  ve  hi  rusel  f.  That  is  what  I know, — that  is  what  I mean.** 

Mrs.  Bingley  uttered  this  witli  infinite  eoolness. 

Bingley  approached,  and  raising  his  hand,  wfould  have  struck  her, 
but  she  stayed  the  blow.  Taking  him  by  the  arm,  she  led  him  to 
the  door,  which  she  opened. 

vol.  x.  t 
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Cf  George  Bingley/*  slie  said  coldly  and  malignantly,  “ liad  you 
struck  me,  you  would  llave  lived  to-morrow  in  the  other  World. 
“ Begone — leave  me,  lest  I spurn  you  ; and  beware  1 I may  yet  de- 
prive you  of  your  annuity.” 

lie  was  confounded  by  her  manner,  perhaps  by  her  appearance. 

“ You  calino^**  he  muttered, — “ it  is  signed — the  deed  is  signed,” 
and  with  this  lie  attempted  to  smile,  but  could  not:  a paleness 

overspread  liis  face.  “ Eleanor '*  he  began  ; but  she  heard  no 

more.  He  presently  went  down  stairs,  and  left  the  house. 

There  are  some  weeds,  we  are  told,  wliich  it  is  almost  impossible 
to  extírpate.  They  are  cut  down  when  in  bloom,  and  the  action  of 
the  elementa  causes  the  stem  to  rot.  It  is  thus  with  the  moral  weed, 
revenge.  You  cannot  destroy  it  till  it  has  blossomed — its  roots  and 
fibres  pervade  and  engross  the  heart.  It  may  die,  but  you  cannot 
eradicate  it.  Some  days  elapsed  before  Mrs.  Bingley  became  consci- 
ous  of  its  existence  in  her  own  bosom  ; and  tlien  she  discovered  that 
the  sced  liad  been  sown  there  a year  ago.  It  was  now  that  she  took 
delight  not  so  much  in  recalling  the  slights  and  insults  she  liad  really 
received  from  her  husband,  as  in  suggesting  to  her  mind  what  he 
miglit  or  would  have  done,  until  tliesc  suggestions  assumed  the  shape 
of  reality.  What  if  he  liad  struck  her,  — if  he  liad  smitten  her  to  tlie 
earth,  and  stamped  upon  her  ? Her  blood  boiled  at  the  supposition. 
He  would  have  done  so,  liad  he  dured:  liad  she  not  prevented  him, 
he  liad  done  so.  It  was  she  who  prevented,  not  he  that  forbore  the 
outrage. 

Day  by  day,  hour  by  hour,  during  the  space  of  two  years, 
tlioughts  of  a sufficient  vengeance  revolved  — whirled  in  her  brain. 
Meanwhile,  none  could  dctect  any  cliange  within  her,  or  any  exter- 
nal  alteration.  She  was  the  same  as  heretofore — calm,  indifferent, 
proud  as  she  had  ever  been.  But  it  was  now  time  that  she  should 
act. 

She  learned  that  Bingley  had  become  acquainted  with  this  Hannali 
Barker  very  shortly  after  liis  marriage.  The  girl,  it  appears,  lived 
in  the  vicinity  of  the  place  at  whicli  they  had  resided  during  the 
few  weeks  that  intervened  between  the  marriage  and  Mrs.  Bingley  *s 
reconciliation  to  her  fatlier.  She  was  the  daugliter  of  a labouring 
man,  and  remarkably  simple  and  ignorant.  Mrs.  Bingley  learned 
also  that  shortly  after  the  girl  carne  to  London,  wliich  she  did  at  the 
instance  of  her  paramour,  her  mother  had  died  of  a broken  heart ; and 
that  Bingley  had  succeeded  in  soothing  the  resentment,  or  in  satis- 
fying  the  avarice  of  the  fatlier  by  a sum  of  money.  Bingley  was 
now  living  a few  miles  from  London,  under  the  assumed  ñame  of 
Itobinson,  and  Ilannah  Barker  passed  as  his  wife.  He  had  a little 
boy,  to  whom,  and  to  its  mother,  he  was  greatly  attached ; and  he 
was  liappy — quite  happy. 

George  Bingley  was  happy,  and  with  a creature  like  this,  who  had 
destroyed  one  parent,  and  had  rendered  the  other  infamous.  It  was 
not  the  wrong  done  to  herself  that  Mrs.  Bingley  regarded ; it  was 
that  this  Hannali  Barker  should  be  the  instrument  of  the  man*s  hap- 
piness.  She  made  herself  believe  this,  and  transferred  all  the  líate 
she  could  spare  from  Bingley  to  the  girl:  — no,  she  included  her  in 
that  liatred.  It  was  lasting,  unquenchable,  and  single. 

It  was  on  a fine  day  in  August  that  a woman  habited  as  a gipsy 
was  lingering  near  the  enclosure  of  a small  villa  at  Norwood.  There 
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was  a gatc  leading  on  to  a common,  and  it  was  tlie  custom  of  Mrs. 
Robín  son  to  take  her  daily  walk  about  that  time  of  tbe  afternoon. 
The  gipsy  liad  not  tarried  there  long  before  Mrs.  Robinson  carne 
through  the  gate.  She  was,  it  scemed,  attracted  by  the  appearance 
of  the  w ornan,  who  almost  confronted  her,  and  stood  for  íi  short  time 
irresolutely  at  the  gate,  looking  baek  at  intervals,  as  if  she  appre- 
hcnded  lest  somebody  should  folio  w her. 

The  gipsy  addressed  her  in  the  jargon  of  the  tribe,  inquiring 
wdiether  she  would  liavc  her  fortune  tolcí. 

She  smiled.  “Yon  can  tell  me  nothing,  I am  sure,”  she  said, 
" that  I sliall  believe.  You  gipsies  never  speak  truly.” 

“ You  are  mistakcn,  lady,”  replied  the  gipsy,  gazing*  in  her  face 
stcadfastly,  and  taking  her  hand.  “Yon  are  a wife,  I perceive,” 
she  observed,  after  a pause,  “ but  you  llave  no  husband.” 

“ Ha  ! ha ! I tliought  yon  would  guess  wrong,”  cried  Mrs.  Robin- 
son, and  she  laughed  with  childisli  glee. 

“ You  are  a wife,  and  no  wife,”  resumed  the  gipsy  earnestly ; “ he 
with  wliom  yon  live  is  not  your  husband.  He  is  married,  too.” 

The  young  woman  tremblcd,  and  turned  palé.  “ How  do  you 
know  this  ? ” she  faltered. 

“ You  will  llave  mueli  trouble,”  continued  the  other,  withont 
lieeding  the  question.  “ Your  husband,  if  I must  cali  him  so,  will, 

perhaps,  ere  long  desert  you.  lie  is  fickle,  inconstant,  and ” 

“ Olí ! do  not  say  so,”  exclaimed  the  terriíied  girl ; u you  must  not 
tell  me  any  more.” 

The  gipsy  detained  her  hand.  “ But  this  inay  be  averted,  my  dear 
woman,”  she  said  encouragingly.  “ You  may  prevent  it.” 

“ IIow  ? ” 

“ I llave  that  wliich  will  cnablc  you  to  do  so.” 

<c  What  is  it  ? ” 

“ A love-charm.” 

“ I llave  heard  of  such  things,”  said  the  girl,  turniug  from  the 
gipsy  with  an  air  of  disappointment,  “ but  we  don’t  believe  in  them 
in  our  part  of  the  country : they  are  laughed  at  there.” 

“ Folly  laughs  when  wisdom  is  grave,”  observed  the  gipsy  sternly. 
“ I leave  you.  Yon  will  remember  what  I llave  told  you.” 

**  Stay  ! ” exclaimed  Mrs.  Robinson,  when  the  gipsy  liad  walked  a 
few  paces,  “ I must  give  you  something.”  She  returned. 

“Suppose  I rnake  a trial  of  it,  mother  ? ”said  the  girl,  u there  can 
be  no  harm  ? ” 

"There  will  be  much  good,”  replied  the  other,  producing  a smali 
phial.  “ You  must  tarry  four  days  before  you  make  trial  of  its  vir- 
tue.  JNo  one  living  must  see  you  present  it  to  him.  He  must  not 
know  what  you  do  ; and  it  must  be  mixed  in  his  drink,  that  he  may 
not  deteet  you,  otherwise  the  charm  is  of  no  effect.” 

" But  you  are  sure  it  is  quite  safe,”  said  the  girl,  receiving  the 
phial  from  the  gipsy,  and  placing  some  silver  in  her  hand. 

“ Safe  ?”  tlie  gipsy  looked  upon  her  and  smiled, — " sure  is  a better 
word.  It  is  very  sure.” 

With  many  thanks  and  blessings,  after  again  enjoining  scrupulous 
attention  to  her  injunctions,  she  left  her. 

A few  days  after  this  Bingley  was  fbund  dead  in  his  bed.  Upon 
un  cxamination  of  the  boíly  it  was  discovered  that  he  had  been  poi- 
soned,  Suspicion  fell  upon  the  young  woman  with  whom  he  had 
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been  living  for  nearly  thrce  years.  She  was  taken  up,  and  com- 
mitted  for  trial.  It  was  distinctly  proved  in  evidence  that  she  had 
administered  the  poison  to  the  unhappy  man,  indeed  she  confessedas 
much ; and  her  defence  was  so  strange  and  unsatisfactory — the  story 
she  told  of  the  manner  in  which  she  had  become  possessed  of  the 
poison  was  held  to  be  so  outrageously  improbable,  and  the  relation 
in  which  she  stood  to  the  deceased  was  so  much  to  the  prejudice  of 
her  statement,  that  she  was  found  guilty,  and  executed. 

This  horrible  event  inade  a strong  impression  on  the  publie 
mind ; ñor  were  there  wanting  many  who  avowed  their  belief  of 
the  girl’s  innocence.  Some  arrived  at  this  conclusión  on  the 
ground  that  the  vcry  improbability  of  lier  story  was  an  evidence 
that  she  had  not  invented  it ; whilst  otiiers  were  attracted  towards 
her  by  her  intercsting  appearance,  and  by  the  air  of  innocence 
which  abided  with  her  during  the  trial,  and,  indeed,  to  the  last  mo- 
ment.  None  were  able  to  divine  any  probable  motive  she  could 
llave  in  dcstroying,  at  the  certain  forfeit  of  her  own  life,  her  only 
protector. 

Immediately  after  the  burial  of  her  liusband  Mrs.  Bingley  left 
England  for  Paris,  where  she  resided  several  years.  At  length  she 
returned  to  England.  During  this  period  Mrs.  Marlowe  heard  not 
from  her.  She  had  heard  of  her,  indeed,  oceasionally,  but  it  was 
intelligence  of  an  unvarying  character,  — namely,  that  she  lived  in 
utter  seclusion.  Sometimes,  when  the  governess  pondered,  which 
she  frequently  did  over  the  circumstances  which  had  wrought  so  ex- 
traordinary  a cliange  in  the  habits  of  this  high-spirited  woman,  a 
sensation  not  of  doubt,  but  of  vague,  half-defined  surmise,  would 
steal  upon  her  in  spite  of  herself.  She  could  not  avoid  the  thought 
that  this  entire  abandonment  of  society  and  its  attractions  was  hardly 
to  be  expected  from  her. 

“ And  yet  it  is  impossible  to  foretell  or  to  foresee  in  w?hat  guise  it 
may  please  morbid  and  inexorable  pride  to  glorify  itself.” 

This  was  the  invariable  conclusión  of  Mrs.  Marlowe's  reflections 
rcspecting  her  former  pupil. 

One  afternoon  a note  was  placed  into  her  hands.  It  was  in  tliese 
words : — 

“ Come  to  me  instantly.  I llave  resolved  upon  seeing  you.  You 
will  see  me  for  tlic  last  time.  I am  dying.  I herpe  yon  will  come , and 
come  quichly.  “Eleanor  Bingley.” 

Surprised  and  shocked  at  this  abrupt  intimation,  Mrs.  Marlowe 
returned  an  answer  by  the  bearer  that  she  would  wait  upon  her 
instantly,  and  she  retired  to  prepare  herself  for  the  visit  with  feelings 
of  consternation,  wliieh  she  could  not  repress. 

An  elderly  woman  ushered  her  in  silence  to  the  chamber  of  Mrs. 
Bingley,  and  opening  the  door,  admitted  her,  and  as  silently  with- 
drew.  ' There  was  a figure  before  her,  seated  in  an  easy  chair.  Her 
hands  grasped  the  extremity  of  the  arma,  and  her  feet  were  placed 
cióse  and  evenly  upon  a stool.  Good  heavens  ! this  being,  scarcely 
human,  scarcely  like  hnmanity,  could  not  be  Eleanor  Bingley  ! Iler 
huir  was  white — perfeetly  wliite,  and  fell  straightly  over  the  bosom  ; 
but  the  face — ghastly,  attenuated ! It  was  not  a face  that  years, 
that  age  could  llave  made.  Time  had  written  no  mission  there. 
It  was  horror  ! 
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At  that  moraent  she  slowly  raised  her  eyes.  Mrs.  Marlowé  knew 
her  then  ; but  why  she  should  have  known  her,  she  could  not  tell  : 
they  were,  perhaps,  more  friglitful  tlian  all.  It  was  but  a momentos 
glare ; but  it  was  the  glance  of  one  who  knew  her. 

Mrs.  Marlowe  was  about  to  utter  an  exclamation  of  pity  and 
terror,  but  she  checked  herself.  She  remembered  that  the  woman 
of  whom  the  hideous,  changed  self  was  before  her,  never  betrayed 
her  own  feelings,  and  was  impatient  of  such  weakness  on  the  part  of 
others.  She  moved  towards  her,  and  would  have  taken  her  hand, 
and  inclined  her  head  purposing  to  kiss  her  foreliead,  but  Mrs. 
Bingley  motioned  her  to  sit  down. 

No  salutations  to  me,”  she  said,  in  a hollow  but  distinct  voice  ; 
<c  I did  not  send  to  you  for  tliese.  Sit  down  ; but  do  not  look  upon 
me  while  I am  speaking.  I do  not  like  to  be  gazed  at." 

Mrs.  Marlowe  obcyed. 

“ I am  dying,  Mrs.  Marlowe,"  she  resumed  in  the  same  tone,  and 
as  immoveably,  “ and  I have  wished  to  see  you  because  you  are  the 
only  being  in  the  world  who  knows  me, — and  because  I love  you." 

Mrs.  Marlowe  was  about  to  say  something,  but  the  other  checked 
her. 

“ Will  you  not  let  me  speak  while  T have  the  power  of  speecli  ?" 
she  said  hastily.  “ You  must  say  nothing  yet.  Presently  it  will  be 
your  turn  to  speak,  I doubt  not.  I have  that  to  tell  which  will 
make  you  — speak  ? — no;  but  shriek,  Mrs.  Marlowe.  Well,  cries 
cannot  terrify  me — it  is  silence  that  maltes  me  mad — that  has  made 
me  mad." 

Startled  by  these  words,  and  alarmed  at  their  import,  Mrs.  Mar- 
lowe exclaimed,  “ What,  in  Ileaven's  ñame,  is  the  meaning  of  this 
shocking  language  ? I ínust  speak.  Why  do  I see  you  tlius  ? 
Where  is  your  physician  ? " 

“ Where  he  should  be,  I hope ; with  the  sick  in  body.  I am  not 
sick  in  body.  He  can  do  me  no  good." 

fc  But  I must  send  for  him,”  rejoined  Mrs.  Marlowe.  u I will  not 
see  you  tlius." 

“Musí — 7 villy*  she  muttered.  a No  matter.  Well — when  I have 
told  you,  but  not  befme.  We  will  then  talk  about  physicians." 

She  was  silent  for  a few  moments,  and  then  resumed.  She  spokc 
in  a low  tone,  her  eyes  bent  towards  the  g round. 

“ I have  never  uttered  that  which  I am  about  to  tell  you — not  even 
a wliisper  of  it,  or  concerning  tliose  to  whom  it  refers,  to  any  human 
souí  breathing.  Nonesave  God  and  myself  know  it.  Mrs.  Marlowe 
— you  will  tremble — you  will  turn  palé — your  knees  will  smite  to- 
gether,  but  you  will  not  weep,"  and  here  she  raised  her  eyes,  and 
fixed  them  upon  Mrs*  Marlowe,  “ when  I tell  you  that  Hannali 
Barker  killed  George  Bingley,  but  that  I mu r dered  both." 

“ O gracious  God  ! " cried  Mrs.  Marlowe,  in  horror  ; “ but  no* — • 
what  dreadful  fancy  is  this  ? The  girl  herself  confessed  that  she  liad 
the  poison  of  a gipsy." 

“ The  girl  thought  she  was  speaking  truth ; the  woman  seemcd  a 
gipsy;  and  she  gave  the  woman  iuoney  — silver  — for  the  poison; 
and,  could  you  look  into  Bingley's  coftin,  you  would  find  the  silver. 
/ placed  it  there.  Still  incredulous?  I have  brought  myself,  I say, 
to  coufcssion.  Do  you  ask  how  1 could  do  this?  Learn  from  me — 
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the  knowledge  is  usclcss  to  you, — that  revenge  niay  almays  be  satis- 
fice!. Do  you  not  know  that  vice  can  borrow  of  the  fiends,  while 
virtue  can  but  look  towards  Ileaven  ? ” 

Mrs.  Marlowe  would  have  fíed  from  her — from  the  room,  but  she 
was  un  able  to  rise  from  her  chair.  The  constraint  of  fascination 
grew  upon  her — pervaded  and  impelled  her  frame.  She  could  not 
avert  her  eyes  from  the  frightful  spectacle  before  her.  As  though 
drawn  forward  by  some  invisible  and  irresistible  power,  she  sunk  at 
the  feet  of  JVIrs.  Bingley,  einbracing  her  knees  loathingly,  and  gazing 
into  her  face  with  an  aspect  not  to  be  desci'ibed.  Perhaps  the  re- 
membranee  of  the  chikl  — the  beautiful,  the  innocent  girl — worked 
within  her,  — that  horrible,  unpraying,  unprayed-for  objeet,  the 
child  that  liad  once  breathed  the  simple,  holy  prayers  at  her  knees, 
and  laid  its  gentle  liead  to  rest  in  her  bosom  ! Is  it  a wonder  that 
the  venerable  woman,  struck  down  by  woe  even  to  the  form  of  wor- 
ship,  embraced  the  knees  of  the  sinner  ? 

The  feelings  of  the  child  were  not  dead  within  the  wretched  wo- 
man. She  ivas  strongly,  violently  moved.  Dreadful  groans  issued 
from  her — drawn  from  the  depths  of  a bosom  overlaid  with  sterner 
feelings. 

“Do  not  think,  thou  good — thon  best  and  earliest  friend,”  she 
said  at  lengtli,  “ that  I nave  uot  suíTercd.  If  you  can  imagine 
anguish,  torment,  utter  despair,  without  tears  or  remorse,  you  may 
conceive  faintly  what  I have  endured.  Oh ! believe  them  not  who 
tell  you  that  thc  murderer  has  been  sometimes  visited  by  the  awful 
spirit  of  his  victim.  I have  watched,  almost  beseeched,  that  they 
uiight  pass  before  me  — that  I might  see  them,  but  they  have  not 
come,  — they  have  never  appeared  before  me.  Anything  but  the 
long,  long  alternation  of  light  and  darkness,  — the  hideous  silence 
for  cver  tingling  around  me, — the  madness,  which  was  never  yet  de- 
scribed,  of  too  much  consciousness.” 

“ But,  oh  1 my  child — my  child — my  Eleanor  ! " cried  I\írs.  Mar- 
lowe, beseechingly,  “ th ere  is  yet,  even  yet,  hope:  there  is  repent- 
ance — there  is ” 

“Mercy,  you  woukl  say,”  interrupted  Mrs.  Bingley.  “Not  for 
me.  There  is  the  book:  I have  read  it.  No  hope  for  me  has  arisen 
out  of  its  pages.  Reparation  must  precede  repentance.  1 have  inade 
all  I am  able  to  make.  Go  into  that  room,”  motioning  to  an  inner 
apartmentj  “you  will  see  a sealed  packet  on  the  table.  It  is  my 
will.  Bring  it  to  me  quickly.  Surely,  I placed  it  there  — yet  stay. 
Go  and  see.” 

Mrs.  Marlowe  proceeded  to  the  room.  The  packet  could  not  be 
immediately  discovered.  While  she  was  yet  looking  for  it,  — that 
sound,  the  terrible  cause  of  wrhich  is  never  to  be  mistaken,  even  by 
one  who  hears  it  for  the  first  time,  recalled  her  to  the  chamber. 
She  hastened  thither.  Only  not  too  late  were  her  arms extended. 
They  sustained  a corpse.  A small  phial  tell  from  its  haml  upon  the 
instant. 


Whcn  thc  will  of  the  wretched  Mrs.  Bingley  was  oponed,  it  was 
discovered  that  she  liad  left  all  that  it  was  in  her  power  to  leave  to 
Williaui  Gcorge  (so  was  lie  named),  thc  son  of  George  Bingley  and 
of  ilannah  Barker. 
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ON  THB  LAST  NIC  ITT  OF  ITER  APPEARANCE  IN  LONDON  PKEVIOUSLY 
TO  HER  DEPARTURE  POR  ST.  PETERSBUKO  TO  FULFIL  AN 
ENOAOEMENT  fOR  TURBE  YEARS. 

Oh  ! tliou  incomparable  dancer,  who, 

With  liglitsome  foot, 

Of  countless  lieads  as  ligbt  and  heavy  liearts 
Productive, 

Each  awkward  imita  ti  ve  prancer’s  shoe 
At  last  liast  put 

In  toto  ouL  of joba  ; — can  forcign  parta, 

Seductive, 

Induce  thy  light-foot  efer,  for  sake  of  hoards, 

To  quit  our  foot-Ughts,  or  forsake  our  boards  ? 

Ah  ! lct  no  Autocrat’s  enticing  offers 
Of  wealth  and  thanks 

Transfer  tby  pedal  charms  from  heart  of  oak, 

To  languish 

(Though  Russian  roubles  rumble  in  thy  coffers) 

On  Riga  planks ; 

Ñor  lct  tliat  faithful  oaken  heart  be  brokc 
With  anguish ; 
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But  scout  his  gold,  liis  silver,  and  platinum,* 

Or,  with  thy  usual  grace,  fair  nympli,  decline  'era. 


Fair  Venus  ! why, — wlien  smiling  París  givcs 
Approving  toncs 

And  goldcti  pippins , — on  coid  icebergs  culi 
Siberian  crabs  ? 

No  Phrygian  shepherd  or  ¿aráwoodsman  lives 
In  frigid  zones ; 

But  “sine  Buceo  friget  Venus  ” dull, 

And  ciad  in  drabs, 

The  JRussian  ser/  infests  his  native  earth  ; 

The  oceans  rushing  sur/' twas  gave  you  birtli. 

And  thou  that  art  among  our  graceful  swans 
The  leader, \ 

Why  float  in  Muscovy  ’mid  waddling  ducks 
Incfoctile  ? 

Admitting  there  be  man  y pros  and  cons 
To  feed  a 

Discussion  touching  when  they  rulcd  by  “ Dux  " 
Tliis  mulct  isle, 

The  Romans  sent  not  one  Pro-con-su\  there, 

On  wild  goose  chase  to  cross  that  “ desert  air.” 

Behold  th*  Bquestrian%  multitude  before  thee, 
Jammed  tight  in- 

-to  ev’ry  stall  and  box  of  this  great  horse-shoc 
In  the  Haymarket ; 

Soine  racked  upon  thc  standing  room  adore  thee, 
(Sad  plight  in  !) 

Naggxng  their  neighbours  ; but  \ve  ’d  all  forcé  you 
To  stay — mark  it  I — 

That  ’s  why  Terpsichore,  to  stop  thy  flight, 

I rnount  my  winglcss  Pegasus  to-night. 


Lo  ! politicians  here  of  ev’ry  shade, 
Forgctting  faction, 

Their  ¿a¿&-faction  at  thy  feat  display ; 

While  Peer  and  Member 
Appear  thyy^erless  members  to  liave  made 
The  solé  attraction, 

The  feuds  of  “both  their  houses”  to  allay, 
And  scarce  remember 
Their  manifestoes  and  their  stately  papers , 
For  thy  manifest  toes  and  stately  capcrs. 


* In  Russia  this  metal  is  used  for  current  coin. 

*f-  Qy.  Leda. — P.  D.  % The  rwblcssc , or  equeatriaa  order. 
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Here  sportsmen  f'rom  Ncicmarkct  come  to  view, 

Z)ear  Tagltoni  ! 

The  last  of  tliis  thy  short  but  glorious  run ; 

And  Mellon  mea 
At  every  flying  leap  aloud  rencw 
Their  tally-ho  ! — nayy 
As  <l  tal  leone  " roar  witli  boist’rous  fun  ; 

Liku  slieep  in  pen 

With  hcat  they  mclt  on  benches; — but  eacli  begs 
You  ’ll  take  to  no  ?iew  market  those  swect  legs. 

Great  Faraday  and  Danicll  ¡n  tlieir  cclls 
A baUery 

Of  looks  sustain  on  thy  fair  limbs  that  coil 
So  hclicaily, 

Elcctrified  by  thy  maanctic  spells, 

(No  ílattery  I) 

For  thou  their  coid  philosophy  canst  foil 
Angelically ; 

Gal  va  ni  ne'er  at  leap-frog  could  compete, 

Or  Volta  vault  a match  with  thy  light  feet. 

Here  merchants  from  the  city  loudly  sean 
Of  “ Cherry-toe” 

(For  thus  the  cit  he  fair  Cerito  calis,) 

The  currcnt  worth 

Compared  with  thine  ; — but  all  the  sylphidc  clan 
Their  merit  owe 

To  thee  whose  fruitfúl  genius  all  for estalls. 

Though  none  on  earth 

II er  néctar ecl  sweetness  to  im peach  may  daré, 

With  tiiee,  that  hast  no  pair, — none  can  com pare. 

Lo  I yonder  sits — to  watch  thy  airy  flight 
And  culmination, — 

Professor  Airey  in  this  mural  are 
Observatory 

Of  thee  and  all  thy  satellites  to-night, 

Each  occultation 

And  dark  eclipse  with  telcscope  to  mark 
Conscrvatory  ; 

But  who  can  tell-his-scopc  ? with  royal  shears 
He-clips  the  wings  of  time  with  long  Gregorian  years. 

Perhaps  he  thinks  upon  Calistos  ruin, 

Unlucky  soul  ! 

By  martial  Juno  turned  to  “ Ursa  Major,” 

Or  “ great  she-bear,n 

That  climbs , as  all  bears  do,  and  hopsfor  Eruin 
A round  the  pole  ; 

Forbcar  that  Culislhcnic  flight,  fair  stager  ! 

Ñor  rashly  daré 
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To  brava  the  clime  tliat  bravo  Napoleón  lost, — 

Where  Murshul  Junot  couldn’t.taar  the  frost. 

Art  tliou  ambitious,  sa y,  upon  tliat  frail-road 
The  frozcu  Neva, 

To  risk  thy  precious  life  in  sllppery  sledge 
Impelled  by  rcin-dccr  ? 

Go  ! tempt  thy  fate  upon  an  English  rail-road, 

Thou  fair  deceiver ! 

And  now  for  many  a day,  o’er  field  and  hedge 
It  ’s  rained  h ere , 

Not  cats  and  dogs,  indeed, — but  frogs  and  fishes ; 1 

While  Danae’s  golden  show’rs  have  crowned  thy  wishes. 

Ah  ! when  your  sorceries  make  all  men  feel 
You  aro  a witeh, 

Wliy  lodge  on  Mcmel  bourel  and  pino 
In  Frceze land  ? 

You’ll  surely  never  get  through  that — or  deal ; 

The  Czarovitch 

Witli  saucer  oyes, — packed  up  in  fur  is  fine  ; 

And  he  *s  blaud 

In  summer  time ; — but,  when  the  north  wind  blows  ofi, 

With  frost  instead  of  fire  he  ’ll  Kutyur-tos-off  ! 

Then  let  no  signed  agreement  or  indenture, 

All  London  begs, 

Induce  you, — sweet  Euphrosyne  ! — to  cióse 
With  that  coid  Princc  ; 

To  see  you-frozcn-lic  would  madly  venture  ; 

And  thy  fine  legs, 

Benumbed  by  frost,  replace  with  timber  toes, 

And  never  wince ; 

No  longer  then  you  \1  play,  with  winning  tricks, 

Among  the  men,  the  de  vil — on  iwo  stichs  ! 

But  if  thou  wilt  not  stay, — and  we  to  thy 
Lox  ¿ulionis, 

Or  Taglumis  law,  rnust  e’en  submit 
At  this  sad  hour, 

Accept  a parting  bouquet  and  a sigh 
From  eacli  Adonis 

That  slieds  a toar  unpitied  in  the  pit, 

While  box-flfcrs  show’r 

Unnumbered  wreaths  upon  thy  head,  to  tell 

Our  wishes  for  thy  welfare — and — farewjsll  ! 

Uoüeiit  Moiie. 


1 A fact.  This  phcnoinciioii  occurred  recen  ti  y at  Derfoy  ¿ it  was  iittributcd  to 
the  eíFect  of  a whirlwind. 
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Day  had  fairly  dawned  before  Deerslayer  opened  his  eyes.  This 
was  no  sooner  done  than  lie  started  up,  and  looked  about  him  with 
the  eagerness  oí*  one  who  suddenly  felt  tlie  importance  oí*  accu- 
rately  ascertaining  his  precise  position.  His  rest  had  been  deep  and 
undisturbed ; and  whcn  he  awoke,  it  was  with  a clearness  of  intcl— 
lect,  and  a readiness  of  resources  that  were  much  needed  at  that  par- 
ticular moment.  The  sun  had  not  risen,  it  is  true,  but  the  vault  of 
lieavcn  was  rich  with  the  winning  softness  that  u brings  and  shuts 
the  day,”  while  the  whole  air  was  filled  with  the  carols  of  birds,  the 
hymns  of  the  feathered  tribe.  These  sounds  first  told  him  the  risks 
he  ran.  The  air,  for  wind  it  could  scarcely  becalled,  was  still  light, 
it  is  true,  but  it  had  increased  a little  in  the  course  of  the  night,  and 
as  the  canoes  were  mere  feathers  on  the  water,  tliey  had  drifted 
twice  the  expected  distance  ; and,  what  was  still  more  dangerous, 
had  approached  so  near  the  base  of  the  mountain  that  liere  rose  pre- 
cipitously  from  the  eastern  shore,  as  to  render  the  carols  of  the  birds 
plainly  audible.  Tliis  was  not  the  worst.  The  third  canoe  had 
taken  the  same  direction,  and  was  slowly  drifting  towards  a point 
where  it  must  inevitably  touch,  unless  turned  aside  by  a shift  of 
wind,  or  human  hands.  In  other  respects  nothing  presented  itself 
to  attract  attention,  or  to  awaken  alarm.  The  castle  stoocl  on  its 
shoal,  nearly  abreast  of  the  canoes,  for  the  drifts  had  amounted  to 
miles  in  the  course  of  the  night,  and  the  ark  luy  fastened  to  its  piles, 
as  both  had  been  left  so  many  hours  before. 

As  a matter  of  course,  Deerslayer’s  attention  was  first  given  to  the 
canoe  ahead.  It  was  already  quite  ncar  the  point,  and  a very  few 
strokes  of  the  paddle  sufficed  to  tell  him  that  it  must  touch  before  he 
could  possibly  óvcrtake  it.  Just  at  this  moment,  too,  the  wind  in- 
opportunely  freshened,  rendering  the  drift  of  the  light  craft  much 
more  rapid  and  certain.  Feeling  the  impossibility  of  preventing  a 
contact  with  the  lamí,  the  young  man  wisely  determined  not  to  hcat 
himself  with  unnecessary  exertions  ; but,  first  looking  to  the  priming 
of  his  piece,  he  proceeded  slowly  and  warily  towards  the  point, 
taking  care  to  make  a little  Circuit,  that  he  might  be  exposed  on 
only  one  side,  as  he  approached. 

The  canoe  adrift,  being  directed  by  no  such  intelligence,  pursued 
its  proper  way,  and  grounded  on  a smali  sunken  rock,  at  the  dis- 
tance of  three  or  four  yards  from  the  shore.  Just  at  that  moment 
Deerslayer  had  got  abreast  of  the  point,  and  turned  the  bows  of  his 
own  boat  to  the  land ; first  casting  loose  his  tow,  that  his  movements 
might  be  unencumbered.  The  canoe  hung  an  instant  on  the  rock ; 
then  it  rose  a hair's  breadth  on  an  almost  imperceptible  swell  of  the 
water,  swung  round,  floatcd  clear,  and  reached  the  strand.  All  this 
the  young  man  noted,  but  it  neither  quickencd  his  pulses,  ñor  lías- 
tened  his  hand.  If  any  one  had  been  lying  in  wait  for  the  arrival  of 
the  waif,  he  must  be  seen,  and  tlic  utmost  caution  in  approacking  the 
shore  became  indispensable ; if  no  one  was  in  ambush,  hurry  was 
unnecessary.  The  point  being  nearly  diagonally  oppositc  to  the  In- 
dian  encampment,  he  lioped  the  last,  thougli  the  formér  was  not  only 

* From  tlie  fortheomiug  roniuuce,  eiltitled  U The  Deerslayer,”  by  Mr.  Coopcr. 
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possible,  but  probable ; for,  the  savages  were  prompt  in  adopting  all 
the  expedients  of  thcir  particular  mudes  of  warfare,  and  quite  likely 
liad  many  scouts  searching  the  shores  for  craft  to  carry  them  oflT  to 
the  castle.  As  a glance  at  the  lake  from  any  lieight  or  projeetion 
would  expose  the  smallest  object  on  its  surface,  there  was  little  hope 
that  either  of  the  canoes  c.ould  pass  unseen ; and  Indian  sagacity 
needed  no  instruction  to  tell  which  way  a boat  or  a log  would  drift 
when  the  direction  of  the  wind  was  known.  As  Deerslayer  drew 
nearer  and  nearer  to  the  land,  the  stroke  of  his  paddle  grew  slower, 
his  eye  becaine  more  watcliful,  and  his  ears  and  nostrils  almost  di- 
lated  with  the  effort  to  detect  any  lurking  danger.  'Twas  a trying 
moment  for  a novice,  ñor  was  there  the  encouragement  which  cven 
the  timid  sometimes  feel  when  conscious  of  being  observed  and  com- 
mended.  He  was  entirely  alone,  thrown  on  liis  own  resources,  and 
was  checred  by  no  friendly  eye,  emboldeiied  by  no  encouraging 
volee.  Notwithstanding  all  these  circumstances,  the  most  experienced 
veteran  in  forest  warfare  could  not  ha  ve  conductcd  himself  better. 
Equally  free  from  recklessness  and  hesitation,  his  advance  was 
marked  by  a sort  of  philosophical  prudence,  that  appeared  to  render 
him  superior  to  all  motives  but  thosc  which  were  best  calculated  to 
eflect  his  purpose.  Such  was  the  cornmencement  of  a career  in 
forest  exploits,  that  afterwards  rendered  this  man  in  his  way,  and 
under  the  liinits  of  his  habits  and  opportunities,  as  renowned  as 
many  a hero  whose  ñame  has  adorned  the  pages  of  works  more  cele- 
brated  than  legends  simple  as  ours  can  ever  bccome. 

When  about  a hundred  yards  from  the  shore,  Deerslayer  rose  in 
the  canoe,  gave  three  or  four  vigorous  strokes  with  the  paddle,  suf- 
íieient  of  thcmselves  to  impel  the  bark  to  land,  and  then  quickly 
laying  aside  the  instrument  oflabour,  he  seized  that  of  war.  He  was 
in  the  very  act  of  raising  the  rifle,  when  a sharp  report  was  followed 
by  the  buzz  of  a bullet,  that  passed  so  near  his  body  as  to  cause  him 
involuntarily  to  start.  The  next  instant  Deerslayer  staggered,  and 
fell  his  whole  lengtli  in  the  bottom  of  the  canoe.  A yell  — it  carne 
from  a single  voice — followed,  and  an  Indian  leaped  from  the  bushes 
upon  the  open  area  of  the  point,  bounding  towards  the  canoe.  This 
was  the  moment  the  young  man  desired.  He  rose  on  the  instant, 
and  levelled  his  own  rifle  at  his  uncovered  foe ; but  his  finger  hesi- 
tated  about  pulling  the  trigger  on  one  wlioin  he  licld  at  such  a dis- 
advantage.  This  little  delay  probably  saved  the  life  of  the  Indian, 
who  bounded  back  into  the  cover  as  swiftly  as  he  liad  broken  out  of 
it.  In  the  meantime  Deerslayer  liad  becn  swiftly  approaching  the 
land,  and  his  own  canoe  reached  the  point  just  as  his  enemy  disap- 
peared.  As  its  movements  had  not  been  direeted,  it  touehed  the 
shore  a fcw  yards  from  the  otlicr  boat ; and  though  the  rifle  of  his 
foe  liad  to  be  loaded,  there  was  not  time  to  secure  his  prize,  and  to 
carry  it  beyond  danger,  before  he  would  be  exposed  to  unother  shot. 
Under  the  circumstances,  therefore,  he  did  not  pause  an  instant,  but 
dashed  into  the  woods  and  sought  a cover. 

On  the  immediatc  point  there  was  a small  open  area,  partly  in 
native  grass,  and  partly  beach,  but  a dense  fringe  of  bushes  lined  its 
upper  side.  This  narrow  belt  of  dwarf  vegetation  passed,  one  issued 
immediately  into  the  high  and  gloomy  vaults  of  the  forest.  The  land 
was  tolerably  level  for  a few  hundred  feet,  and  then  it  rose  precipi- 
tously  in  a mountain-side.  The  trees  were  tall,  large,  and  so  free 
from  under-brush  that  they  resembled  vast  columns  irregularly  scat- 
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tered,  upholding  a dome  of  leaves.  Although  they  stood  tolerably 
cióse  together  for  their  ages  and  size,  the  eye  could  penétrate  to  con- 
siderable distances  ; and  bodies  of  men,  evcn,  might  have  engaged 
beneath  their  cover  with  concert  and  intelligence. 

Deerslayer  knew  tliat  his  adversary  must  be  employed  in  re-load- 
ing,  unless  he  had  fled.  The  former  proved  to  be  the  case,  for  the 
young  man  had  no  sooner  placed  himself  behind  a tree  tlian  he 
caught  a glimpse  of  the  arm  of  the  Indian,  his  body  being  concealed 
by  an  oak,  in  the  very  act  of  forcing  the  leathered  bullet  home.  No- 
thing  would  have  been  easier  tlian  to  spring  forward  and  decide  the 
affair  by  a cióse  assault  on  his  unprepared  foe ; but  every  feeling  of 
Deerslayer  revolted  at  such  a step,  although  his  own  life  had  just 
been  attempted  from  a eover.  He  was  yet  unpractised  in  the  ruth- 
less  expedients  of  savage  w arfare,  of  which  he  knew  nothing  except 
by  tradition  and  theory,  and  it  struck  him  as  an  unfair  advantage  to 
assail  an  unarmed  foe.  His  colour  had  heightened,  his  eye  frowned, 
his  lips  wcre  compressed,  and  all  liis  energies  were  collected  and 
ready ; but,  instead  of  advancing  to  fire,  he  dropped  his  rifle  to  the 
usual  position  of  a sportsman  in  readiness  to  catch  his  aim,  and  mut- 
tered  to  himself,  unconscious  that  he  was  speaking, — 

“No,  no — thatmay  be  red-skin  warfare,  but  it's  not  a Christian’s 
gifts.  Let  the  miscreant  charge,  and  then  we  '11  take  it  out  like  men ; 
for  the  canoe  he  viust  not,  and  shall  not  have.  No,  no ; let  him  have 
time  to  load,  and  God  will  take  care  of  the  right ! ” 

All  this  time  the  ludían  had  been  so  intent  on  his  own  movements 
that  he  was  even  ignorant  that  his  enemy  was  in  the  wood.  His  only 
appreliension  was,  that  the  canoe  would  be  recovered  and  carried 
away  before  he  might  be  in  readiness  to  prevent  it.  He  had  sought 
the  cover  from  habit,  but  was  within  a few  feet  of  the  fringe  of 
bushes,  and  could  be  at  the  margin  of  the  forest,  in  readiness  to  fire, 
in  a moment.  The  distance  between  him  and  his  enemy  was  about 
fifty  yards,  and  the  trees  were  so  arranged  by  nature  that  the  line  of 
sight  was  not  interrupted,  except  by  the  particular  trees  behind 
which  each  party  stood. 

His  rifle  was  no  sooner  loaded  than  the  savage  glanced  around 
him,  and  advanced  ineautiously  as  regarded  the  real,  but  stealthily 
as  respected  the  fancied  position  of  his  enemy,  until  he  was  fairly 
exposed.  Then  Deerslayer  stepped  from  behind  his  own  eover,  and 
hailed  him. 

“ This-a-way,  red-skin  ; this-a-way,  if  you  *re  looking  for  me,"  he 
called  out.  “ I 'ni  young  in  war,  but  not  so  young  as  to  stand  on  an 
open  beach  to  be  shot  clown  like  an  owl,  by  daylight.  It  rests  on 
yourself  whether  it's  peace  or  war  atween  us  ; for  my  gifts  are  white 
gifts,  and  I 'ni  not  one  of  tliem  that  thinks  it  valiant  to  slay  human 
mortals,  singly,  in  the  woods." 

The  savage  was  a good  deal  startled  by  this  sudden  discovery  of 
the  danger  he  ran.  He  had  a little  knowledge  of  English,  however, 
and  caught  the  drift  of  the  other’s  meaning.  He  was  also  too  well 
schooled  to  betray  alarm,  but,  dropping  the  butt  of  his  rifle  to  the 
earth,  with  an  air  of  confidénce,  he  made  a gesture  of  lofty  courtesy. 
All  this  was  done  with  the  ease  and  self-possession  of  one  accustom- 
ed  to  consider  no  man  his  superior.  In  the  midst  of  this  consum- 
mate  acting,  however,  the  volcano  that  raged  within  caused  his  eyes 
to  glare,  and  his  nostrils  to  dilate,  like  those  of  some  wild  beast  that 
is  suddenly  prevented  from  taking  the  fatal  leap. 
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e<  Two  canoe,"  he  said,  in  tlie  deep  guttural  tones  of  his  race,  Hold- 
ing up  the  nuraber  of  íingers  he  mcntioncd,  by  way  of  preven  ting 
mistakes;  <c  one  for  yon — one  for  me." 

*fNo,  no,  Mingo,  that  will  never  do.  You  own  neither,  and 
neither  shall  you  llave,  as  long  as  I can  prcvcnt  it.  I know  it  ’s  war 
atween  your  neople  and  mine,  but  that  's  no  reason  why  human 
mortals  slioulu  slay  each  other,  like  savage  creatur’s  that  meet  in  the 
woods  ; go  your  way,  then,  and  leave  me  to  g o mine.  The  world  is 
large  enough  for  us  both  ; and  when  we  meet  fairly  in  battle,  why, 
the  Lord  will  order  the  fute  of  each  of  us." 

“ Good  ! " exclaimed  the  Indian ; “ my  brother  missionary — grcat 
talk  ; all  about  Manitou." 

cfNot  so  — not  so,  warrior.  I *m  not  good  enough  for  the  Mora- 
viaiis,  and  am  too  good  for  most  of  the  other  vagabonds  that  preach 
about  in  the  woods.  No,  no,  — I *m  only  a hunter,  as  yet,  though 
afore  the  peace  is  made,  'tislike  enough  there'll  be  occasion  to  strike 
a blow  at  sorae  of  your  people.  Still,  I wish  it  to  be  done  in  fair 
fight,  and  not  in  a quarrei  about  the  ownership  of  a miserable 
canoe." 

“ Good  ! My  brother  very  young  — but  he  very  wise.  Little 
warrior — great  talker.  Chief,  sometimos,  in  couneil." 

“ I don’t  know  this,  ñor  do  T say  it,  Indian,"  returned  Deerslayer, 
colouring  a little  at  the  ill-concealed  sarcasm  of  the  other's  manner ; 
<e  I look  forward  to  a life  in  the  woods,  and  I only  hope  it  may  be  a 
peaceablc  one.  All  young  raen  must  go  on  the  war-path,  when 
thcre  's  occasion,  but  war  isn’t  needfully  massacre.  1 've  seen  enough 
of  the  last  this  very  night  to  know  that  Providence  frowns  on  it ; 
and  I now  invite  you  to  go  your  own  way,  whilc  I go  mine ; and 
hope  that  we  may  part  fri’nds." 

“Good!  My  brother  has  two  scalp  — grey  hair  under  t*  other. 
Oíd  wisdom — young  tonguc." 

Ilere  the  savage  advanced  with  confidence,  his  hand  extended,  his 
face  smiling,  and  his  whole  bearing  denoting  amity  and  respeet. 
Deerslayer  met  his  oíTered  friendship  in  a proper  spirit,  and  they 
shook  hands  cordially,  each  endeavouring  to  assure  the  other  of  his 
sincerity  and  desire  to  be  at  peace. 

<f  All  llave  his  own,"  said  the  Indian  ; “ my  canoe,  mine  ; your 
canoe,  your'n.  Go  look  ; if  your’n,  you  keep  ; if  mine,  I keep." 

“ That  's  just,  red-skin  ; though  you  must  be  wrong  in  thinking 
the  canoe  your  property.  Ilowsever,  seein’  is  believin’,  and  we  'lí 
go  down  to  the  shore,  where  you  may  look  with  your  own  eyes;  for 
it  likety  you  Í1  objcct  to  trustin'  altogether  to  mine." 

The  Indian  uttered  his  favourite  exclamation  of  “ good ! " and 
then  they  walked  side  by  side  towards  the  shore.  There  was  no 
apparent  distrust  in  the  manner  of  either,  the  Indian  moving  in 
advnnce,  as  if  he  wished  to  show  his  companion  that  he  did  not  fear 
turning  his  back  to  him.  As  they  reached  the  open  ground  the  for- 
mer  pointed  towards  Deerslayer's  boat,  and  said  emphatically — 

“ No  mine  — pale-face  canoe.  This  red-man‘s.  No  want  other 
nian’s  canoe — want  his  own." 

“ You  're  wrong,  red-skin, — you  're  altogether  wrong.  This  canoe 
w'as  left  in  oíd  II utter's  keeping,  and  is  his'n  according  to  all  law, 
red  or  white,  till  its  owner  comes  to  claim  it.  Ilere ’s  the  seats  and 
the  stitching  of  the  bark  to  speak  for  themselves.  No  man  ever 
know'd  an  Indian  to  turn  ofTsuch  work." 
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“ Good  ! My  brother  little  oíd  — big  wisdom.  Iridian  no  make 
him.  White  man’s  work." 

fí  I 'm  glad  yon  think  so,  for  holding  out  to  the  contrary  might 
llave  made  ill  blood  atween  us  ; every  one  having  a vight  to  take 
possession  of  his  ovvn.  I *11  just  sliove  the  canoe  out  of  reack  of  dis- 
pute at  once,  as  the  quickest  way  of  settling  difficulties.” 

Wliile  Deerslayer  was  speaking  he  put  a foot  against  the  end  of 
tlie  light  boat,  and  giving  a vigoro  us  shove,  he  scnt  it  out  into  the 
lake  a hundred  feet  or  more,  where,  taking  the  true  current,  it 
would  necessarily  íloat  past  the  point,  and  be  in  no  further  danger 
of  coming  ashore.  The  savage  started  at  this  ready  and  deeided 
expedient,  and  his  companion  saw  that  he  cast  a hurried  and  fierce 
glance  at  his  own  canoe,  or  that  wliich  contained  the  paddles.  The 
change  of  manner,  however,  was  but  momentary,  and  then  the 
Iroquois  resumed  his  áir  of  friendliness,  and  a smile  of  satisfaction. 

“ Good ! 99  he  repeated,  with  stronger  emphasis  than  ever. 
<f  Young  liead,  oíd  mind.  Know  liow  to  settle  quarrel.  Farewell, 
brother.  lie  go  to  house  in  water  — muskrat  house  — Indian  go  to 
camp ; tell  chiefs  no  find  canoe.'* 

Deerslayer  was  not  sorry  to  hear  this  proposal,  for  lie  felt  anxious 
to  join  the  females,  and  he  took  the  offered  hand  of  the  Indian  very 
willingly.  The  parting  words  were  friendly  ; and,  while  tlie  red- 
man  walked  calmly  towards  the  wood,  with  the  rifle  in  the  liollow 
of  his  arm,  without  once  looking  back  in  uneasiness  or  distrust,  the 
white  man  moved  towards  the  remaining  canoe,  carrying  his  piece 
in  the  same  pacific  manner,  it  is  true,  but  keeping  his  eyes  fastened 
on  the  movements  of  the  other.  This  distrust,  however,  seemed  to 
be  altogether  unealled  for,  and,  as  if  ashamed  to  have  entertained  it, 
the  young  man  averted  his  look,  and  stepped  carelessly  up  to  his 
boat.  Here  he  began  to  push  the  canoe  from  the  shore,  and  to  make 
his  other  preparations  for  departing.  He  might  have  been  thus  em- 
ployed  a minute,  when,  happening  to  turn  his  face  towards  the  land, 
his  quick  and  certain  eye  told  liiiu  at  a glance  tlic  i m minen t jeo- 
pardy  in  which  his  life  was  placed.  The  black,  ferocious  eyes  ofthe 
savage  were  glancing  on  him,  like  those  of  the  crouching  tiger, 
through  a sinali  opcning  in  the  bushes,  and  the  muzzle  of  his  rifle 
seemed  al  ready  to  be  opening  in  a line  with  his  own  body. 

Then,  iudeed,  the  long  practico  of  Deerslayer  as  a hunter  did  him 
good  service.  Accustomed  to  fire  with  the  deer  on  the  bound,  and 
often  when  the  precise  position  of  the  animal's  body  had  in  a manner 
to  be  guessed  at,  he  used  the  same  expedienta  here.  To  cock  and 
poise  his  rifle  were  the  acts  of  a single  moment,  and  a single  motion  ; 
then,  aiming  almost  without  sighting,  he  fired  into  the  bushes  where 
he  knew  a body  ought  to  be,  in  order  to  sustain  the  appalling  eoun- 
tenance,  which  alone  was  visible.  There  was  not  time  to  raise  the 
piece  any  liigher,  or  to  take  a more  delibérate  aim.  So  rapid  were 
liis  movements,  that  both  parties  discharged  their  pieces  at  the  same 
instant,  the  concussions  mingling  in  one  report.  The  mountains, 
indeed,  gave  back  but  a single  echo.  Deerslayer  dropped  his  piece, 
and  stood,  witli  head  erect,  steady  as  one  of  the  pines  in  the  calm  of 
a J une  morning,  watcliing  the  result ; while  the  savage  gave  the  yell 
that  has  become  historical  for  its  appalling  influcnce,  leaped  through 
the  bushes,  and  carne  bound ing  across  the  open  ground,  flourishing 
a tomahawk.  Still  Deerslayer  moved  not,  but  stood  with  his  uu- 
loaded  rifle  fallen  against  his  shoulders,  while,  with  a hunter's  h abits. 
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his  hands  were  mechanically  feeling  for  the  powder-horn  and 
charger.  When  about  forty  feet  froui  his  eriemy,  the  savage  hurled 
his  keen  weapon  ; but  it  was  with  an  eye  so  vacant,  and  a hand  so 
unsteady  and  feeble,  that  tile  young  man  caught  it  by  the  handle  as 
it  was  flying  past  him.  At  that  instant  the  Inclian  staggcred,  and  fell 
his  whole  length  upon  the  ground. 

“ I know'd  it — I know’d  it  í " exclaimed  Deerslayer,  who  was  al- 
ready  preparing  to  forcé  a fresh  bullet  into  his  rifle  ; “ I know’d  it 
must  come  to  this  as  soon  as  I had  got  the  range  from  the  creatur’s 
eyes.  A man  sights  suddenly,  and  íircs  cjuick,  when  his  own  life  's 
in  danger ; yes,  I know’d  it  would  come  to  this.  I was  about  the 
hundredth  part  of  a second  too  cjuick  for  him,  or  it  might  have  been 
bad  for  me ! The  riptyle’s  bullet  has  just  grazed  my  side — but,  say 
what  you  will  for  or  again  ’em,  a red-skin  is  by  no  means  as  sartain 
with  powder  and  hall  as  a white  man.  Their  gifts  don’t  seem  to  lie 
that-a-way.  Even  Chingachgook,  great  as  he  is  in  other  matters, 
isn’t  downright  deadly  with  the  rifle. 

By  this  time  the  piece  was  reloaded,  and  Deerslayer,  after  tossing 
the  tomahawk  into  the  canoe,  advanced  to  his  victim,  and  stood  over 
him,  leaning  on  his  rifle  in  melancholy  attention.  It  was  the  íirst 
instance  in  which  he  had  seen  a man  fall  in  battle  — it  was  the  first 
fellow-creature  against  whom  he  had  ever  seriously  raised  his  own 
hand.  The  sensations  were  novel ; and  regret,  with  the  freshness  of 
our  better  feelings,  mingled  with  his  triumph.  The  Indian  was  not 
dead,  though  sliot  directly  through  the  body.  He  lay  on  his  back 
motionless,  but  his  eyes,  now  full  of  consciousness,  watched  each 
action  of  hisvictor — as  the  fallen  bird  regareis  the  fowler — jealous  of 
every  movement.  The  man  probably  expected  the  fatal  blow  which 
was  to  precede  the  loss  of  his  scalp ; or,  perhaps  he  anticipated  that 
this  latter  act  of  cruelty  would  precede  his  death.  Deerslayer  read 
his  thoughts ; and  he  found  a melancholy  satisfaction  in  relieving 
the  apprehensions  of  the  helpless  savage. 

“ No,  no,  red-skin,"  lie  said ; “ you  Ve  nothing  more  to  fear  from 
me.  I am  of  a Christian  stock,  and  scalping  is  not  of  my  gifts.  I '11 
just  make  sartain  of  y our  rifle,  and  tlien  come  back  and  do  you  what 
sarvice  I can.  Though  here  I can’t  stay  much  longer,  as  the  crack 
of  three  rifles  will  be  apt  to  bring  some  of  your  devils  down  upon 
me." 

The  cióse  of  this  was  said  in  a sort  of  a soliloquy,  as  the  young 
man  went  in  quest  of  the  fallen  rifle.  The  piece  was  found  where 
its  owner  had  droppcd  it,  and  was  immcdiately  put  into  the  canoe. 
Laying  his  own  rifle  at  its  side,  Deerslayer  then  returned,  and  stood 
over  the  Indian  again. 

“ All  inmity  atween  you  and  me  's  at  an  ind,  red-skin,"  he  said ; 
“ and  you  may  set  your  heart  at  rest  on  the  score  of  the  scalp,  or  any 
further  injury.  My  gifts  are  white,  as  I Ve  told  you ; and  I hope 
my  conduct  w ill  be  white  also  ! ” 

Could  looks  have  conveyed  all  tliey  meant,  it  is  probable  Deer- 
slayer’s  innocent  vanity,  on  the  subject  of  colour,  would  have  been 
rebuked  a little ; but  he  comprehended  the  gratitude  that  was  ex - 
pressed  in  the  eyes  of  the  dying  savage,  without  in  the  least  detect- 
íng  tlic  bitter  sarcasm  that  struggled  with  the  better  feeling. 

“ Water  ! 99  ejaculated  the  thirsty  and  unfortunate  creature  ; “ give 
poor  Indian  water." 
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“ Ay,  water  you  sliall  llave,  if  you  drink  tlie  lake  dry.  I '11  just 
carry  you  down  to  it,  that  you  may  take  your  fill.  This  is  the  way, 
they  tell  me,  witli  all  wounded  people — water  is  tlieir  greatest  com- 
fort and  delight.” 

So  saying,  Deerslayer  r ai  sed  the  Indian  in  his  arms,  and  carried 
liim  to  the  lake.  Here  he  first  helped  him  to  take  an  attitude  iu 
which  he  could  appease  his  burning  thirst ; after  which  he  seated 
himself  ou  a stone,  and  took  the  liead  qf  his  wounded  adversary  in 
his  own  lap,  and  endeavoured  to  soothe  his  anguish  in  the  best  mati- 
ner  he  could. 

<e  It  would  be  sinful  ñn  me  to  tell  you  your  time  liadn’t  come, 
warrior,”  he  commenced,  ff  and  therefore  l'll  not  say  it.  You 've 
passed  the  middle  age  already,  and,  considerin*  the  sort  of  lives  ye 
lead,  your  days  have  been  pretty  well  filled.  The  principal  thing, 
now,  is  to  look  forward  to  what  comes  next.  Neither  red-skin  ñor 
pale-face,  on  the  w lióle,  calculates  much  on  sleepin'  for  ever ; but 
botli  expect  to  live  in  another  world.  Each  has  his  gifts,  and  will 
be  judged  by  'em,  and  I suppose  you 've  thought  tliese  mattcrs  over 
enouffh  not  to  stand  in  need  of  sarmons  when  the  trial  comes. 
You '11  fínd  your  happy  hunting-grounds,  if  you ’ve  been  a just  In- 
dian  ; if  an  un  just,  you '11  meet  your  dcsarts  in  another  way.  I 've 
my  own  idees  about  these  things ; but  you  ’re  too  oíd  and  ex- 
per'enced  to  need  any  explanations  from  one  as  young  as  I." 

“ Good  ! " ejaculated  the  Indian,  whose  voice  retained  its  depth 
even  as  life  ebbed  away  ; “ young  head — oíd  wisdom  ! ” 

“ It  's  sometimcs  a consolation  when  the  ind  comes  to  know  that 
tliem  we've  harmed,  or  tric.d  to  harm,  forgive  us.  I suppose  natur’ 
seeks  this  relief,  by  way  of  getting  a pardon  on  'arth ; as  we  never 
can  know  whether  lie  pardon s,  who  is  all  in  all,  till  judgment  itself 
comes.  Now,  as  for  myself,  I overlook  altogether  your  designa  ag’in 
my  life ; first,  because  no  harm  carne  of  'em ; next,  because  it  *s 
your  gifts,  and  natur',  and  trainin’,  and  I ought  not  to  have  trusted 
you  at  all ; and,  finally  and  chiefiy,  because  I can  bear  no  ill-will 
to  a dying  man,  whether  Heathen  or  Christian.  So  put  your  heart 
at  ease,  so  far  as  I 'm  consarned  ; you  know  best  what  other  mat- 
ters  ought  to  trouble  you,  or  what  ought  to  give  you  satisfaction  in 
so  trying  a moment." 

It  is  probable  that  the  Indian  liad  some  of  the  fearful  glimpses  of 
the  unknown  State  of  being  which  God  in  mercy  seetus  at  times  to 
afford  to  all  the  human  race ; but  they  were  necessarily  in  conform- 
ity  witli  his  habits  and  prejudices.  Like  most  of  his  people,  and 
like  too  many  of  our  own,  lie  thought  more  of  dying  in  u way  to  gain 
applause  among  those  he  left,  than  to  secure  a better  State  of  exist- 
ence  here  after.  While  Deerslayer  was  speaking,  his  mind  was  a 
little  bewildered,  thougli  he  felt  that  the  intention  was  good ; and 
when  he  liad  done,  a regret  passed  over  his  spirit  that  none  of  his 
own  tribe  were  present  to  witness  his  stoicism  under  extreme  bodily 
suffering,  and  the  íirmness  with  which  he  met  his  end.  With  the 
higli,  innate  courtesy  that  so  often  distinguishes  the  Indian  warrior, 
before  he  becomes  corrupted  by  too  much  intercourse  with  the  worst 
class  of  the  white  men,  he  endeavoured  to  express  his  tliankfulness 
for  the  other's  good  intention s,  and  to  let  him  understand  that  they 
■were  appreciated. 

“ Good  ! ’*  he  repeated,  for  tliis  was  an  Englisli  word  mucli  used 

vol.  x.  u 
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by  the  savages — cr  good — young  hcad  ; young  hcart,  too.  Oltl  heart 
tough  ; no  shed  tear.  Hear  Indian  wlien  he  die,  and  no  want  to  lie 
— what  he  cali  him  ? ” 

“ Deerslayer  is  the  ñame  I bear  now,  though  the  Delawares  have 
said  tliat  when  I get  back  from  this  war-path  I shall  have  a more 
manly  title,  provided  I can  *arn  one.” 

“That  good  namefor  boy — poor  ñame  for  warrior.  lie  get  better 
quick.  No  fear  there” — the  savage  liad  strength  sufficient  under 
the  strong  excitement  he  felt,  to  raise  a hand,  and  tap  the  young 
man  on  his  breast — “ eye  sartain — finger  lightning  — aim,  death  — 
great  warrior,  soon.  No  Deerslayer  — Hawkeye  — Hawkeye  — 
Hawkeye.  Shake  hand.” 

Deerslayer — or  Hawkeye,  as  the  youth  was  then  first  named,  for 
in  after  years  he  bore  the  appellation  throughout  all  that  región  — 
Deerslayer  took  the  hand  of  the  savage,  wliose  last  breath  was  drawn 
in  that  attitude,  gazing  in  admiration  ut  the  countenance  of  a 
stranger,  who  liad  shown  so  much  readiness,  skill,  and  firmness,  in 
a scene  that  was  equally  trying  and  novel.  Wlicn  the  reader  re- 
members  itis  the  highest  gratificaron  an  Indian  can  receive  to  see 
his  enemy  betray  weakness,  he  will  be  better  able  to  appreciatc 
the  conduct  wliich  had  extorted  so  great  a concession,  at  such  a mo- 
ment. 

“ His  spirit  has  fled  ! **  said  Deerslayer,  in  a suppressed,  melan- 
choly  voice.  u Ah  's  me  !— Well,  to  this  we  must  all  come,  sooner 
or  later ; and  he  is  happiest,  let  his  skin  be  of  what  colour  it  may, 
who  is  best  fitted  to  meet  it.  Here  lies  the  body  of,  no  doubt,  a 
brave  warrior,  and  the  soul  is  already  flying  towards  its  heaven,  or 
hell,  whcther  that  be  a happy  liunting-ground,  or  a place  scant  of 
game ; regions  of  glory,  according  to  Moravian  doctrine,  or  llames 
of  fire  ! So  it  happens,  too,  as  regards  other  matters  ! Here  have 
oíd  Hutter  and  Hurry  Harry  got  themselves  into  difficulty,  if  they 
haven’t  got  themselves  into  torment  and  death,  and  all  for  a bounty 
that  luck  offers  to  me  in  what  many  would  think  a lawful  and  suit- 
able  manner.  But  not  a farthing  of  such  money  shall  cross  ray 
hand.  White  I was  born,  and  white  will  I die  ; clinging  to  colour 
to  the  last,  even  though  the  King’s  Majesty,  his  governors,  and  all 
his  councils,  both  at  home  and  in  the  colonies,  forget  from  what 
they  come,  and  where  they  hope  to  go,  and  all  for  a little  advantage 
in  warfare.  No — no,  warrior ; hand  of  mine  shall  never  molcst 

your  scalp,  and  so  your  soul  may  rest  in  peace  on  the  p'int  of 
inaking  a decent  appearance,  when  the  body  comes  to  join  it,  in 
your  own  laúd  of  spirits. 

Deerslayer  aróse  as  soon  as  he  had  spoken.  Then  lie  placed  the 
body  of  the  dead  man  in  a sitting  posture,  with  its  back  against  the 
little  rock,  taking  the  necessary  care  to  prevent  it  from  falling,  or  in 
any  way  settling  into  an  atti tilde  that  might  be  though t unseemly 
by  the  sensitivo,  though  wild  notions  of  a savage.  When  this  duty 
was  performed,  the  young  man  stood  gazing  at  the  grim  counte- 
nance of  his  fallen  foe  in  a sort  of  melancholy  abstraction.  As  was 
his  practice,  however,  a habit  gained  by  living  so  much  alone  in  the 
forest,  he  then  began  again  to  give  utterance  to  his  thoughts  and 
feelings  aloud. 

“ I didift  wish  your  life,  red-skin,"  he  said,  “ but  yon  left  me  no 
choice  atween  killing,  or  being  killed.  Eacli  party  actcd  according 
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to  his  gifts,  I suppose,  and  blame  can  light  on  neither.  You  were 
treacherous,  according  to  your  natur*  in  war,  and  I was  a little  over- 
sightful,  as  I 'm  apt  to  be  in  trusting  others.  Well,  this  is  my  first 
battle  witb  a human  mortal,  though  it  \s  not  likely  to  be  the  last.  I 
llave  fou’t  most  of  the  creatur's  of  the  forest,  such  as  bears,  wolves, 
painters  and  catamounts,  but  this  is  the  beginning  with  the  red- 
skins.  If  I was  Indian  born,  now,  I might  tell  of  this,  or  carry  in 
the  scalp,  and  boast  of  the  explote  afore  the  whole  tribe  \ or,  if  my 
inimy  liad  only  bcen  even  a bear,  't  would  have  been  nat’ral  and  pro- 
per to  let  everybody  know  what  had  happened;  but  I don't  well  see 
how  I *m  to  let  even  Chingachgook  into  this  secret,  so  long  as  it  can 
be  done  only  by  boasting  with  a white  tongue.  And  why  sliould  I 
wish  to  boast  of  it,  after  all  ? It  *s  slaying  a human  creatur\  al  though 
he  was  a savage ; and  how  do  I know  that  he  was  a just  Indian  ; and 
that  he  has  not  been  taken  away  suddenly  to  anything  but  happy 
hunting-grouiuls.  When  it  ’s  onsartain  whether  good  or  evil  has 
been  done,  the  wisest  way  is  not  to  be  boastful — still,  I should  like 
Chingachgook  to  know  that  I haveift  discredited  the  Delawares,  or 
my  training.” 

Part  of  this  was  uttered  aloud,  while  part  was  merely  muttered 
between  the  speakeres  teeth ; his  more  confident  opinions  enjoying 
the  first  advantage,  while  his  doubts  were  expressed  in  the  latter 
mude.  Soliloquy  and  reflection  received  a startling  interruption, 
however,  by  the  suddcn  appearance  of  a second  Indian  on  the  lake 
shore,  a few  hundred  yards  from  the  point.  This  man,  evidently 
another  scout,  who  had  probably  been  drawn  to  the  place  by  the  rc- 
ports  of  tlie  rifles,  broke  out  of  the  forest  with  so  little  caution,  that 
Dcerslayer  caught  a view  of  his  person  before  he  was  himself  disco- 
vered.  When  the  latter  event  did  occur,  as  was  the  case  a moment 
later,  the  savage  gave  a loud  yell,  which  was  answered  by  a dozen 
voices  from  different  parts  of  the  mountain-side.  Tliere  was  no 
longer  any  time  for  delay,  and  in  another  minute  the  boat  was  quit- 
ting  the  shore  under  long  and  stead^  sweeps  of  the  paddle. 

As  soon  as  Dcerslayer  believed  himself  to  be  at  a safe  distance,  he 
ceased  his  eflforts,  permitting  the  little  bark  to  drift,  while  he 
leisurely  took  a survey  of  the  State  of  things.  The  canoe  first  sent 
adrift  was  floating  before  the  air,  quite  a quarter  of  a mile  above 
him,  and  a little  nearer  to  the  shore  than  he  wished,  now  that  he 
knew  more  of  the  savages  were  near  at  liand.  The  canoe  slioved 
from  the  point  was  within  a few  yards  of  him,  he  having  directed 
his  own  course  towards  it  on  quitting  the  land.  The  dead  Indian 
lay  in  grim  quiet  where  lie  had  lcfl  him,  the  warrior  who  hadshown 
himself  from  the  forest  had  already  vanished,  and  the  woods  them- 
selves  were  as  silent,  and  seemingly  as  deserted,  as  the  day  they 
carne  fresh  from  the  hands  of  their  great  Creator.  This  profound 
stillucss,  however,  lasted  but  a moment.  When  time  had  been  given 
to  the  scouts  of  the  enemy  to  reconnoitre,  they  burst  out  of  the 
thicket  upon  the  naked  point,  filling  the  air  with  yells  of  fury  at 
discovering  the  deatli  of  their  companion.  These  cries  were  imme- 
diately  succeeded  by  shouts  of  delight  when  they  reached  the  body, 
and  elustered  eagerly  around  it.  Deerslayer  was  a sufficient  adept 
in  the  usages  of  the  natives  to  understand  the  reason  of  the  change. 
The  yell  was  the  customary  lamentation  at  the  loss  of  a warrior,  the 
shout  a sign  of  rejoicing  that  the  conqueror  had  not  been  able  to 
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secare  the  scalp ; tlic  trophy  without  which  a victory  was  never 
considered  complete.  The  diétance  at  which  the  canoes  lay  proba- 
bly  prevented  any  attempts  to  injure  the  conqueror ; the  American 
Indian,  like  the  panther  oF  his  own  woods,  seldom  making  any  effort 
against  his  foe,  unless  tolerably  certain  it  is  under  circumstances 
that  may  be  expected  to  prove  efFective. 

As  the  young  man  liad  no  longer  any  motive  to  remain  near  the 
point,  he  prepared  to  collect  his  canoes,  in  order  to  tow  them  oíF  to 
the  castle.  That  nearest  was  soon  in  tow,  when  he  proceeded  in 
quest  of  the  other,  which  was  all  this  time  fioating  up  the  lake.  The 
eye  of  Deerslayer  was  no  sooner  Fastened  on  this  last  boat  than  it  struck 
him  that  it  was  nearer  to  the  shore  than  it  would  have  been  had  it 
merely  Followed  the  course  of  the  gentle  current  oF air.  He  began  to 
suspect  the  influence  oF  some  unseen  current  in  the  water,  and  he 
quickened  his  exertions,  in  order  to  regain  possession  oF  it  before  it 
could  driFt  into  a dangerous  proximity  to  the  woods.  On  getting 
nearer,  he  thoaght  that  the  canoe  had  a perceptible  motion  through 
the  water,  and  as  it  lay  broadside  to  the  air,  that  this  motion  was 
taking  it  towards  the  land.  A Few  vigorous  strokes  oF  the  paddle 
carried  him  still  nearer,  when  the  mystery  was  explained.  Some- 
tliing  was  evidently  in  motion  on  the  off-side  oF  the  canoe,  or  that 
which  was  Furthest  From  hiuisclF,  and  eloser  scrutiny  showed  that  it 
was  a naked  human  arm.  An  Indian  was  lying  in  the  bottom  oF 
the  canoe,  and  was  propelling  it  slowly  but  eertainly  to  the  shore, 
using  his  hand  as  a paddle.  Deerslayer  understood  the  whole  arti- 
íice  at  a glance.  A savage  had  swum  off  to  the  boat  wliile  he  was 
occupied  with  his  enemy  on  the  point,  got  possession,  and  was  using 
these  means  to  urge  it  to  the  shore. 

Satisfied  that  the  man  in  the  canoe  could  have  no  arms,  Deerslayer 
did  not  hesitate  to  dash  cióse  alongside  oF  the  retiring  boat,  without 
deeming  it  necessary  to  raise  his  own  rifle.  As  soon  as  the  wash  oF 
the  water  which  he  xnade  in  approaching  became  audible  to  the 
prostrate  savage,  the  latter  sprang  to  his  Feet,  and  uttered  an  excla- 
mation  that  proved  how  completely  he  was  taken  by  surprise. 

“ IF  you  've  enj'yed  yourselF  enough  in  that  canoe,  red-skin,” 
Deerslayer  coolly  observed,  stopping  his  own  career  in  sufficient 
time  to  preven t an  absolute  collision  between  the  two  boats. — “if 
you  've  enj'yed  yourselF  enough  in  that  canoe,  yon  '11  do  a prudent 
act  by  taking  to  the  lake  ag'in.  I 'm  reasonable  in  these  matters, 
and  don't  crave  your  blood,  though  there  's  them  about  that  would 
look  upon  you  more  as  a due-bill  For  the  bounty,  than  a human 
mortal.  Take  to  the  lake,  this  minute,  afore  we  get  to  hot  words.” 

The  savage  was  une  oF  tliosc  who  did  not  understand  a word  oF 
English,  and  he  was  indebted  to  the  gestures  oF  Deerslayer,  and  to 
the  expression  of  an  eye  that  did  not  often  deceive,  for  an  imperfcct 
comprehension  of  his  meaning.  Perhaps,  too,  the  sight  of  the  rifle 
that  lay  so  near  the  hand  of  the  white  man  quickened  his  decisión. 
At  all  events,  he  crouclied  like  a tiger  about  to  take  his  leap,  uttered 
a yell,  and  the  next  instant  his  naked  body  had  disappeared  in  the 
water.  When  he  rose  to  take  breath,  it  was  at  the  distance  of  seve- 
ral  yards  from  the  canoe,  and  the  hasty  glance  he  threw  behiiul  him 
denoted  how  much  he  feared  the  arrival  of  a fatal  messenger  From 
the  rifle  of  his  Foe.  But  the  voung  man  made  no  indication  of  any 
hostile  intention.  Deliberately  securing  the  canoe  to  the  others,  he 
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began  to  paddle  from  the  shore ; and  by  the  time  the  Indian  reached 
the  land,  and  had  shaken  himself,  like  a spaniel  on  quitting  the 
water,  his  dreaded  enemy  was  already  beyond  rifle-shot  on  his  way 
to  the  castle.  As  was  so  much  his  practice,  Deerslayer  did  not  fail 
to  soliloquize  on  what  had  just  oceurred  while  steadily  pursuing  his 
course  towards  the  point  oí’  destín ation. 

“ Well — well,”  he  commenced,  Cí  ’t  would  have  been  wrong  to  kill 
a human  mortal  without  an  objeet.  Scalps  are  oí'  no  aceount  with 
me,  and  life  is  sweet,  and  ought  not  to  be  taken  marcilessly  by  tliem 
that  have  white  gifts.  The  savage  was  a Mingo,  it  s true ; and  I 
make  no  doubt  he  is,  and  will  be  as  long  as  he  lives,  a ra'al  riptyle 
and  vagabondj  but  that ’s  no  reason  I should  forget  my  gifts  and 
colour.  No,  no  — let  him  go;  if  ever  we  meet  ag'in,  rifle  in  hand, 
why  then  ’twill  be  seen  which  has  the  stoutest  heart  and  the 
quickest  eye.  — Hawkeye  ! That  's  not  a bad  ñame  for  a warrior  ; 
sounding  much  more  manful  and  valiant  thnn  Deerslayer ! 
*T  wouldn't  be  a bad  title  to  begin  with,  and  it  has  been  fairly 
'arncd.  If  'twas  Chingachgook,  now,  he  might  go  hoine  and  boast 
of  his  deeds,  and  the  chiefs  would  ñame  him  Hawkeye  in  a minute; 
but  it  don't  become  white  blood  to  brag,  and  ’tisn’t  easy  to  see  how 
the  matter  can  be  known,  unless  I do.  Well  — well  ; everything  is 
in  the  hands  of  Providence;  this  affair  as  well  as  another;  I '11  trust 
to  that  for  getting  my  desarts  in  all  tliings." 

Having  thus  betrayed  what  might  be  termed  his  weak  spot,  the 
young  man  continued  to  paddle  in  silence,  making  his  way  diligent- 
ly,  and  as  fast  as  his  tows  would  allow  him,  towards  the  castle.  By 
this  time  the  sun  had  not  only  risen,  but  it  had  appeared  ovcr  the 
eastern  mountains,  and  was  sliedding  a flood  of  glorious  light  on  this 
as  yet  unchristened  sheet  of  water.  The  whole  scene  was  radiant 
with  beauty  ; and  no  one  unaccustomed  to  the  ordinary  history  of 
the  woods  would  fancy  it  had  so  lately  witnessed  incidents  so  ruth- 
less  and  barbarous.  As  he  approached  the  building  of  oíd  Hutter, 
Deerslayer  thought,  or  ratheryi*#,  that  its  appearance  wras  in  singu- 
lar harmony  with  all  the  rest  of  the  scene,  Although  nothing  had 
been  consulted  but  strength  and  security,  the  rude  massive  logs, 
covered  with  thcir  rough  bark,  the  projeeting  roof,  and  the  form, 
would  contribute  to  render  the  building  picturesque  in  almost  any 
situation,  while  its  actual  position  added  novelty  and  piquancy  to  its 
other  points  of  interest. 

When  Deerslayer  drew  nearer  to  the  castle,  how’ever,  objects  of 
interest  presented  themselves  that  at  once  eclipsed  any  beauties  that 
might  have  distinguished  the  scenery  of  the  lake,  and  the  site  of  the 
singular  edifice.  Judith  and  Iietty  stood  on  the  platform,  beforc  the 
door,  Ilurry's  yard-door,  awaiting  his  approach  with  manifest 
anxiety ; the  former  from  time  to  time  taking  a survey  of  his  person 
and  of  the  canoes  through  the  oíd  ship's  spy-glass.  Never  probably 
did  this  girl  seem  more  brilliantly  beautiful  than  at  that  moment ; 
the  flush  of  anxiety  and  alarm  incrcasing  her  colour  to  its  richest 
tints,  while  the  softncss  of  her  eyes,  a charm  that  even  poor  Iietty 
shared  with  her,  was  deepened  by  intense  concern.  Sucli,  at  least, 
without  pausing,  or  pretending  to  analyse  motives,  or  to  draw  any 
other  very  nice  distinctions  betw'een  cause  and  eflcct,  were  the  opi- 
nions  of  the  young  man  as  his  canoes  reached  the  side  of  the  ark, 
wherc  he  carelully  fastened  all  threc  beforc  he  put  his  foot  on  the 
platform. 
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THE  SMUGGLER’S  LEAP. 


A TALE  OF  TÍIANET. 


BY  TIIOMAS  INCOLDSBY,  ESQ. 


« Near  tliís  hamlet  (Acol)  is  a long-disused  chalk-pit  of  formidable  depth,  known 
by  tbe  ñame  of  u The  Smuggler’s  Leap.”  The  trudition  of  tke  parish  runs,  that 
a riding-oflicer  from  Sandwich,  called  Anthony  Gilí,  lost  his  life  here  in  tlie  early 
part  of  the  present  (last)  century,  while  in  pursuit  of  a snuiggler.  A fog  coming 
on,  both  parties  went  over  the  precipice.  The  smuggler’s  honse  only , it  is  said, 
was  found  crushed  beneath  its  rider.  The  spot  hus,  of  cmirse,  been  haunted  ever 
since.1* 

Seo  €t  Snpjilcfjuml  to  Letm&'s  Jlistory  of  Thanet , by  the  Tlcv.  Samuel  Peyye , 
A.M.  Vicar  of  Godmersham.”  IV.  Bristow , Cantcrbury , 179(i.jp*  127. 

The  fire-flash  shines  írom  Reculver  clifF, 

And  the  answering  light  burns  blue  in  tbe  skiíf, 

And  there  tbey  stand, 

That  smuggling  band, 

Somc  in  tbe  water,  and  some  on  tbe  sand, 

Ready  those  contraband  goods  to  land ; 

Tbe  night  is  dark,  tbey  are  silent  and  still, 

— At  the  liead  of  tbe  party  is  Smuggler  Bill  I 

“ Now  lower  away  ! come,  lower  away  ! 

We  must  be  far  ere  the  dawn  of  the  day. 

If  Exciseman  Gilí  should  get  scent  of  tbe  prey, 

And  should  come,  and  should  catch  us  here,  what  would  be  say  ? 
Come,  lower  away,  lads — once  on  tbe  liill, 

We  ’ll  laugh,  lio  ! lio  ! at  Exciseman  Gilí  !” 

The  cargo  ’s  lower’d  from  tbe  dark  skifT s side. 

And  the  tow-luic  drags  the  tubs  through  tbe  tide, 

No  trick  ñor  llam, 

But  your  real  Scbiedam. 

“ Now  mount,  my  merry  men,  mount  and  ride  I >f 
Tbree  on  tbe  crupper,  and  one  before, 

And  tbe  led-horse  laden  witli  five  tubs  more  ; 

But  tbe  rich  point-lace, 

In  tbe  oil-skin  case 
Of  proof  to  guard  its  contents  from  ill, 

Tbe  11  prime  of  tbe  swag,n  is  witli  Smuggler  Bill ! 

Merrily  now,  in  a goodly  row, 

Away,  and  away,  those  Smugglers  go, 

And  they  laugh  at  Exciseman  Gilí,  ho  I ho  ! 

When  out  from  the  turn 
Of  tbe  road  to  Herne, 

Comes  Gilí,  wide  awakc  to  tbe  wliolc  concern ! 

Exciseman  Gil!,  in  all  his  pride, 

With  bis  Custom-house  otíicers  all  at  his  side  ! 


THE  smuggler’s  leap.  287 

They  wcre  all  Custom-house  officers  then ; 

There  were  no  such  things  as  Preventive  men. 

Sativo  qui  peal ! 

That  lawless  crew, 

Away,  and  away,  and  away  they  flew  ! 

Sonic  dropping  one  tub,  some  dropping  two, 

Some  gallop  this  way,  and  some  gallop  tliat, 

Through  Fordwich  Level — o'er  Sandwich  Fiat, 

Some  fly  that  way,  and  some  fly  this, 

Likc  a covey  of  birds  when  the  sportsmen  miss, 

Tlicsc  in  their  hurry 
Make  í'or  Sturry, 

With  Custom-house  officers  cióse  in  their  rear, 

Down  Rushbourne  Lañe,  and  so  by  Westbere, 

Ncver  stoppiug, 

But  shooting  and  popping, 

And  many  a Custom-house  bullet  goes  slap 
Through  many  a three-gallon  tub  like  a tap, 

And  the  gin  spirts  out, 

And  squirts  all  about, 

And  many  a heart  grew  sad  that  day 

That  so  much  good  liquor  was  so  thrown  away. 

Some,  on  the  other  hand,  seek  Grove  Ferry, 

Spurring  and  whipping  like  madmen — very — 

For  the  lifc  ! for  the  hfe  ! they  riele  ! they  rtde  ! 

And  the  Custom-house  ofiieers  all  divide, 

And  they  gallop  on  affcer  them  far  and  wide  ! 

All,  all,  save  one — Exciseman  Gilí, — 

He  stieks  to  the  skirts  of  Smuggler  Dill  ! 

Smuggler  Bill  is  six  feet  high, 

He  has  eurling  loeks,  and  a roving  eye. 

He  has  a tonguc,  and  he  has  a smile 
Train’d  the  female  heart  to  beguile, 

And  there  is  not  a farmer's  wife  in  the  Isle, 

From  St.  Nicliolas,  quite 
To  the  Foreland  Light, 

But  that  eye,  and  that  tongue,  and  that  smile  will  vvheedle  her 
To  lmve  done  with  the  Grocer,  and  make  him  her  Tea-dealer ; 
There  is  not  a farmer  there  but  he  still 
Buys  his  gin  and  tobáceo  from  Smuggler  Bill. 

Smuggler  Bill  rides  gallant  and  gay 
On  his  dapple-grey  mare,  away  and  away, 

And  he  pats  her  neck,  and  he  seems  to  say, 

“ Follow  who  will,  ride  after  who  may, 

In  sootli  he  liad  need 
Fodder  his  steed, 

In  lieu  of  Lent  corn,  with  a Quicksilver  feed  ; 

Ñor  oats,  ñor  beans,  ñor  the  best.  of  oíd  hay, 

Will  make  him  a match  for  my  own  dapple-grey ! 
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lio  ! ho ! — ho  ! ho  I”  says  Smuggler  Bill — 

He  draws  out  a flask,  and  lie  sips  his  fill, 

And  he  laughs  “ Ho  ! ho  ! ” at  Exciseman  Gilí. 

Down  Chistlett  Lañe  so  frec  and  so  flcct 
Rides  Smuggler  Bill,  and  away  to  Up-street; 

Sarre  Bridge  is  won — 

Bill  thinks  it  fun ; 

i(  Ho  ! ho  ! the  oíd  tub-gauging  son  of  a gun — 

His  wind  will  be  thick,  and  his  brecks  be  tliin> 

Ere  a race  like  this  he  may  hope  to  win  í" 

Away, .away 

Goes  the  fleet  dapple-grey, 

Fresh  as  the  breeze,  and  free  as  the  wind, 

And  Exciseman  Gilí  lags  far  behind. 
u / wuuld  ffivc  my  soul,"  quoth  Exciseman  Gilí, 

“ For  a nag  that  would  catch  that  Smuggler  Bill  ! — 

No  matter  for  hlood,  no  matter  for  bone, 

No  matter  for  colour,  bay,  brown,  or  roan, 

So  I liad  but  one  ! ” — 

A voice  cried  “ Done  ! ” — 
li  Aye,  dun,”  said  Exciseman  Gilí,  and  he  spied 
A Custom-house  officer  cióse  by  his  side, 

On  a high-trotting  horse  with  a dun-colour’d  hide» 

“ Devil  íake  me”  again  quoth  Exciseman  Gilí, 

“ JLf  I had  but  that  horse,  1 ’d  llave  Smuggler  Bill  1 ” 

From  his  using  sucli  shocking  expressions,  it  ’s  plain 
That  Exciseman  Gilí  was  rather  profane. 

He  was,  it  is  truc, 

Worse  than  a Jew, 

A sad  oíd  scoundrel  as  ever  you  knew, 

And  lie  rodé  in  his  stirrups  sixteen  stone  two. 

He  ’d  just  utter’d  the  words  which  I *ve  mention’d  to  you, 
Wlien  his  horse,  coming  slap  on  his  knees  with  him,  threw 
Ilim  head  over  hcels,  and  away  he  flew. 

And  Exciseman  Gilí  was  bruised  black  and  blue  ; 

And  when  he  aróse 
His  hands  and  his  clothes 

Wcre  as  fíltliy  as  could  be, — he  'd  pitch’d  on  his  nose, 

And  roird  over  and  over  again  in  the  mud, 

And  his  nose  and  his  chin  were  all  covered  with  blood  ; 

Yet  he  scream’d  with  passion,  u I ’d  rather  grill 
Than  not  come  up  with  that  Smuggler  Bill  1” 

“ Mount!  Mount ! ” quoth  the  Custom-house  olliccr,  u get 
On  the  back  of  my  dun,  you  ’ll  bother  him  yet. 

You  ’re  words  are  plain,  though  they  ’re  somewhat  rougli, 

1 Done  and  Done  ’ between  gentlemen  ’s  always  enougli ! — 
I ’ll  lend  you  a lift — there — you  ’re  up  on  him — so, — 

He  ’s  a ruin  one  to  look  at — a devil  to  yo  ! ” 

Exciseman  Gilí 
Dash’d  up  the  liill, 
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And  uiark'd  not,  so  eager  was  he  in  pursuit, 

That  queer  Custom-house  officer’s  queer-looking  boot, 

Smuggler  Bill  rides  on  amain, 

He  slacks  not  girtli  and  lie  draws  not  rein, 

Yet  the  dapple-grey  mare  bounds  011  in  vain, 

For  ncarer  now — and  he  hears  it  plain — 

Sounds  the  tramp  of  a horse — “ ’Tis  the  Gauger  again  ! ” 
Smuggler  Bill 
Dashes  round  by  the  mili 
That  stands  near  the  roacl  upon  Monkton  Hill, — 

“ Now  speed, — now  speed, 

My  dapple-grey  steed, 

Thou  ever,  my  dapple,  wert  good  at  need  I 
O’er  Monkton  Mead  and  through  Minster  Level 
VVe'll  bafHe  him  yet,  be  he  gauger  or  devil  ! 

For  Manston  Cave,  away ! away ! 

Now  speed  tliec,  now  speed  thee,  my  good  dapple-grey  ! 
It  símil  nevcr  be  said  that  Smuggler  Bill 
Was  run  down  like  a liare  by  Exciseman  Gilí  !” 

Manston  Cave  was  BilTs  abode  ; 

A mile  to  the  north  of  the  Ramsgate  road, 

(Of  late  tliey  say 
It's  been  taken  away, — 

That  is,  levelfd  and  filled  up  with  chalk  and  clay, 

By  a gentleman  there  of  the  ñame  of  Day,) 

Thither  he  urges  his  good  dapple-grey  ; 

And  the  dapple-grey  steed, 

Still  good  at  need, 

Though  her  chest  it  pants,  and  her  flanks  tliey  bleed, 

Dashes  along  at  the  top  of  her  speed ; 

But  nearer  and  nearer  Exciseman  Gilí 

Cries  “ Yield  thee  ! now  yield  thee,  tliou  Smuggler  Bill  ! ” 

Smuggler  Bill,  he  looks  behind, 

And  he  secs  a dun  horse  come  swift  as  the  wind, 

And  his  nostrils  smoke,  and  his  eyes  they  blaze 
Like  a couple  of  lamps  on  a yellow  post-chaise  ! 

Evcry  shoe  he  has  got 
Appears  red-hot, 

And  sparks  round  his  ears  snap,  crackle,  and  play. 

And  his  tail  cocks  up  in  a very  odd  way, 

Every  hair  in  his  mane  seems  a porcupine’s  quill, 

And  there  on  his  back  sits  Exciseman  Gilí, 

Crying  “ Yield  thee  ! now  yield  thee,  thou  Smuggler  Bill  1” 

Smuggler  Bill,  from  his  holster  drew 
A large  horse  pistol,  of  which  he  had  two, 

Made  by  Nock; 

He  pullcl  back  the  cock 
As  far  as  he  could  to  the  back  of  the  loek; 

The  trigger  he  touch'd,  and  the  welkin  rang 
To  the  sound  of  the  weapon,  it  made  sueh  a bang; 
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Smuggler  Bill  ne'er  miss'd  his  aim, 

The  shot  told  truc  on  the  dun — but  there  carne 
From  the  hole  where  it  enter’d,  not  blood,  but  fíame ! 

So  he  changed  his  plan, 

And  fired  at  the  man ; 

But  his  second  horse-pistol  flash'd  in  the  pan  I 
And  Exciseman  Gilí,  witli  a liearty  good  will, 

Made  a grab  at  the  collar  of  Smuggler  Bill. 

The  dapple-grey  mare  made  a desperate  bound 
When  that  queer  dun  horse  on  her  ílank  she  found, 

Alack  I and  alas  ! on  wliat  dangerous  ground  ! 

It  ¡s  enough  to  make  one  fs  flesh  to  creep 
To  stand  on  that  fearful  verge,  and  peep 
Down  the  rugged  sides  so  dreadfully  steep, 

Where  the  chalk-hole  yawns  full  sixty  fect  dcep, 

O’er  which  that  steed  took  that  desperate  leap  ! 

It  was  so  dark  then  under  the  trees. 

No  horse  in  the  world  could  tell  chalk  from  clieese — 
Down  they  went — o’er  that  terrible  fall, 

Ilorses,  Exciseman,  Smuggler,  and  all ! ! 

Below  were  found 
Next  daj'  on  the  ground, 

By  an  elderly  Gentleman  walking  his  round, 

(I  wouldn't  have  seen  such  a sight  for  a pound,) 

All  smaslfd  and  dash’d,  three  mangled  corsés, 

Two  of  tliem  human,  the  third  was  a horsc’s, 

That  good  dapple-grey,  and  Exciseman  Gilí 
Yct  grasping  the  collar  of  Smuggler  Bill ! 

But  wlicrc  was  the  Dun  ? that  terrible  Dun  ? — 

From  that  terrible  night  he  was  seen  hy  none  ! — 

There  are  some  people  think,  though  I am  not  one, 

That  part  of  the  story  all  nonsense  and  fun, 

But  the  country-folks  there 
One  and  all  declare, 

When  the  “Crowner's  ’Quest”  carne  to  sit  on  the  pair, 
They  heard  a loud  horse-laugh  up  in  the  air  I 

If  in  one  of  the  trips 
Of  the  steam-boat  Eclipse 

You  should  go  down  to  Márgate  to  look  at  the  ships, 

Or  to  takc  what  the  bathing-room  people  cali  “ Dips,” 

You  may  hear  oíd  folks  talk 
Of  that  quarry  of  chalk ; 

Or  go  over — it  ’s  rather  too  far  for  a walk, 

But  a three  shilling  drive  will  give  you  a peep 
At  the  fearful  chalk-pit  so  awfully  deep, 

Which  is  called  to  tliis  moment  “ The  Smuggler's  Leap  ! ” 
Nay  more,  I am  told,  on  a moonshiny  night, 

If  you  *re  “ plucky,”  and  not  over  subject  to  fright, 

And  go  and  look  over  that  chalk-pit  white, 
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You  may  see,  if  you  will, 

The  Ghost  of  Oíd  Gilí 
Grappling  thc  Ghost  of  Smuggler  Bill, 

And  the  Ghost  of  the  dapple-grey  lying  between  ’em. — 

I *m  told  so — I can’t  say  I know  one  who  *s  seen  ’em  ! 

MORAL. 

And  now,  gentle  Reader,  one  word  ere  we  part, 

Just  takc  a friend’s  counsel,  and  lay  it  to  heart. 

Imprimís , don’t  smuggle  I — if,  bent  to  please  Beauty, 

You  musí  buy  French  lace,  purchase  what  has  paid  duty  ! 

Don’t  use  naughty  words,  in  the  ncxt  place, — and  ne’er  in 
Your  language  adopt  a bad  habit  of  swearing  ! 

Never  say  **  Devil  take  me ! ” — 

Or,  “ shake  me  ! ” — or,  “ bake  me  I ” 

Or  such  like  expressions.  Remember,  Oíd  Nick 
To  take  folks  at  their  word  is  remarkably  quick  ! 

Another  sound  maxim  I *d  wish  you  to  keep, 

Is  " Mind  what  you  are  after,  and — Look  ere  you  Leap  ! 

Abovc  all,  to  my  last  gravest  caution  attend — 

Never  borrow  a horse  you  don’t  know  of  a friend  ! 1 1 


THE  MOON  MIRROR. 

BY  T.  F.  OUSELF.Y. 

VVhen  I look  on  the  face  of  the  moon,  love,  I find 
*Tis  a mirror  reflecting  thy  form  to  my  mind  ; 

And  I tremble  and  faint,  though  my  heart  doth  rejoice. 

As  its  beatings  re-echo  the  sound  of  thy  voice : 

And  wheue’er  a cloud  for  a inomeut  o’erveils 
TIerpale,  beautiful  face,  lijen  my  heart,  dearest,  fails; 

For  1 think  of  the  shadows  of  lite,  and  I feel 
A mist  créep  o’er  mine  eyes,  and  a tear  from  them  steal. 

And  the  fairer  her  face,  and  the  milder  her  light, 

The  more  deep  is  thine  image  imprest  on  my  sight, 

Ti  11  no  object  is  seen  but  thy  form,  and  no  sound 
Save  the  words  thou  hast  spoken  breaks  silence  around  : 
The  nigh  tíngale  sings  in  the  wood  far  uwuy, 

As  the  sil  ver  light  reigns  o’er  eacli  flowret  and  spray, 

But  I list  not  bis  1 i quid  notes  trilling  ou  high, 

Till  I wake  to  thc  worid,  and  lose  thee  witn  a sigh. 

Yes,  the  moon  is  a mirror — in  which  we  can  see 
The  past,  present,  and  future,  in  sadness  or  glee ; 

The  fost  years  that  are  gane  arise  fresh  to  the  mind. 

And  the  chances  of  Time  truly  inirrored  we  find  ; 

What  puré  bliss  have  we  felt,  when  long  parted  and  lone, 
Her  soft  light  like  the  smilc  of  an  ángel  lias  shone, 

A sweet  smile  that  refiects  back  the  thoughts  we  most  prize. 
And  conveys  in  its  light  the  fond  glance  of  thine  eyes. 
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THE  THAGICAL  I1ISTORY  OF  PYttAMUS  AND  TH1SBE. 

Pyr.  Thisby,  the  flowers  of  odours  savours  sweet : 

So  dotli  th y breath,  my  dearest  Thisby,  dear. — 
liut  hark,  a voice ! stay  thou  but  buró  awliile, 

And  by  aml  by  I will  to  thee  appear. 

Tuis.  Most  radiant  Pyramus*  most  lily-white  of  huc, 

Of  colon r like  the  red  rose  on  triumpliant  brier, 

Most  briskly  J u venal,  and  eke  most  lovely  Je w, 

As  true  as  truest  horse,  that  yet  would  never  tire, 

I '11  meet  thee,  Pyramus,  at  Ninny’s  tomb. 

Midsummcr  Niyht's  Dream. 


CHArTER  I. 

Introductory. 

YP  AMUS  was  the  son  of  a respectarle  vender  of  de- 
» teriorated  babiliments,  dwelling  in  the  renowned  and 
populous  city  of  I3abylon. 

At  a tender  age  he  liad  indicatcd  a disposition  fur 
mercantile  pursuits ; and  liis  affectionate  par  en  t,  yield- 
ing  to  his  irresistible  importunities,  provided  him  witli 
tlie  means  of  accomplisning  the  desire  of  his  lieart. 
Prudently  apprehending  the  danger  of  intrusting  too 
great  a venture  in  tlie  liands  of  une  wlio  liad  scarcely 
nnmbered  eiglit  stimmers,  he,  after  m ature  deliheration, 
wisely  limited  the  stock  in  trade  of  the  youthful  adven- 
turer  to  a pot-lid  and  a puund  (sliort  weight)  of  pep- 
permint  drops. 

“And  ¡íüw,  Pyrry,  my  dear/'  said  liis  aífectionate 
fatlier,  with  that  anxious  tenderness  which  a parent  alone  is  capahle  of 
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feeling,  44  go  forth  — remember  that  all  the  world  are  rogues.  Keep 
your  beautiful  eycs  wide  opea,  tlmt  the  people  may  see  that  you  're 
awake.  Be  particular  in  counting  the  drops,  and  give  no  man  too 
many  — (you  had  better  err  on  the  other  side).  Iveep  your  eye  on 
your  ‘ shop/  and  be  vigilant  as  a hawk,  and  brisk  as  a bee ; for  you 
íiave  a world  to  do,  and  therefore — take  cure  you're  not  done  ! For- 
get.  not  the  moralities  I have  sown  in  your  untilled  mind  ; and  above 
all,  be  charitable,  profitably  fructifying  that  excellent  uiaxim  which 
says,  4 When  thou  meetest  a stranger, — take  him  in ! ' " 

Under  the  able  instruction  of  such  a Mentor,  it  is  not  to  be  won- 
dered  at  that  the  naturally  aeute  infant  progressed  rapidly.  In  two 
years  the  “pot-lid  " was  exénanged  for  a basket  of  “ sweet  stuff”  slung 
round  his  neck ; and  at  fourteen  the  precocious  Pyramus  having 
<c  plucked  many  a goose,"  and  accumidated  a suificient  “ stock," 
started  in  the  quill  line. 

He  now  dourished — like  a writing-master — and  seemed  approaching 
the  very  apex  of  his  fortune.  From  the  store  of  his  delighted  parent 
he  selected  the  most  modish  suits — scientilically  “ cobblered  up,”  and 
made  to  look  equal  to  new.  Proud  was  his  aíFectiouate  sire,  and  ever 
to  be  reinembered  was  the  sunsliiny  morning  he  sallied  forth  in  his 
newly-purchased  attire.  Industry  had  transformed  his  tattered  ex- 
terior to  that  of  a beau ; and  the  justly-elevated  Pyramus  fluttered 
gaily  about  like  a downy  butterfly  just  emancipated  from  the  grub ! 

CHAPTER  II. 

The  u Hole  in  the  Wall.” 

Little  puppies  are  invariably  pretty,  of  whatever  breed  they  may 
be ; but  many,  in  outgrovving  their  puppyliood,  lose  tlieir  charms  with 
their  littleness.  Time,  however,  only  developed  the  personal  graees 
which  nature  had  lavished  upon  the  infant  Pyramus,  and,  on  attaining 
his  maturity,  he  was  handsomcr  than  even  his  babyhood  promised,  and 
was  universally  acknowledged  to  be  one  of  the  most  engaging  youths 
in  all  Babylon.  Possessed  of  a correct  ear  and  a flowing  and  mellifluous 
voice,  he  was  eagerly  sought  after ; and  his  social  and  musical  talents 
obtained  him  an  uuaniinous  election  to  a celebrated  club,  held  weekly 
at  the  sign  of  the  “ lióle  in  the  Wall."  In  vain  were  the  remonstrances 
of  his  industrious  and  money-getting  parent,  who  bitterly  chided  him 
for  losing  his  time.  Pyramus  rcplied  to  him  with  a smile,  assuring 
him  that  his  favourite  pursuit  was  one  which,  on  the  contrary,  taught 
him  to  “keep  time and  he  daily  improved  in  the  delightful  art. 

One  evening,  a most  eventful  one  in  the  life  of  Pyramus,  the 
“ dique " had  assembled  at  the  usual  hour  to  enjoy  the  mingled 
pleasures  of  tobáceo,  drink,  and  liarmony,  when  Cliromis,  tlieir  basso , 
a Babylonian  of  great  stature,  and  with  a commensurate  breadth  of 
chest  and  strength  of  lungs,  was  voted  to  the  chair. 

“ Now,  gentlemen,"  said  Chromis,  adjusting  himself  in  the  capacious 
leathern  seat,  and  tapping  upon  the  discoloured  mahogany  of  the  table 
with  his  presidential  hammer,  “till  your  pipes,  and  tune  your  pipes, — 
and  let  eacli  pour  forth  his  4 wood-notes  wild/  like  a lark  in  nuoibus  / 
Otus,  my  boy,  as  you  have  just  wetted  your  whistlc  with  a draught,  I 
sliall  knock  you  down  for  a canticio  " 

ff  With  all  my  heart,”  replied  Otus ; <c  and,  with  your  permission,  I 
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will  give  you  the  song  I have  composed  in  praise  of  my  favourite 
tipple." 

“ What,  Burton?"  inquired  Learchus. 

“ The  same,"  replied  O tus. 

“ Strike  up,  tlien,  iny  nigli  tíngale,"  suíd  Cliromis  ; whereupon  Otus, 
after  “going  over"  the  Hrst  line,  and  pitching  the  key  in  liis  own 
mind,  commenced  the  following  eulogy  on 

A NIP  OF  BÜRTON. 

Oh  ! talk  not  to  me  of  the  pleasures  of  love, 

For  me  all  your  beauties  may  flirt  on  ; 

Their  wiles  I despise,  and  their  frowns  I'm  above, 

VVhile  quaffing  a nip  of  good  Burton  ! 

Their  lips  may  be  svveet,  and  their  smiles  may  be  kind, 

Dark  lashes  their  bright  eyes  may  curtain  ; 

But  knowing  the  danger,  my  visión  I bliud 
By  quaffing  a uip  of  good  Burtou  ! 

The  wind  may  blow  chill,  and  our  cronies  grow  coid, 

For  friendship,  like  love,  is  uncertain  ; 

But  still  \ve  shall  find,  rich  or  poor,  young  or  oíd, 

There’ft  warmth  in  a nip  of  good  Burlón  l 

Then  fill  up  a glass  of  the  sparkling  ale, 

A draugnt  that  you  can't  grow  inert  on  ; 

For  to  fill  you  with  courage  it  uever  wijl  fail — 

So  toss  off  a nip  of  good  Burton  ! 

The  customary  confusión  of  noisy  compliments  followed  this  effusion, 
and  many  goblets  as  usual  lost  their  feet. 

Our  hero  was  the  next  on  whom  tlie  president  called  for  a display  of 
his  vocal  abilities. 

“ Really  I 've  got  such  a coid,”  said  Pyramus,  <e  that  I am  afraid  I 
shall  break  down  in  the  attempt." 

“ Nay,  don't  dain  the  uiellifluous  current  of  the  h armón  y,"  exclaiuied 
Learchus,  “ you  who  are  the  very  piping  bullfinch  of  the  whole  cage  ! 
Come,  sing  away,  as  the  kitchen-tire  said  to  the  brass  tea-kettle  ! " 
Pyramus,  unable  to  resist  this  flattering  appeal,  hummed,  bowed, 
liummed  again,  and  then  struck  np  the  following 

LOVE  SONO. 

Young  Mena  was  as  fuir  a maid 
As  e’er  in  lcather  shoes 
Trod  on  a turf,  or  inade  a swain 
Invoke  the  tender  muse. 

And  Thyrsus  lov'd  her  with  a fer- 
-vidness  that  knew  no  bounds, 

And  follow’d  her  as  eagerly 
As  huntsmeu  do  the  houuds. 

One  day,  while  walking  in  a grove 
Of  tall  and  stately  trees, 

Fair  Mena  was  amazed  to  see 
11er  lover  on  his  knees. 
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“ What  do  you  tbere,  my  Thyrsus  dear  ? ” 
The  tender  maiden  cried, 

And  tripping  like  a fawn,  she  stood 
All  by  her  lovcr’s  side. 

“ Your  father  has  denied  my  suit,” 

Said  he,  with  trembling  speech  ; 

**  Your  love  is  wreck’d — behold  him  now 
A cuttcr  ou  the  bccch ! 

“ Yes,  on  this  beech  I cut  the  ñame 
Of  her  I love  so  true ; 

And  as  the  eider  has  cut  me, 

I ’ll  cut  the  eider  too. 

11  O ! reckless  rage ! what  can  assuage 
Or  this  fierce  fury  mol- 
-lify  ! ” said  Mena,  drovvn’d  in  tears. 

(Jried  Tliyrsus,  “ Tiddy-dol ! 

€<  Dry  up  your  tears,  and  fly  with  me — 
Yes,  Mena  ! bolt  to-uight!  ” 

“ I canuot  go,”  said  she,  “ iust  so, 

My  love,  I’m  such  a frignt.” 

w O ! what  a crooked  strait  I ’m  in  ! ” 
Exclaim’d  the  maid,  disinay’d, 
ct  ’Twixl  love  and  duty  I shall  full, 

Dear  Thrysus,  I ’m  afraid  ! ” 

“ So  that  you  fall  into  my  anns,,> 

The  tender  Thyrsus  cried, 

<(  Your  fall  will  be  most  soft  indecd, — 
Then  haste,  and  be  my  bride  ! ” 


This  eflfort  was  followed,  like  an  Italian  prince  in  a melodrame,  by 
sundry  “ bravoes and  the  ice  liaving  becn  broken,  the  liarmony  soon 
became  general,  and  note  followed  note  in  quick  succession,  like — the 
issue  of  a country  bank  ! 

As  the  last  roar  of  the  presiden t concluded  l<  The  Wolf,"  filis  crack 
song,)  Pyramus,  liaving  summoned  the  waiter  in  vain  to  replenish  bis 
goblet,  rose  and  proceeded  to  the  bar. 

“ I say,  Challes/'  said  he,  addressing  the  landlord,  “ tbis  is  verv 
pretty  attendance,  upon  my  lionour.  Here  have  I been  singing  out — ” 
1 heard  you,  sir,"  interrupted  mine  host,  “and  a vastly  sweet  ditty 
*twas.  Sorrv  you  should  have  to  come  out ; but  the  fact  is,  Ammon 
has  gonc  out  with  the  nine  o'clock  beer,  and  so  you  scc- 

Pyramus  heard  no  more,  for  every  other  sense  was  at  that  moinent 
concentrated  in  his  eyes.  Standing  at  the  bar,  with  her  delicately 
wliifce  íingers  twisted  in  the  ear  of  a brown  jtig,  he  beheld  a young 
virgin,  as  beautiful  as  a lily,  with  a countenance  radiant  as  the  sun, 
althougli  neither  so  round  ñor  so  ruddy.  A blush,  outvying  the  tint 
of  tlie  suinmer-rose,  overspread  her  face,  summoned  by  the  ardent  gaze 
of  the  handsome  Pyramus, — and,  either  in  tenderuess  to  his  feelings, 
or  prompted  by  modesty,  she  let  down  her  ampie  veil,  and  departed. 

Placing  his  empty  tumbler  on  the  bar,  Pyrainus  glided  after  the 
nymph.  Dodging  on  this  side,  and  then  on  that,  the  enamoured  youtli 
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endeavoured  to  attract  lier  attention,  and  at  last  found  courage  enough 
to  speak. 

C(  They  've  an  excellent  tap  at  the  ‘ Hole  in  the  Wall/**  said  lie, 
sighing  tenderly. 

SÍr  ? **  uttered  the  maiden. 

Pyramus  repeated  the  assertion  and  the  sigli. 

“Yes,  sir/'  replied  she,  coldly  ; “ I believe  they  draw  the  best  in 
Babylon/' 

“ Doubtless,  since  they  draw  you  there/’  answered  Pyramus,  with 
emphasis. 

This  was  a home-thrust,  and  the  dainsel  appeared  to  ponder. 

“ Permit  me  to  relieve  you/*  continned  he,  holding  out  his  liaml  for 
the  jug. 

“ I thank  you,  sir/'  said  she  ; “ but  I am  neither  oíd  ñor  feeble,  and 
do  not  require  the  relief  or  tbe  compassion  of  strangers/' 

“ Nay,  I only  meant  to  relieve  you  of  your  burden/*  said  Pyramus. 

“ A pot  of  half-and-half  is  not  e hcavy / **  replied  the  maiden. 

Cí  Indeed ! I assure  you  7 ve  cali  it  so  in  our  club/*  said  Pyramus, 
laughing  at  his  own  conceit. 

Having  in  this  novel  and  ingenióos  manner  pnslied  into  the  stream 
of  conversation,  our  hero  went  011  swimminglv,  and  he  had  already 
ventured  as  far  as  a delicate  declaration  of  his  ad mira t ion,  wlien  the 
maiden  suddenly  stopped  skort,  and  placing  her  jug  lipón  the  stone 
step  of  a decent  habitation,  swung  round  the  street-door  key  upon  her 
thumb,  and  scientifically  thrust  it  into  the  lock. 

u Pardon  me  if  I detain  you  a moment,  fair  creature/'  said  Pyramus ; 
“ but  do  oblige  me  by  telling  me  your  ñame/* 

“ Nonsense/*  said  she. 

“ Then,  by  the  beard  of  the  great  Belus  I swear,  I *m  fixed  like  a 
scraper  to  this  step  till  I know  it.** 

“ Nay,  for  goodness'  sake  í *'  exclaimed  she.  “ My  pa  will  be  as 
cross  as  two  aticks  if  I keep  liim  waiting ,*  for  he  never  smokes  a dry 
pipe/' 
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(C  Your  ñame,  adorable  ? M persisted  Pyramus. 

<k  Well¿  tben, — Thisbe.” 

“ A thousand  tlmnks,  sweet  Thisbe  ! ” cried  tlie  enamoured  yonth. 
“ And  now  one — ” 

ct  Don't  be  a fool  1 ” cried  Thisbe. 

But  not  a word  more  passed  the  lips  of  the  young  couple,  for  a rea- 
son — whieh  we  leave  to  the  imagination  of  onr  readers. 


OUAPTJÜR  III. 

Evkry  day  Pyramus  grtnv  more  tbin  and  genteel — thinner  in  bis 
person,  and  genteeler  in  his  personal  appearance  ; for,  notwitlistand- 
ing  the  vaunted  sweetness  of  the  tender  passion,  it  certainly  has  the 
eifect  of  an  acid  upon  the  body,  reducing  the  plumpness  of  the  muscu- 
lar in  proportion  to  the  excitcment  upon  the  mental  portion  of  the 
human  fabric  ! — Hem  ! 

As  punetually  as  Ammon  the  pot-boy  started  witli  the  nine  o'clock 
tray,  (lid  Pyramus  drop  in  at  the  Hole-in-the- Wall/' and  as  regu- 
laríy  was  the  fawn-like  form  of  the  beautiful  Thisbe  seen  tripping 
along  towards  the  same  point,  witli  the  brown  jug  suspended  by  its 
ear  upon  the  tips  of  her  del  i cate  digits. 

As  a matter  of  course  in  all  suclí  cases,  the  young  couple  soon  un- 
derstood  each  other,  and  the  courtship  went  on  as  pleasantly  as  a 
woodland  stream  which  murmnrs  on  its  course,  unlooked  upon  by  the 
glaring  sun,  gamboling  away,  and  kissing  the  wild  Howers  on  its 
margin ! 

The  pallid  and  thoughtful  visage  of  Pyramus  (for  the  complexión  of 
love,  we  liold,  partalces  more  of  the  lily  than  the  rose,  notwithstandi ng 
the  authority  of  the  divine  Milton,  who  asserts  that  rosy  red ” is 
“ love's  proper  hue/')  would  probabíy  liuve  escaped  the  notice  of  his 
sire,  liad  not  an  unnsual  absence  of  mind  evidenced  itself  in  his  con- 
duct ; for  he  would  soinetimes  present  himself  at  the  morning  meal 
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with  only  one  slipper,  forget  bis  waistcoat,  or  put  ou  bis  stock,  leaving 
bis  linen  dangling  on  tbe  back  of  a cbair  in  bis  dressing-room  ! Sotne- 
times,  wben  the  fit  was  strong  upon  bim,  be  would  pour  tbe  coffee 
into  tbe  sugar-basin,  or  put  tbe  sugar  into  tbe  milk-pot,  and  commit 
divers  otber  extravagances,  wbicb  are  syniptomatic  of  tbat  mental 
aberration  wbicb  is  termed  love ! 

tc  My  boy  ! my  boy  ! why  wbat  ails  you  ? **  demanded  tbe  oíd  man 
on  one  occasion,  wben  tbe  abstracted  Pyramus,  being  ordered  to  re- 
plenish  tbe  grate  witb  a sbovel  of  Waílsend,  mechanically  lifted  tbe 
píate  of  mufíins  from  the  “ footman,"  and  deliberately  placing  tbe  fucl 
thereon,  pitclied  tbe  contenta  of  tbe  china  píate  into  tbe  fire. 

Pyramtis  stood  and  stared  as  one  suddenly  aroused  from  a dream  ; 
and  wbile  the  blood  crimsoned  bis  sallow  cheeks,  unbosoined  himself, 
and  frankly  <ftold  bis  love"  for  tbe  amiable  Tliisbe ; earnestly  en- 
treating  bis  fatber  to  intercede  witb  ber  parent  in  bis  belialf. 

Now  it  cbanced  tbat  tbe  oíd  man  was  well  acquainted  witb  tbe 
fatber  of  Thisbe,  for  be  happened  to  be  in  tbe  same  “ line,"  and  inore- 
over  be  was  reported  to  be  íc  warm.”  Thisbe,  too,  was  bis  only 
daugliter ; therefore  no  worldly  objection  could  possibly  be  made  to  tbe 
proposed  matrimonial  arrangement. 

After  prudently  discussing  these  material  points,  tbe  oíd  man  made 
it  bis  business  to  cali  at  Thisbe’s  house  on  the  same  day  at  noon,  pro- 
mising  to  return  and  report  progress  to  bis  anxious  lieir.  Tbe  afluir 
was  soon  settled,  and  tbe  bappy  Pyramus  was  graciously  allowed  to 
pay  bis  devoirs  to  Tliisbe. 

Tliis  deligbtful  intercourse  was  like  to  tbe  wbecls  of  Time,  and  tbe 
oíd  boy  flew  along  like  a steamer  on  a rail-road  ! Days  were  dirni- 
nished  to  liours,  and  tbe  light-lieeled  minutes  appeared  to  tbe  lovers 
to  be  armed  with  the  wings  of  Mercury,  so  swiftly  did  they  fly. 


CUAl'TKK  IV. 

The  Feud. 

Love,  like  tbe  luscious  pine-apple,  is  a compound  of  sweets  and 
sours,  and  sometimes  tbe  acid  predouiinates.  Tbe  sweetest  wines  are 
tbe  most  Hable  to  be  turned  to  vinegar.  O ! mundane  felicity,  what  a 
fragüe  flower  tliou  art ! Alas  ! but  our  feelings  of  sympathy  carry  us 
away  like  tliistle-down  upon  the  blast.  We  must  screw  up  tbe  pegs 
of  our  resolution,  and  endeavour  to  attune  our  nerves  to  the  task  of 
playing  through  tbe  wliole  piece  witbout  a trillo , or  sliake.  Know 
thcn,  most  gentle  and  anxious  reader,  that  tbe  two  fathers,  in  tbe  law- 
ful  prosecution  of  tbeir  avocation,  attended  at  tbe  same  sale,  wliere, 
among  otber  personáis,  tberc  was  a lot  consisting  of  a most  “ desirable 
and  extensiva  red  plush  unmentionables."  The  two  dealers  warmly 
contested  tbe  prize ; tbe  biddings  and  tbe  feelings  of  tbe  men  rose  to 
an  unwarrantable  and  alarming  height;  and,  amid  tbe  jeers  and 
laughter  of  tbe  assembly,  the  lot  was  finally  knocked  down  to  tbe 
fatber  of  Pyramus.  The  obstinacy  of  bis  opponent  had  prompted  him 
to  bid  away,  and  be  was  conscious  tbat  bis  victory,  like  many  others, 
was  too  dearly  purcliased ; and  bagging  bis  precious  lot,  be  walked 
away  in  dudgeon. 

His  rival,  on  bis  part,  considered  tbat  be  was  wilfully  and  malici- 
ously  deprived  of  a bargain,  and  witb  compressed  lips,  and  a wrinkled 
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brow,  he  repaired  to  Lis  liouse  to  vent  his  feelings  on  liis  weeping 
daughter. 

cc  Never  símil  a son  of  his  cross  my  threshold ! ” said  he. 

“ The  daughter  of  sucli  an  avowed  enemy  shall  never  intermarry 
with  my  house ! ” said  the  father  of  Pyramus. 

Here  was  a pretty  kettle  of  fish  1 as  the  monkey  said  when  he 
pceped  at  the  lobsters  squeaking  a chorus  ín  the  copper ! 


CHAPTER  V. 

Disobedienco. 

€C  It  '3  of  no  use-— I don't  care  — no  ; never  ! ” soliloquised  the  en- 
amoured  Pyramus,  thumping  his  clenclied  list  upon  the  kitchen-table. 
Perhaps  in  the  wliole  gamut  of  the  passions  there  is  nothing  more  truly 
affecting  than  the  exhibition  of  love  struggling  with  duty — like  a poor 
little  urcliin  kicking  and  bellowing  in  the  iron  grasp  of  a birch-wield- 
ing  pedamigue  ! Pyramus  and  Thisbe  liad  already  gone  too  far  to  re- 
cede, anu  were  both  alike  deaf  to  the  parental  authority,  whicli  would 
have  “ whistled  ” them  back  again. 

The  best  proof  of  the  reciprocity  of  their  minds  upon  this  point  was 
that  on  thut  very  same  evening  they  both  met  at  the  u Hole-in-the- 
Wall and  as  tliis  was  now  their  only  trysting- place,  it  was  resolved 
that  their  meeting  should  be  ee  repeated  every  evening  until  further 
notice ! ” 

Having  matured  their  plans,  it  was  ultimately  decided  that  thev 
should  elope  together  ; and  Pyramus  having  sold  his  remaining  stock 
of  quills,  and  “ feathcred  his  nest,”  proposcd  that  Thisbe  should  meet 
him  on  the  following  evening  at  the  tomb  of  Ninus. 

Oh  ! what  a foggy,  boggy  space,  with  ignls  Jatuus  ripe,  is  that 
whieh  gloomily  stretches  itself  betwcen  the  proposition  and  execution 
of  a deed  of  moinent  and  contingent  apprehension  ! 

CIIAPTER  vi. 

The  fatal  consec|uence.s. 

The  hour  of  meeting  approached.  The  chaste  Diana,  lest  shemight 
be  deemed  a particcps  criminis  in  the  stolen  interview,  appeared  in  the 
heavens  with  her  radiant  countenance  veiled  in  a fleecy  cloud,  ns  white 
and  clear  as  a piece  of  book-muslin.  The  gentle  zephyrs  sighed  in 
sympathy.  With  a light  step  and  a palpitating  heart  the  trembling 
Thisbe  repaired  to  the  appointed  spot,  veiled  to  the  toes. 

The  sacred  tomb  of  Ninus,  whieh  stood  without  the  walls  of  Baby- 
lon,  reposed  in  the  shadow  of  the  sprcading  mulberry-trees  planted 
nround  it.  Scarcely  had  Thisbe  arrived,  and  looked  around  with  an 
anxious  and  inquiring  gaze  for  her  lover,  when  a loud  roar,  that 
thrilled  through  her  heart  like  a war-trumpet,  transfixed  her  to  the 
spot  with  terror. 

f<  O ! Pyramus,  my  love,  my  treasure  ! wliy  art  thou  not  here  ? ” ex- 
claimed  the  maiden,  at  the  same  moment  the  cracking  and  crackling  of 
the  bouglis  in  a distant  underwood  caused  the  roses  of  her  cheek  to 
blandí. 

By  the  imperfect  liglit  of  the  thinly-clouded  moon  the  affrighted 
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Thisbe  beheld  a lioness  boundin^  towards  hcr.  Swift  as  .i  do\  e ^ri 

*.  «*«.  ■*  t»»bUog  .bou,  - if 

s- 

80  WiSSLtive  dance  whioh  a man  always  wears  when  about  to 
SSffiSt^  SSÜíSf-  .be  «-* , «d  daaped 

his..bc:^ 

„„  £ S.V  my  Ufe.  nnd  W»  «.  ¡n  I»“fe 

perbaps,  her ; sliade  m .^“¿^'"^¡11  row  in  the  same  boat.  Tjurry 

¡while^dear  Thisbe,  tby  And LwS 
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rolled  over  his  bundle.  ff  prompted  Thisbe  to  return, 

by  aa. . 
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SE  VEN  YEARS. 

BY  THE  AÜTHOR  OP  “ STEPHEN  DUGABD,”  ETC. 

ff  And  how  long  liave  you  becn  absent  ? *’  said  my  únele,  filling  his 
glass  as  he  spoke,  a ceremony  in  wliich  I immediately  joined. 

<c  Exactly  seven  years,  to  a day,”  I replied. 

“ And  in  all  that  time  you  have  never  once  heard  from  home  ? ” 

“ Never  once.” 

“ Then  you  have  a great  deal  to  learn,”  said  he,  with  a sigh.  “ When 
did  you  arrive  ? ” 

“ Only  yesterday.” 

“ Seven  years,**  he  repeated,  and  seemed  to  be  Consulting  his  me- 
mory  for  all  tlie  tilinga  that  liad  happened  during  their  lupse.  Why 
— let  me  see — your  aunt  was  alive  seven  years  ago  ? ” 

“ To  be  sure  she  was.” 

“ And  your  cousin  Emily — ” 

« Yes/ 

“ And  her  brother  George — ” 

“ Certainly.” 

“ And  his  wife — ” 

u No  ; he  was  jnst  upon  the  point  of  being  married  to  Miss  Simp- 
son.” 

“ And  Ilenry  Slingsby — he  was  living.” 

C(  Yes,  and  Mortimer,  and  Penruddock,  and  Capel,  and  my  pretty 
little  sweetheart,  as  you  used  to  cali  her.  Jane  Robinson.” 

“ Well,  they  are  all  dead  now  ! ” said  my  únele,  heaving  another 
sigh,  and  emptying  his  glass. 

{C  Impossible  ! ” I exclaimed. 

“ Ver  y likely,”  he  replied,  í(  but  so  it  is,  nevertheless.  Ah  ! Phi- 
lip,” he  continued,  sliaking  his  liead  sorrowfully,  f‘  you  know  not  wliat 
a varied  liistory  of  grief  and  joy,  of  triáis  and  trinmphs,  of  cliange  and 
chance,  of  blighted  ho])es  and  broken  liearts,  can  be  crowded  into  seven 
years . Gather  together  tífty  happy  human  beings  to-day — inquire 
what  has  become  of  them  seven  years  henee  — the  answers  you  shall 
receive  will  give  you  a notion  of  this  world's  unceasing  vicissitudes, 
wliich  you  can  never  have  from  learning  the  same  things  at  broken  and 
distant  intervals.  Tliev  lnippen  singly,  and  in  succession,  and  displace 
each  other  in  our  memory  ; but  draw  a circle  of  time  round  them,  even 
as  narrow  a circle  as  seven  years , and  then  look  upon  the  mass,  and  you 
will  see  how  every  liour  of  every  day  makes  liavoc  with  the  íleeting 
shadows  of  the  earth.” 

(<  All  dead  ! ” I repeated,  in  a tone  of  incredulous  astonishment. 

“ Dead  and  buried,”  quoth  my  únele,  with  a marked  emphasis  upon 
the  latter  word,  as  if  to  convince  me  there  could  be  no  mistake  about 
the  matter.  “ Yes,”  lie  continued,  I liad  the  melancholy  satisfaetion 
of  folio wing  them  all  to  their  graves,  except  two,  — and  there  were 
particular  reasons,”  lie  addcd,  looking  mysteriously,  “ why  I could  not 
be  present  at  their  funerals.  I don*t  think  I have  bcen  out  of  mourn- 
ing  above  three  times  (and  that  only  for  about  a week  on  each  occa- 
sion)  since  I last  saw  you.  I know  it  to  my  cost ; for  bluck  is  very 
expensive  wear,  Philip,  if  one  goes  genteel  in  it.” 

Where  I have  bcen,  it  is  the  only  wear,  and  costs  aothing,”  I re- 
plied. 
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“ Ay,  indced  ! " quoth  my  uncle.  tc  Wliere  is  that  ? " 

“ Among  the  negroes,  on  the  coast  of  Africa." 

“ Good,"  quotli  my  únele,  pursing  up  his  mouth,  because  lie  would 
not  smile,  and  pursing  up  bis  brow,  because  he  was  vexed  at  being 
caught.  “ But  you  see  your  wit  stumbles,  Philip ; for  your  friénds 
on  the  coast  of  Africa  never  go  hilo  mourning,  and  yet  when  they  go 
out  of  mourning  it  does  cost  sometking." 

(C  As  how  ? " 

“ Why,  it  costs  them  tlieir  lives  ; for  T warrant  a negro  never 
changes  colour  till  he  has  lain  some  time  in  the  eartk." 

This  conversation,  and  mucli  more  than  is  here  related,  took  place  on 
the  27th  of  June  1840,  in  the  back  parlour  of  a large  old-fashioned 
house  in  tliat  solitary  part  of  London  callcd  Winchester  Buildings,  be- 
tween  myself,  Philip  Jackson,  a purser  in  her  Majesty's  navy,  and  my 
maternal  uncle,  Geoífrey  Cobham,  a retired  silk-manufacturer,  with  a 
plum  and  a half,  and  possessing,  in  addition,  wliat  fifty  plums  could 
not  purcliase,  one  of  the  best  heurts,  and  one  of  tlie  elearest  heads 
to  be  found  within  ten  miles  of  the  aforesaid  spot.  Were  he  living — 

“ What,  is  he  dead  too  ! ” methinks  I liear  the  reader  exclaim. 

Yes — and  I am  afraid  I belong  to  a dying  family  ; for  1 liave  myself 
liad  some  queer  feelings  during  the  last  week  ; but  I look  to  get  rid  of 
them  when  the  wind  is  S.W.  again.  In  June  1840,  my  uncle  was  a 
hale,  liearty,  active  oíd  gcntleman  of  seventy-fivc ; the  following  Mi- 
chaelmas  I saw  him  laid  in  his  grave ; and  I was  going  to  observe, 
when  the  reader  interrupted  me,  that  were  he  living,  1 would  not  liave 
offended  his’  modest  unassuming  spirifr  by  saying  what  I liave  of  his 
lieart  and  head,  lest  it  miglit  be  supposed  I was  fishing  for  a nibble  at 
his  plum  and  a half ; but  now  that  he  is  dead,  and  has  left  me  the 
whole  of  it,  nobody  can  suspect  me  of  such  a sinister  motive. 

I ought,  however,  to  liave  kept  the  secret  of  his  death  till  I liad 
finislied  our  conversation.  But  this  is  my  iirst  attempt  at  authorship  ; 
so  “ you  who  are  my  reader,"  as  Izaak  Walton  says,  will  be  pleased  to 
excuse  the  little  awkwardness  of  still  carrying  on  tlic  dialogue  with 
him.  To  say  the  truth,  there  was  a raciness,  an  occasional  sly  humour, 
and  a certain  liomely  pathos  in  the  oíd  gentleman's  manner  of  relating 
the  various  incidents  that  had  occurred  during  my  absence,  and  tlieir 
connexion  with  the  little  circle  of  my  departed  friends,  wliich  would 
be  lost  in  any  language  but  his  own. 

<c  Of  all  tliose  we  liave  mentioned,"  said  he,  “as  having  *gone  the 
way  to  dusty  death  * during  your  absence,  your  aunt  Susan  was  the 
iirst,  poor  soul ; and  hers  was  a melancholy  end.  I cali  it  a nielan- 
choly,  because  it  was  a foolish  one ; for  what  can  be  mure  foolisli  than 
to  see  an  oíd  woman  of  sixty  go  out  of  the  world  in  the  middle  of  a 
country  dance?  Yet  that  was  what  slie  did.  She  gave  a ball  on  the 
occasion  of  your  cousin  George's  marriage,  and  being  more  fu  11  of  spi- 
rits  than  became  her  years,  (I  mean  animal  spirits,  Philip,)  nothing 
would  do  but  she  must  have  ‘Money  in  both puckets  * for  the  iirst  dance, 
(because  she  had  often  footed  it  nimbly  in  her  younger  days,)  and  to 
lead  it  off  with  me  for  her  partner.  Was  ever  anything  so  ridiculous? 
As  to  my  dancing  legs,  I had  parted  with  them  forty  years  before ; but 
your  aunt  seemed  to  have  kept  hers,  for  she  went  through  the  figures 
as  briskly  as  the  best  of  them,  (only  she  puffed  and  grunted  a little,) 
when  a young  fellow  who  had  to  twirl  her  round  did  it  so  violently, 
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that  she  lost  lier  liead,  as  tlicy  say,  (/  think  she  lost  it  before  she  Le- 
gan,) and  downshe  carne,  (she  was  no  featlier,  you  know,)  witli  such  a 
crasb,  that  she  never  spoke  afterwards.  Kow  what  could  be  more  un- 
dignified,  more  foolish,  more  melancholy,  than  sncli  an  exit,  eh  ? 99 

“ Why,  it  was  to  be,  or  else  it  couldn't  have  Leen/*  I replied.  “ All 
these  tliings  are  pre-ordained." 

" Pre-fiddlesticked  ! 99  exclaimed  my  únele.  “ Suppose  I were  silly 
enough  to  have  a slide  in  a gutter  witli  a parcel  of  schoolboys,  and  were 
to  break  my  neck,  (as  I infallibly  should  do,)  what  would  fate  have  to 
do  witli  that  ? 99 

“ Everything,"  I rejoined  vehemently,  for  I was  now  on  my  liobby, — 
r<  everything.  We  none  of  us  can  die  in  any  other  manner,  or  at  any 
other  time,  than  as  both  are  appointed.” 

“ Do  you  mean  to  say,  that  if  I were  to  jump  out  of  that  window — ■” 

“ I mean  to  say  that  you  can* i jump  out  of  that  window  unless  you 
are  to  do  it,  and  that  if  you  are  to  do  it,  you  must 99 

“ Pooh ! " 

“ You  may  pooh  ! as  much  as  you  like  ; but  I defy  you  to  jump  out 
of  the  window." 

“ Yes,  you  may  defy  me,  because  I won’t;  but  I could  if  I would." 

“ No,  you  couldn't,  unless  it  was  pre-ordained  you  should." 

<f  I never  lieard  such  nonsense  in  my  life." 

“ Pray,"  said  I,  “ what  do  you  nnderstand  by  the  attribute  of  om- 
niscience  in  the  Deity  ? " 

“ Why,  that  God  knows  everything." 

“ Then  he  knows  when  you  are  to  die,  and  hoiv  you  are  to  die." 

To  be  sure." 

“ Suppose,  then,  you  are  to  die  to-morrow  of  the  cholera,  can  you 
die  to-night  of  apoplexy  ? Or,  to  put  the  case  stronger, — if  you  are  to 
die  of  cholera  to-morrow,  can  you  put  an  end  to  yourseif  this  moment 
by  blowing  your  brains  out  ? " 

“ Yes,  if  I liad  a loaded  pistol  in  my  liand,  and  cliose  to  discharge  it 
at  my  liead." 

Then  God's  foreknowledge,  founded  upon  his  omniscience,  amounts 
to  nothing  ; for  he  must  wait  to  see  which  deatli  you  may  choose ; and 
he  does  not  know  at  this  moment  wliether  you  will  choose  to  be  carried 
off  by  cholera,  or  whether  you  will  choose  to  carry  yourseif  oíF  by  a 
bullet.  I tell  you,  únele,  reason  about  the  matter  as  long  as  you  may, 
you  will  find  you  must  deny  God’s  omniscience  before  you  can  maintain 
that  we  die  at  any  other  time,  or  in  any  other  manner,  than  has  been 
fixed  from  the  beginning." 

“ You  sean  to  have  the  best  of  the  argument,  because  I have  never 
thought  of  the  subject  till  this  moment ; but  you  '11  not  persuade  me 
that,  if  I liad  a miiid  to  do  it,  I could  not  jump  out  of  that  window ; 
or  that,  if  your  aunt  liad  liappencd  to  break  her  leg  in  the  morning,  she 
would  have  died  of  dancing  in  the  evening.  Iiowever,  we  '11  say  no 
more  about  it ; for  if  you  were  to  talk  till  doomsday,  you  wouldn't 
alter  my  opinión." 

“ It  is  already  altered,”  said  I ; “ only  you  won’t  confess  it.  A ray 
of  liglit  has  been  let  in  upon  your  mind,  which  you  can  never  exelude 
again." 

And  such,  I have  no  doubt,  was  the  fact ; for  truth  once  presented 
to  our  reason,  we  cannot,  if  we  would,  resist  its«influence.  Error  dis- 
solvcs  before  it,  as  the  gross  mists  of  earth  evapórate  beneath  the  sun. 
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A man  may  doggedly  persist  in  asscrting  that  he  has  heard  the  truth, 
and  does  not  helieve  it ; but  if  it  be  really  truth,  he  has  no  more  power 
to  disbelieve  tbau  the  tliirsty  ground  has  to  rcfuse  to  imbibe  the  de- 
seen di  ng  shower. 

The  ealm  twiliglit  liad  stolen  unperceived  upon  our  conversation, 
and  at  this  moment  tlie  moon,  slowly  rising  over  some  lofty  buildings 
i n the  rear  of  my  uncle's  house,  lier  beams  fell  on  bis  countenance,  and 
I perceived  he  was  in  tears.  I did  not  like  to  disturb  his  thoughts, 
but  sat  silently  watching  him  for  several  minutes.  His  glistening  eyes 
were  fixed  upon  the  palé  orbof  night,  as  if  it  liad  awakened  some  train 
of  tender  emotions  wliich  he  would  fain  command  into  repose.  The 
eompression  of  his  quivering  lips,  and  the  stern  contraction  of  his  brow, 
indicated  the  struggle  within.  At  lengtli  he  spoke. 

“ It  was  just  such  a quiet  evening  hour  in  summer  as  this  is,”  said 
he,  “ and  the  still  moon  was  tlien,  as  now,  dilFusing  her  serene  light 
over  every  object,  when  y our  cousin  Emily,  that  young  and  lovely 
creature,  and  innocent  as  lovely,  breathed  lier  last  in  my  arms.  How 
I survived  that  hour,  or  how  1 went  tlirough  its  liorrors,  I know  not. 
With  a view  to  dissipate  the  gloom  occasioned  by  your  aunt’s  deatb,  we 
liad  gone  down  to  pass  a few  weeks  at  Mal  vera.  While  tliere,  we 
drove  over  to  Worcester  one  day  to  visit  the  cathedral,  and  in  return- 
ing  borne,  between  nine  and  ten  o'clock,  by  some  accident,  of  whieh  I 
was  perfectly  unconscious,  1 suffered  the  reins  to  escape  from  my 
hands.  In  a moment  the  horses  started  off  at  the  top  of  their  speed, 
and  rusliing  up  a steep  bank,  overturned  the  carriage.  Stunned  by 
the  fall,  I must  liave  lain  in  the  road  insensible  for  above  an  hour. 
When  I recovered,  the  íirst  object  that  presented  itself  was  my  poor 
child  stretched  at  my  feet,  covered  with  blood.  A little  distance  off 
Jay  the  carriage ; but  tlie  horses  had  broken  from  the  traces,  and  were 
nowhere  to  be  seen.  It  was  in  a lonely  part  of  the  road  : not  a liouse 
or  cottage  near.  The  moon  was  shining  with  unwonted  brilliancy,  and 
revealed  but  too  plainly  the  sad  condition  of  your  cousin.  I crawled 
towards  her,  raised  her  in  my  arms,  and  wiped  away  the  blood  and  dust 
from  her  face.  She  still  breathed.  I called  upon  her  ñame.  At  the 
suund  of  my  voice  her  eyes  unclosed.  God  ! what  a piteous,  lieart- 
rending  louk  she  turned  upon  me  ! Slic  endeavoured  to  speak  ; but 
the  effort  only  forced  a fresh  etfusion  of  blood  from  her  moutli.  Raising 
her  poor  lacerated  arms,  she  twined  tliem  round  my  neck,  dragged 
herself  up  so  as  to  reach  my  face,  kissed  me,  drooped  her  head  upon 
my  bosom,  and  expired.  JPliilip — picture  if  you  can  viy  situation  I 
Alone — the  deep  sound  of  the  cathedral  dock  striking  the  midnight 
hour — myself  so  bruised  and  shattered  that  I could  scarcely  move  a 
limb — my  dead  child  lying  in  my  arms  all  ghastly  and  disíigured,  and 
the  palé  moonbeams  shedding  a light  upon  the  lovely  ruin,  which 
seemed  to  render  it  still  more  ghastly.  I could  not  bear  the  sight,  and 
gatliering  up  her  disbevelled  liair,  I spread  it  as  a veil  over  her  face. 
Then  I sat  and  mourned,  and  I prayed  to  God  that  I might  not  see 
the  morning.  Never  shall  I forget  the  sense  of  desolation  tliut  op- 
pressed  me,  or  what  a relief  it  was  to  my  feelings  when  I saw  npproach- 
ing,  with  a prowling,  liesitating  step,  a rough-looking  shepheríTs  dog, 
who  carne  cióse  to  us,  sniffed  at  the  blood  which  had  trickled  on  the 
ground  from  my  daughter's  veins,  sent  forth  a howl  that  made  the 
echoes  ring,  and  ran  lxick  in  the  direction  he  had  come,  as  if  to  carry 
the  dismal  tidings  to  where  succour  could  be  obtained.  And  so  I 
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verily  believe  the  sagacious  animal  did  ; for  in  about  an  liour  afterwards 
I saw  liim  returning,  accompanied  by  bis  master,  whose  cottage  stood 
concealed  in  a glen  not  more  tban  haif  a mi  le  ofF.  It  was  thus,"  he 
continued,  raising  bis  hand  to  bis  eyes  as  be  spoke,  "I  lost  my  rnuch- 
beloved  Emily ; and  tliere  are  times  wben  T cannot  altogether  get  rid 
of  the  fecling^  that  if  I had  been  more  careful,  tbe  sad  accident  would 
never  llave  happened." 

I was  too  much  aftected  by  tbe  oíd  gentleman's  distress,  as  well  as 
by  the  narrative  itself,  to  renew  our  former  argument  by  binting  that 
nothing  upon  eartb  could  bave  prevented  bim  and  his  daughter  from 
going  to  Worcester  that  day,  or  bave  kept  bim  awake  in  returning 
borne ; for  I liad  no  doubt  be  was  nodding  wben  tbe  reins  slipped  out 
of  his  hands.  And  yet,  in  bis  case,  what  a comfort  he  would  bave 
found  in  my  doctrine  ! Had  be  but  known  tliat  be  was  inerely  an 
appointed  instrument  for  accomplishing  a predestined  event,  all  self- 
reproacb  must  bave  been  at  an  end.  As  it  was,  I contented  myself 
with  endeavouring  to  consolé  bim  in  tbe  common  way  of  the  world,  by 
observing  that,  “ With  all  our  care,  we  cannot  always  prevent  acci- 
denta." 

“ No,”  said  he ; lí  I liad  a proof  of  that  in  tbe  case  of  ber  brotlier,  a 
bot-brained  fool,  (God  forgive  me  for  culling  bim  so,  now  be  is  in  bis 
grave !)  who  flung  away  bis  life  for  a poodle." 

“ A poodle  1 ” 

“ A poodle, — and  as  ugly  a cur  as  ever  wagged  a tail.” 

t€  It  is  too  serious  for  jest,"  said  I,  “ else  bis  epitaph  might  have  been 
written  in  two  lines, — 


“ He  deserved  no  better,”  said  my  únele,  “ tliougb  be  was  my  own 
son.  You  know  be  was  always  like  touchwood,  and  would  take  fire  at 
tbe  slightest  spark  of  contradiction.  One  day,  he  and  bis  poodle  were 
walking  in  Hyde  Park,  wben  a gentleman,  switcbing  bis  cañe,  acci- 
dentally  struck  tbe  heast.  Words  ensued — cards  were  exclianged — a 
duel  followed — and  George  had  tbe  lionour  of  receiving  a pistol-ball 
tbrougb  bis  lungs.  I had  an  inkling  of  the  business  in  time,  as  I 
thought,  to  prevent  it ; but  tbe  very  means  I took  for  that  purpose  liad 
tbe  effeot  of  Imstenii  ’t." 


“ To  be  sure,”  sai 

“ Wby  to  be  sure? — Oh,  I know  wbat  you  mean:  it  was  to  be. 
Well,  if  anything  could  make  me  a convert  to  that  comfortable  tbeory, 
it  would  be  tbe  fate  of  poor  Henry  Slingsby ; for,  of  all  men  living,  be 
was  tbe  last  I sbould  bave  suspected  with  regard  to  wbat  actually 
happened/* 

íc  Henry  Slingsby  — be  was  tbe  bead  of  tbe  firm  of  Slingsby,  Cnth- 
bert,  and  Company,  and  in  tbe  banking  line." 

“ Yes,"  rejomecl  my  únele;  “ but  be  got  into  a very  different  line 
before  be  died." 

“ Indeed." 

He  liung  himself  one  fine  summer's  morning,  at  bis  house  in 
Camberwell.” 

u Is  it  possible  ? Wbat  drove  bim  to  it  ? He  wasn't  married  ? ” 

“ Olí,  nothing  drove  bim  to  it,"  said  my  únele  irouically  ; “ it  was  all 
settled  beforehand." 


Ilere  lies  a noodle, 

Who  died  for  a poodle.” 
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“ Humanlij  speaking,  what  was  tlie  apparent  cause  ? ” 

“ A déficit  of  une  liundrcd  thousand  pounds  in  his  books.  And  how 
did  that  come  about,  you  will  ask  ? By  over-speculation,  in  which  he 
made  free  with  other  people's  money.  It  was  that  which  he  could  not 
face.  You  know  how  high  the  character  of  the  liousc  stood:  but,  so 
much  for  character.  After  Slingsby's  death,  it  appeared  he  liad  been 
carrying  on  the  system  for  nearly  twenty  years,  undetected,  beeause 
unsuspected . Suspicion,  however,  is  a virtue,  as  I provcd  in  this  very 
case,  and  that,  too,  in  a most  extraordinary  way.  My  friend,  Sir 
Thomas  Bradford,  callcd  upon  me  one  day  to  take  leave  before  going 
out  of  town.  He  liad  come  up  for  the  purpose  of  selling  out  a thou- 
sand  pounds,  which  he  wanted  to  complete  a purchase  he  had  made. 
In  the  course  of  conversation  he  said  lie  had  made  au  arrangement 
with  the  house  of  Slingsby  and  Co.  (who  were  liis  agents),  which 
would  save  him  the  trouble  of  travelling  to  London  every  time  he  re- 
quired  to  transfer  any  portion  of  the  stock  that  stood  in  liis  ñame  in 
the  books  of  the  Bank  of  England.  He  had  given  bis  agents  a general 
power  to  sell.  1 Do  you  think  you  have  acted  wisely  ? ' said  I.  * The 
power  you  have  given  is  the  power  to  make  you  a beggar.  Is  that 
quite  prudent?' — ‘Yes;  but  the  house  of  Slingsby,  Cuthbert,  and 
Company/  replied  Sir  Thomas,  c wliat  can  there  be  to  fear  ? ' — ‘ I 
know  of  one  house  onlv  into  which  the  fear  of  evil  may  not  enter/  I 
answered,  and  that  is  the  Iíouse  of  God  ! Understand  me  rightly. 
I believe  the  house  of  Slingsby,  Cuthbert,  and  Co.  to  be  as  safe  as  any 
one  we  have : but  I should  consider  none  so  safe  that  I would  depend 
upon  its  integrity  whether  I am  to  wake  to-morrow  morning  a ruined 
man  ! ' — c You  are  over-cuutious/  said  Sir  Thomas  smiling. — f Perhaps 
so,  and  it  arises,  probably,  from  having  once  in  my  life  been  over-con- 
fident/  There  our  conversation  ended,  and  we  parted,  Sir  Thomas 
promisiug  to  cali  upon  me  again  before  he  left  town.  He  did  so. — 
* IIow  mucli  have  you  got  standing  in  your  ñame  in  the  Bank?  * said 
I. — * Twenty-nine  thousand  pounds/  — f You  have  not  twenty-nine 
fartliings/ — ‘ You  surely  do  not  mean  what  you  say  ?' — f I tell  you,  you 
have  not  n i ne-and- twenty  fartliings  standing  in  your  ñame  in  the 
books  of  the  Bank  of  JEngland.  The  day  after  you  were  last  liere  I 
had  the  curiosity  to  make  the  inquiry,  and  I found  that  on  the  veri) 
day  you  placed  in  the  hands  of  Slingsby,  Cuthbert,  and  Company,  a 
general  power  to  sell,  they  transferred  every  shilling  of  it  into  their 
own  ñames/ — ‘ I am  a ruined  man  ! * exclaimed  Sir  Tilomas,  in  a State 
of  distraction. — ‘ Not  if  you  will  be  guidcd  by  uie/  I replied. — * What 
is  your  advice  ? * — * To  take  no  notice  of  what  has  hanpened/ — € How  !’ 
— * Depend  upon  it/  I continued,  * this  is  not  the  first  transaction  of 
the  kind  in  which  the  house  of  Slingsby  has  been  engaged,  and  if  an 
exposure  were  now  to  follow,  there  would  be  an  immediate  break-up. 
They  have  robbed  you.  You  rnust  be  quiet, — seern  to  know  iiothing, 
— and  they  will  rol)  somebody  else  to  pay  you.  Cali  upon  them.  As 
you  hope  to  get  your  money  back  again,  let  there  be  notking  in  your 
manner  which  can  excite  their  suspicions.  Tell  them  you  have  been 
detained  in  town  longer  tlian  you  expected,  and  that  you  have  made  a 
very  advantageous  purchase  of  some  proper ty,  which  will  require  all 
the  money  you  have  in  the  Bank.  Say  that,  as  they  have  got  a ge- 
neral power  to  sell  out,  you  will  tliank  them  to  act  upon  it  as  early  as 
inay  be  convenient ; and  as  your  presence  is  not  needed  in  the  busi- 
ness,  that  you  will  cali  again  any  day  they  may  appoint.  They  are 
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not  yet  ripc  for  an  explosión.  They  liave  large  funds  in  their  liands 
under  circninstances  similar  to  your  own.  Tliey  can  go  on  npon  their 
character  yet  for  some  years,  provided  no  nntoward  discovery  upsets 
tliem  ; and  therefore  they  will  be  ready  with  your  inoney/  Sir  Tilo- 
mas followed  my  instructions  to  the  letter.  lie  called  — saw  Mr. 
Slingsby,  wlio  pólitely  expressed  bis  regret  that  his  transfer-clerk  was 
out  of  the  way,  or  the  business  should  have  becn  settled  immediately  ; 
but  if  he  would  look  in  the  following  morning,  everything  should  be 
ready.  He  did  so ; and  received  his  niue-and-twenty  thousand 
pounds.” 

“ Bravo  1”  I exclaimed.  “ I hope  he  gave  you  half  of  it  for  your 
admirable  generalship.” 

“ Not  exactly,”  replied  my  únele,  smiling,  “ but  if  I would  have 
permitted  it,  he  would  have  pressed  upon  me  five  thousand  of  it.  All 
I would  accept,  however,  was  what  he  willingly  gave,  his  promise 
neve r again  to  let  any  one  have  the  power  of  ruining  him.  Meanvvhile 
he  and  1 kept  the  secret,  and  the  house  of  Slingsby,  Cuthbert,  and 
Co.,  with  its  higk  character , went  on  for  several  years  longer,  till  their 
affuirs  got  so  entaugled  that  they  were  forced  to  stop,  and  then,  dread- 
ing  the  disclosures  that  would  take  place,  poor  Slingsby  liung  himself ; 
but  the  other  partners  took  that  opportunity  of  visiting  the  Continent. 
Just  before,  however,  one  of  your  c what-is-to-be-will-be’s  ” happened, 
in  a droll  way.  A curions,  eccentric  character,  but  a man  of  some  note 
in  the  city,  whose  ñame  was  Dawkins,  had  placed  American  bonds  to 
the  valué  of  ten  thousand  pounds  with  his  banker  at  the  West  End, 
and  having  dreamed  one  night  that  they  were  not  safe,  oíf  he  set  the 
next  morning  as  soon  as  the  bank  was  open  to  obtain  tliem.  This  done, 
he  posted  into  the  city  to  deposit  tliem  with  Slingsby,  Cuthbert,  and 
Company ; went  borne  rejoicing  ; slept  soundly  ; and  had  the  satisfac- 
tion  of  hearing  the  following  day  that  the  great  firm  of  Messrs.  Slings- 
by and  Co.  had  stopped  payment ; an  event  of  which  unfortunately  he 
never  dreamt  ot  all.” 

“ Now  can  you,”  said  I,  “ pretend  to  sliut  your  eyes  to  this  over- 
whelming  evidence  of  the  truth,  that  there  is  ‘ a divinity  which  shapes 
our  ends,  rongh-hew  them  how  we  may  ? ' Cali  it  chance,  if  you  can  ; 
but  if  you  cannot  (as  it  is  impossible  you  should),  acknowledgc  that  it 
is  design.” 

íf  / need  not  trouble  myself  with  speculating  upon  the  subject,”  re- 
plied my  únele  ; u 1 ain  too  near  the  discovery  of  the  truth  itself.  A 
very  littlo  time,  and  I shall  know  all  mysteries,  and  I doubt  not,  if  it 
be  permitted  to  us  to  have  any  recollections  of  our  earthly  State,  1 shall 
be  lost  in  wonder  at  the  things  we  have  believed  liere  as  the  discoveries 
of  human  reason.  But  let  that  pass.  You  and  I,  Philip,  shall  botli  of 
us  be  wiser  in  these  matters  a liuudred  years  henee.  Meanwhile,  let 
us  go  to  supper.” 

He  led  the  way  into  an  adjoining  upartment,  wliere  a neat  and  cle- 
gant  “ supper  for  two  ” was  spread,  of  which  we  partook  with  mutual 
satisfaction.  During  the  repast  our  conversation  was  upon  the  ordinary 
topics  of  the  day.  but  afterwards,  while  I indulged  in  the  fragrant  per- 
fume of  a fine  Havannah  cigar,  and  sipped  some  iced  lemonade,  my 
únele  reverted  to  our  former  discourse. 

“ How  true  it  is,”  said  he,  ts  that  death's  thousand  doors  stand  al- 
ways  open ; and  when  we  rellect  what  trivial  accidents  sultíce  to  de- 
stroy  life,  how  marvellous  it  is  that  any  of  us  should  walk  in  the  midst 


308 


SEVEN  YEARS. 


of  them  Iiour  by  honr,  and  escape.  We  are  snrrounded  from  morning 
to  night  with  anímate  and  inanimate  objects,  all  of  which  mav  become  a 
meaus  of  death  ; and  yet,  so  wonderfully  are  we  protected,  that  for  one 
wlio  finds  death  in  them,  myriads  find  it  in  some  sharp  disease,  orsome 
slow  decay  of  the  body's  vital  powers.  You  were  inquiring  aftcr  Mor- 
timer,  Penruddock,  and  Capel,  and  I told  yon  they  were  all  dead ; 
and  I might  have  added,  they  all  found  their  graves  where  not  one  of 
them  had  reason  to  expcct  he  should  do  so.  Charles  JYlortimer  was 
drowned  oíF  Greenwich,  the  boat  he  was  in  being  run  down  by  a 
steamer.  Tliere  were  four  others,  besides  the  watermen,  not  one  of 
whom  could  swim  ; yet  they  were  all  saved,  while  Charles  Mortimer, 
who  was  an  excellent  swimmer,  lost  his  life.  Then,  Cornelius  Pen- 
ruddock,  leaning  against  the  balcony  of  his  own  house,  in  cunversation 
with  a friend,  overbalanced  himself,  and  was  killed  on  the  spot.  Last- 
ly,  Hugli  Capel  — what  a death  was  his  ! Returning  lióme  from  an 
evening  party,  as  he  was  Crossing  Finsbury  Square  he  saw  the  red  glare 
of  a fire  flashing  up  iuto  the  sky.  Hastening  to  the  spot,  in  one  of  the 
small  streets  tliat  run  at  the  back  of  the  City  Road,  he  arrived  just  as  a 
distracted  motlier,  with  her  infant  in  her  arms,  appeared  at  the  second 
floor  window,  frantically  imploring  succour  from  tliose  beneath.  In 
vain  they  besonght  the  poor  creature  to  Ring  her  baby  into  the  Street, 
knitting  their  arms  together  at  the  same  time  to  receive  it,  and  telliug 
her  she  might  herself  trust  to  the  same  mode  of  escape.  Iler  courage 
failed  her.  Several  times  she  enveloped  the  infant  in  its  clothes,  as  if 
resolved  to  venture  its  fate,  but  each  time  drew  it  back  to  her  bosom, 
and  cast  an  agonising  look  to  Heaven.  Capel,  who  witnessed  this 
scene,  dashed  through  the  crowd,  gained  the  street-door,  and  in  spite 
of  all  the  entreaties  of  the  tiremen  and  others,  entered  the  bnrning 
house.  How  he  made  his  way  through  the  dense  suífocating  sinoke, 
or  passed  unliarmed  amid  the  llames  that  were  roaring  through  the 
lower  apartments,  nobody  could  ever  tell ; but  the  next  minute  almost 
he  was  seen  by  the  side  of  the  woinan,  who,  overpowered  by  this  un- 
expected  deliverance,  fainted  in  his  arms.  A shout  of  joy  ímrst  from 
the  multitude  as  he  retreated  with  his  burden  from  their  siglit,  and 
every  eye  was  dirceted  towards  the  door,  expecting  to  see  him  emerge 
in  safety  with  the  mother  and  child.  ‘ Tliere  he  is  ! tliere  he  is ! ’ 
some  exclaimed ; and  another  shout  was  raised  in  admiration  of  his  in- 
trepid  liumanity.  fNow  he  is  coming  ! — now  !’  Alas  ! he  carne  not. 
He  was  never  seen  again.  It  was  supposed  (it  could  only  be  conjecture, 
however,)  he  might  have  saved  his  own  life,  but  that  lingering  too  long 
in  striving  to  drag  with  him  the  inanimate  mother,  his  return  was  cut 
off  by  the  rapid  ascendancy  of  the  llames,  and  that  they  all  perished 
together ; for  the  next  day  in  digging  the  ruins  their  blackened  ashes 
were  found  in  one  spot,  beneath  where  the  landingof  the  lirst-tíoor  had 
fallen  in." 

€t  Poor  Capel ! " I exclaimed.  €t  He  was  always  a humane,  high- 
spirited,  generous  fellow,  and  worthy  of  a better  fate,  I should  say,  did 
I not  know  how  presumptuous  it  would  be." 

I longed  to  get  my  únele  into  another  argument  about  omniscience, 
but  the  oíd  gentleman  would  not  let  me ; for,  instead  of  falling  into  the 
trap  I had  laid  for  him,  he  fell  asleep,  that  is,  he  took  his  customary 
forty  winks  before  taking  his  customary  night- cap,  wliich  consisted  the 
year  round  of  a scientifically  prepared  tumbler  of  arrack  punch. 

His  nap  ended,  and  his  punch  begun,  he  asked  me  with  a nielan- 
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choly  smile  whether  I liad  any  more  friends  to  inquire  after  ? I re- 
miiuled  liim  of  une  wliose  ñame  liad  been  mentioned, — my  pretty  little 
sweetheart,  as  lie  used  to  cali  her,  Jane  Robinson.” 

" Ay,”  said  lie,  " Jane  Robinson,”  musing  as  he  spuke,  and  stirring 
his  punch  peusively  at  the  same  time ; “ she  was  a sweet  little  crea- 
ture,  and  after  the  decease  of  your  poor  dear  aunt,  had  I been  a few 
years  younger,  I don't  know  what  might  liave  liappened,  had  we  been 
mucli  together.  Rut  it  was  not  to  be.” 

"I  sliould  think  not,”  I replied.  c<  Wliy  Jane  would  scarcely  be 
more  than  two  and  twenty  now,  were  she  living.” 

"Well,”  interrupted  my  uncle,  witli  an  arch  gravity,  "and,  pray 
what  is  my  age  ? ” 

“ Somewliere  between  thirty  and  seventy,  I sliould  guess.” 

" Then  you  would  guess  wrong  — but  no  mutter.  When  a man  of 
mature  years  fixes  his  affections,  he  knows  what  he  is  about.” 

" Not  always,”  interrupted  I ; “ thougli  when  a young  girl  marries 
a very  rich  and  a veri)  oíd  man,  she  knows  what  she  is  about.” 

“ Not  always,”  retorted  my  uncle,  briskly  ; “ for,  were  the  prettiest 
girl  in  Christendom  to  marry  me  to-morrow,  and  I thought  it  was  for 
my  money,  and  not  for  myself,  I ’d  take  care  she  sliould  liave  nothing 
but  myself ; I 'd  leave  my  money  to  build  churches.” 

u In  one  of  which  she  might  do  penance  all  the  rest  of  her  life,”  I 
added. 

" Poor  Jane ! ” ejaculated  my  uncle,  “ she  died  for  love  (as  I was 
once  very  near  doing)  ; and  if  tliere  be  such  a thing  as  dying  of  a 
broken  heart,  she  died  of  tliut  too.  The  wedding-day  was  fixed,  the 
bridal-garments  made,  the  marriage-feast  prepared,  when  her  be- 
trothed  husband,  a fine  young  man,  and  I really  think  worthy  of  her, 
was  seized  witli  cholera,  (though  you  liave  heard  nothing  else  wliile 

Írou  were  away,  I suppose  you  heard  that  we  liave  had  the  cho- 
era  in  England,)  and  the  morning  that  sliould  have  seen  liim  a joy- 
ous  bridegroom,  saw  him  a hideously  distorted  and  livid  corpse. 
The  cholera  was  said  to  be  contagious,  infectious,  and  I know  not  what. 
Jane  disproved  it  all,  for  she  never  quitteu  his  bedside  till  he  died, 
and  after  his  deatli  liung  distracted  over  his  body,  kissing  those  lips 
which  the  doctors  declared  breathed  pestilenee.  The  day  he  was 
buried  she  put  on  her  wedding-clothes,  married  herself  by  placing  the 
wedding-ring  upon  her  finger,  and  was  never  after  seen  to  slied  a tear. 
It  was  that  which  killed  her.  Could  she  have  wept,  as  women  com- 
monly  do  abundantly,  her  grief  would  have  worn  itself  out ; instead  of 
which  it  wore  her  out.  Day  by  day  she  withered  before  our  eyes,  and 
the  first  smile  that  had  been  seen  upon  her  countenance  for  fourteen 
months  was  on  the  morning  she  died.  I am  told  her  last  moments 
were  heavenly ; so  fu  11  of  holy  resignation,  of  sacred  ecstacy,  of 
seraphic  joy.  As  lier  body  inelted  away,  I verily  believe  her  soul  had 
sume  revelation  of  the  beatifical  visión.  1 Iiow  miserable  I should  be,' 
said  she,  f if  I might  not  die,  for  I have  nothing  else  to  do  now  in  this 
world  then  closing  her  own  eyes,  she  faintly  articulated, < Thy  king- 
dom  come,  thy  will  be  done ! * and  resigned  her  spirit  to  God.” 

Here  my  uncle  blew  his  nose,  and  my  cigar  was  so  short  that  the 
smoke  of  it  got  into  my  eyes,  and  I could  not  see  where  my  lemonade 
stood.  Then  we  botli  of  us  gave  a long  sigli  at  the  same  time ; upon 
which,  turning  round  sharply  to  see  what  was  the  matter,  <c  Wliy,  the 
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devil ! ” exclaimed  my  únele,  “ didn*t  yon  ask  her  motlier  to  tell  you 
all  about  it  ? ” 

ec  Men  meet  together,”  said  I,  “ and  talk  of  wliat  they  will  do  ¿o- 
morrorv,  or  next  iveck , or  next  montk  ; or  begin  things  to-day,  the  pros- 
perous  end  whercof  thcy  do  not  expect  to  witness  for  many  years.  If 
they  would  be  taught,  here  is  a lesson  for  tliem,  a lesson  which  tlie 
world  is  liourly  teaching,  but  in  vain.  Perhaps  wisely  so.  Perhaps 
do  I say?  It  is.  Were  it  ordained  tbat  we  should  liave  tbe  appre- 
hension  of  deatli  constantly  clinging  to  our  tlioughts,  life  would  stag- 
nute,  and  tlie  generations  of  man,  i astead  of  being,  as  now,  linked  to 
the  past  and  tbe  fnture,  would  flourish  and  decay  as  a summer  flower. 
Nevertbeless,  be  tbat  looks  back  upon  seven  yeaus,  and  eounts  tbe 
friends  and  acquaintances  who  within  tbat  little  space  liave  dropped 
into  tbe  grave,  will  not  be  too  unmindful  of  bis  own  fleeting  existence, 
or  of  tbe  time  when  ‘ the  worm/  as  Job  says,  * shall  feed  sweetly  on 
liimself,  and  be  sball  be  no  more  remembered/  But,  will  you  allow 
me,”  I continued,  “ to  direct  your  attention  once  more  to  tbat  im- 
portant  consideration,  tbe  omniscience  of  the  Deity,  which  invests  all 
tbese  seeming  accidents  of  life  witb  a liarmony  of  purpose  so  beautiful, 
tbat ” 

Cl  There  goes  St.  Paul’s,”  interrupted  my  únele : “ twelve  o'clock — 
I bave  not  been  out  of  bed.  so  late  for  months.” 

There  was  no  misunderstanding  tbis  hint,  so  I took  it  ,*  started  out 
of  my  chair  as  if  I was  surprised  myself,  and  bidding  tbe  oíd  gentle- 
man  good  nigbt,  relieved  liim  at  once  from  my  company  and  my  argu- 
ment.  When  I got  to  my  lodging  I sat  down  and  read  Howe’s  treatise 
on  Tbe  Reconcileablencss  of  God's  Prescience  of  tbe  Sins  of  Men, 
witb  tbe  wisdom  and  sincerity  of  bis  counsels,  exhortations,  and  wliat- 
soever  means  be  uses  to  prevent  tliem,”  wbicb  reconciled  nothing  but 
tbe  impossibility  of  reconciling  tbe  foreknowledge  of  an  event  with 
tbe  liberty  of  tbe  agent  to  perform  or  not  to  perform  it. 


LINES  TO  MY  DOUBLE-BARRELLED  GUN,  BROWN  BESS. 

1 ha  ve  a sweet  friend,  and  her  ñame  is  Brown  Bess  I 
Who  often  in  raptores  I ardently  press. 

And  as  on  my  snoulder  she  MI  rest  or  recline, 

1 glory  to  think  tbat  I can  cali  her  mine. 

Her  voice  how  it  echoes  through  valley  and  grove 
When  I make  her  repeat  the  fond  fire  of  her  love, 

It  comes  from  her  bosom  in  one  noble  strain, 

Where,  save  to  please  me,  it  would  ever  remain. 

She  *8  tall,  and  she  ’s  slender,  witb  scarce  any  waist, 

And,  what  is  most  curious,  she  lmth  but  onc  breast  ; 
lf  there  I should  touch  her  in  play  or  in  sport, 

It  is  strange,  she  ’s  the  Jirst.  one  to  sprcud  the  report . 
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And,  oddly  enougli,  she  is  not  fiesh  and  blood  ! 

How  could  she?  for  sulphuraml  uitre’s  her  food  ! 

Her  body  is  iron,  her  head  it  is  wood  ! 

But  she  does  as  I bid  her, — she  *s  trüe  and  she  ’s  coon. 

Tf  she  *s  well-directed,  how  lofty  her  aim, 

Objects  most  exalted  she  will  for  you  claim, 

Whatever  you  wish  for  she  ’ll  bring  down  with  death, 

Though  she  i vastes  all  her  strength , and  gires  up  her  last  breath. 

Her  soul  is  for  pleasure,  dull  life  ’s  her  disgust, 
lf  idle  she  *s  kept  she  will  spoil  and  will  rust, 

She  seeks  not  the  banquet,  or  mirth-swelling  hall, 

Still — there  7 a norte  more  adaptad,  orjit  Jor  a hall. 

She’s  most  températe,  too,  e’en  to  a moral, 

Al  though  she  doth  keep  both  a flash  and  a barrel. 

Ay,  barréis;  but  she,  like  the  publican  k naves, 

Keeps  these  for  the  pigeons,  that  come  for  their  graves. 

Miss  Steam  has  an  appetite  always  so  large, 

Whilst  each  meal  for  Bessy  is  but  a small  chargc; 

Then  drinfe  costs  her  nothiug,  she  loves  to  be  dry, 

Whilst  Steam  must  have  pipes,  and  a constant  supply. 

Then  Steam  is  so  Jlighty , and  Bess  so  docile. 

With  Steam  you  cant  travel  in  surely  one  mita ; 

With  Bess  you  may  go  through  the  land,  far  and  wide, 

With  her  under  your  arm , the  same  as  a bride . 

Again,  as  a bride,  should  you  niovingly  press 
IUy  Bess — the  soft  pressure — will  snmftiy  confess 
The  warmth  ufherjeelings  ; her  sensitiva  frame 
Will  quickly  evince  in  the  strength  of  herjtamc. 

The  young  lordling’s  plaything,  the  gainekeepcr’s  pride  ! 

The  night-watcher’s  friend,  and  the  freebooteris  bride ! 

The  smuggler’s  “ chcrc  amie,”  the  bushranger’s  wife, 

Who  would  pait  with  her  only  on  parting  with  life. 

Sweet  nymph  ! she  would  coax  the  “ birds  ofí  the  bushes,” 

As  oft  she  hath  done  both  blackbirds  and  thrushes. 

Then  why  should  you  wonder  at  my  tender  love, 

When  a coc/c  or  a cap-on  she  also  can  move? 

Forgive  this  long  story,  but  I had  my  cue, 

In  laying  down  all  her  perfections — for  you, 

There  7s  two  I forgot,  she  #s  allicd  to  famed  Loch(c), 

And  doth  real/y  belong  to  an  exccllent  stock . 

Good  Reader  ! I bow,  and  exhausted  retire, 

And  hope  you  will  think  that  I have  not  missed  fire, 

But  brought  down  my  gome,  and  each  time  hit  the  vuirk. 

And  handlcd  my  gun  well — albeit  on  a Uirh. 


Aug,  27. 
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AN  HISTORIO  AL  ROMANCE. 

DY  W.  IIARRISON  AINSWORT H,  ESQ. 

I L LUSTRATE D BY  OEOR(iE  OKU  I KSH  A N K . 


ROCK  THE  THIRD. 

CHAPTEH  IX. 

WHITRHAÉTj. 

Such  was  the  expedition  used  by  Humphrey  Chetham  and  Viviana, 
tliat  they  accouiplished  tlie  journey  to  London  in  an  extraordinarily 
short  space  of  time.  Proceeding  direct  to  Whitehall,  Viviana  placed 
a letter  in  the  hands  ofa  lialberdier,  and  desired  that  it  might  be  given 
without  delay  to  the  Earl  of  Salisbury.  After  some  denuir,  the  man 
lianded  it  to  an  usher,  who  promised  to  lay  it  before  the  Earl.  Some 
time  elapsed  before  the  result  of  its  reception  was  known,  when  an  of- 
ficer,  accompanied  by  two  sergeants  of  the  guard,  made  bis  appearance, 
and  commanded  Viviana  and  her  companion  to  follow  liim. 

Crossing  a wide  hall,  wliicli  was  lilled  with  the  various  retainers  of 
the  palace,  who  regarded  them  with  a sort  of  listless  curiosity,  and  as- 
cending  a fligbt  of  inarble  steps,  they  traversed  a long  eorridor,  and 
were  at  length  ushered  into  the  presence  of  the  Earl  of  Salisbury. 
He  was  seated  at  a table,  covered  with  a multitude  of  papero,  and  was 
busily  cmployed  in  writing  a despatcli,  but  immediately  stopped  on 
tlieir  entrance.  He  was  not  alone.  His  companion  was  a middle-aged 
man,  attired  in  a suit  of  bluek  velvet,  with  a cloak  of  the  same  mate- 
rial ; but  as  he  sat  with  his  back  towards  the  door,  it  was  impossible 
to  discern  his  features. 

“ You  muy  leave  us,”  said  Salisbury  to  the  oflicer,  <e  but  remain 
without-” 

“ And  be  ready  to  enter  at  a moment’s  notice,”  added  his  companion 
without  altering  his  position. 

The  oflicer  bowed,  and  retired  with  his  followers. 

“ Your  surrender  of  yourself  at  tliis  time,  Viviana  Kadclifle,”  said 
the  Earl,  “ weighs  much  in  your  favour ; and  if  you  are  disposed  free- 
ly  to  declare  aliyou  know  of  the  conspiracy,  it  is  not  impossible  tliat 
the  King  may  extend  his  merey  towards  you.” 

“ I do  not  desire  it,  my  lord/*  she  repfied.  “ In  surrendering  iny- 
self,  I have  no  otlier  aim  tlian  to  satisfy  the  laws  I huve  outraged.  I 
do  not  seek  to  defend  myself,  but  I desire  to  offer  an  explanation  to 
your  lordsbip.  Circumstances,  which  it  is  needless  to  detail,  drew  me 
into  connexion  with  the  conspirators,  and  J became  tinwillingly  the 
depositary  of  tlieir  darle  design.” 

You  were  guilty  of  misprision  of  treason  in  not  revealing  it/*  re- 
marked  the  Earl. 

if  I am  aware  of  it,”  she  rejoined  ; <cbut  tliis,  I take  Ileaven  to  wit- 
ness,  is  the  extent  of  my  crimiimlity.  I lield  the  project  in  the  ntmost 
ahliorrence,  and  used  every  argument  I was  mistress  of,  to  induce  its 
contrivers  to  ahundon  it.” 


^ • 


Ion  don  : Ri  chard  Bentley  ,1841 
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“ If  such  wero  tlie  case/*  demanded  the  Earl,  “ wliat  witlihcld  you 
from  disclosing  it  ? ” 

“ I will  now  confess  wliat  torture  could  not  wring  from  me  be- 
fore,"  she  replied.  “ I was  restrained  from  the  disclosure  by  a fatal 
passion.” 

“I  suspected  as  mucli/*  observed  tbe  Earl,  with  a sneer.  “ For 
wliom  ? ” 

For  Guy  Fawkes,”  returned  Viviana. 

“ God's  merey  ! Guv  Fawkes  I"  ejaculated  tbe  EarFs  companion, 
starting  to  bis  feet.  And  turning  as  he  spoke,  and  facing  her,  he  dis- 
closed  lieavy  but  not  unintellectual  feutures,  now  cbarged  with  an  ex- 
pression  oF  the  utmost  astonishment.  “ Did  you  say  Guy  Fawkes, 
mistress?  ’* 

íC  It  is  the  King/>  whispered  Humplirey  Clietham. 

“ Since  I know  in  wliose  presen  ce  T stand,  aire/'  replied  Viviana, 
<e  I will  answer  the  interrogation.  Guy  Fawkes  was  the  cause  of  my 
concealing  my  acquaintance  with  the  plot.  And  moro,  I will  confess 
to  your  Alajesty,  that  mucli  as  I ablior  the  design,  if  he  had  not  becn  a 
conspirator,  I should  never  liave  loved  him.  Ilis  sombre  and  entlmsi- 
astic  character  tirst  gave  him  an  interest  in  my  oyes,  which,  lieigh ten- 
ed by  several  important  Services  which  he  rendered  me,  soon  ripened 
into  love.  Xiinkcd  to  liis  fortunes,  shrouded  by  the  same  gloomy  cloud 
that  enveloped  him,  and  bound  by  a chain  from  which  I could  not  ex- 
trícate  myself,  I gave  him  my  liaiul.  But  the  moment  of  our  unión  was 
the  moment  of  our  separation.  We  liave  not  met  since,  and  sliall  meet 
no  more,  unless  to  part  for  ever." 

<e  A strange  history  ! " exclaimed  James,  in  a tone  that  showed  he 
was  not  unmoved  by  the  relation. 

“ I beseech  your  Majesty  to  grant  me  one  boon,"  cried  Viviana,  fall- 
ing  at  his  feet.  ° It  is,  to  be  allowed  a single  interview  with  my  lius- 
band — not  for  the  sad  gratificaron  of  beholding  him  again — not  for  the 
indulgence  of  my  prívate  sorrows  — but  that  I may  endeavour  to 
awaken  a feeling  of  rcpentance  in  his  breast,  and  be  the  means  of 
saving  his  soul  olive.” 

“ AI y inclinations  prompt  me  to  grant  the  request,  Salisbury/*  said 
the  King,  irresol utely.  **  Thcre  can  be  no  rislc  in  doing  it — eh  ? ” 

“ Not  under  certain  restrictions,  my  liege,"  replied  the  Earl. 

“You  shall  liave  your  wisb,  then,  mistress,"  said  James,  “ and  I 
trust  your  eíforts  may  be  crowned  with  success.  Your  husband  is  a 
liardy  traitor — a second  Jaques  Clement — and  we  never  tliink  of  him 
without  the  floor  sliaking  beneuth  our  feet,  and  a horrible  smell  of  gun- 
powder  assailing  our  nostrils.  Blessed  be  God  for  our  preservation  ! 
But  whom  liave  we  liere  ? " he  addcd,  turning  to  Humphrey  Chetham. 
kt  Another  conspirator  come  to  surrender  himself  ? " 

No,  my  liege,"  replied  Chetham ; ce  I am  a loyal  subject  of  your 
Arajesty,  and  a stanch  Protestante 

“ If  we  may  tnke  your  word  for  it,  doubtless,"  replied  the  King, 
with  an  ineredulous  íook.  tc  But  how  come  you  in  tliis  ladv's  com- 
> Pany?^ 

fí  1 will  hide  nothing  from  your  Alajesty/*  replied  Chetham.  <c  Long 
before  Viviana's  unhappy  acquaintance  with  Fawkes — for  sucli  I must 
ever  consider  it  — my  anections  luid  heen  fixed  upon  her,  and  I fondly 
trusted  she  would  not  pro  ve  indi  Iteren  t to  my  suit.  Even  now,  sire, 
when  all  liope  is  dead  within  me,  I liave  not  been  able  to  overeóme  my 

YOL.  X . Y 


314 


GUY  FAWKES. 


passion,  but  love  her  as  devotedly  as  ever.  When,  therefore,  slie  desired 
my  escort  to  Loudon  to  surrender  lierself,  I could  not  refuse  tlie 
request." 

*'It  is  tlie  trutli,  my  liege,"  added  Viviana.  “I  owe  Humphrey 
Chetlmm  (for  so  this  gentleman  is  named)  au  endless  debt  of  grati- 
tude;  and  not  tlie  least  of  my  prcscnt  distresses  is  the  thought  of  the 
aHliction  I liave  occasioned  him." 

u Dismiss  it  from  your  mind,  then,  Viviana/*  rcjoined  Chetham* 
“ It  will  not  mitígate  my  sorroxvs  to  feel  that  I liave  added  to 
yours.” 

“ Your  manner  and  looks  seem  to  give  a warrantyfor  loyaltv,  young 
sir,”  said  the  King.  “But  I must  have  some  assurance  of  the  trutli 
of  your  stateinent  before  you  are  set  at  large." 

“1  am  your  willing  prisoner,  my  liege,"  returned  Chetham.  “But 
I have  a letter  for  the  Earl  of  Salisbury,  which  muy  vouch  perhaps  for 
me." 

And  as  he  spolce  lie  placed  a letter  in  the  Earl's  liands,  who  broke 
open  the  seal,  and  hastily  glauced  at  its  conten ts. 

“ It  is  from  Doctor  Dee,"  he  said,  “ from  wliom,  as  your  Majestv  is 
aware,  we  have  received  niucli  important  Information  relativo  to  this 
atrocious  design.  He  answers  for  this  young  man's  lóyalty." 

“ I am  glad  to  hear  it,*’  rejoined  the  King.  “ It  would  have  been 
mortifying  to  be  deceived  by  so  lionest  a pliysiognoinv*” 

“ Your  Majestv  will  be  pleased  to  nttack  your  signature  to  thiswar- 
rant  for  Viviana  lladcliffe’s  committal  to  the  Tower,"  said  Salisbury, 
placing  a paper  before  liim. 

James  complied,  and  the  Earl  summoned  the  guard. 

“ llave  I your  Majesty’s  permission  to  attend  this  unfortunate  lady 
to  the  fortress  ? " cried  Chetham,  prostrating  liimself  before  the  King. 

James  hesitated,  but  glancing  at  the  Earl,  and  reading  no  objection 
in  his  looks,  he  assented. 

Whispering  some  prívate  instructions  to  the  oltícer  respecting  Chet- 
liam,  Salisbury  delivered  the  warrant  to  him.  Viviana  and  her  com- 
panion  were  then  removed  to  a símil  1 cliamber  adjoining  the  guard- 
room,  where  they  remained  for  nearly  an  liour,  at  the  expiration  of 
which  time  the  oilicer  again  appeared,  and  coiulucted  them  to  the 
palace-stairs,  where  a largo  wberry  awaited  tliem,  in  which  they  em- 
bar ked. 

James  did  not  renuiin  long  witli  bis  councillor,  and  as  soon  as  he  liad 
retired,  Salisbury  summoned  a confidential  attendant,  and  told  him  to 
acquaint  Lord  Mounteagle,  who  was  in  an  adjoining  apartmont,  tliat 
lie  was  now  ablc  to  receive  him.  The  attendant  departed,  and  pre- 
sently  returned  with  the  nobleman  in  question.  As  soon  as  they  were 
alone,  and  Salisbury  liad  satisíied  liimself  they  could  not  be  overJienrd, 
he  ohserved  to  the  otlicr, 

“ Since  Treaham*s  committal  to  the  Tower  yesterday,  I have  re- 
ceived a letter  from  the  lieutennnt,  stating  that  he  breathes  nothing 
but  revenge  against  yourself  and  me,  and  threatens  to  betray  us,  if  he 
is  not  released.  It  will  not  do  to  let  him  be  examined  by  the  Council  ; 
for  thougli  we  can  throw  utter  discredit  on  his  statement,  it  may  be 
prejudicial  to  my  futuro  designs." 

“ True,  my  lord,"  replied  Mounteagle.  “ But  how  do  you  propose 
to  silence  him  ? " 

By  poisoii,"  returned  Salisbury.  “ Therc  is  a trusty  fellow  in  the 
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Tower,  a jailer  natned  Ipgreve,  who  will  administer  it  to  him.  Ilere 
is  tlie  powder,"  he  added,  unlocking  a coffer,  and  taking  out  a small 
packet ; ff  it  was  giveu  me  bv  its  compounder,  Doctor  Dee.  It  is  the 
same,  I am  assured,  as  the  celebrated  Italian  poison  prepared  by  Pope 
Alexander  the  Sixth ; is  without  scent  or  taste ,*  and  destroys  its  vic- 
tim  without  leaving  a trace  of  its  effects." 

(( I must  take  heed  how  I oífend  your  íordship,"  observed  Mouut- 
eagle. 

“Nay,"  rejoined  Saiisbury,  witli  a ghastly  smile,  ífit  is  for  traitors 
like  Tresham,  not  true  men  like  you,  to  fear  me/' 

“ I understand  the  distinction,  my  lord,"  replied  the  other. 

“ I must  intrust  the  entire  management  of  this  aftair  to  you,"  pur- 
sued  Saiisbury. 

<fTo  me!"  exclaimed  Monnteagle.  tc  Tresham  is  my  brother-in- 
law.  I can  take  no  part  in  bis  murder." 

“ If  he  lives,  you  are  ruined,"  rejoined  Saiisbury,  coldly.  “ You 
must  sacrifico  him  or  yourself.  But  I see  you  are  reasonable.  Take 
this  powder,  and  proceed  to  the  Tower.  See  Ipgreve  alone,  and  in- 
struct  him  to  drug  Tresham*s  wine  with  it.  A hundred  marks  sliall 
be  bis  reward  wlien  the  deed  is  done." 

“ My  soul  revolts  from  the  deed,"  said  Monnteagle,  as  he  took  the 
packet.  “ Is  there  no  other  way  of  silencing  him." 

“ None,  whatever,"  replied  Saiisbury,  sternly.  “ Ilis  blood  be  upon 
liis  own  head." 

With  this,  Mounteagle  took  liis  departure. 


CHAPTElt  X. 

THE  TAIITING  OF  VIVIANA  AND  UUWPHRKY  CHETHAM. 

Huaiphrey  Ciietiiam;  was  so  oppressed  by  the  idea  ofparting  with 
Viviana  that  he  did  not  utter  a single  Word  during  their  transit  to  the 
Tower.  Passing  beneath  the  gloomy  archway  of  Traitor's  Gate,  tliey 
mounted  the  fatal  steps,  and  were  conducted  to  the  guard-room  near 
the  By-ward  Tower.  The  ofiicer  then  despatched  one  of  the  warders 
to  inform  the  lieutenant  of  Viviana*s  arrival,  and  telling  Humplirey 
Chetham  he  would  allow  him  a few  minutes  to  take  leave  of  her,  con- 
siderately  withdrew,  and  left  them  alono  together. 

tf  Ob  I Viviana!  " exclaimed  Chetham,  unable  to  reprcss  bis  gricf, 
<e  ni  y heart  hleeds  to  see  you  here.  If  you  repent  the  step  you  llave 
tuken,  and  desire  freedom,  say  so,  and  1 will  use  every  elfort  to  libé- 
rate you.  I have  been  successful  once,  and  may  be  so  ngain." 

lí  I thank  you  for  your  devotion,"  she  replied,  in  a tone  of  profound 
grati tilde  ; “ but  you  have  rendered  me  the  last  Service  I símil  ever 
require  of  you.  I deeply  deplore  the  misery  1 have  occasioned  you, 
and  regret  my  inubility  to  requite  your  attachment  as  it  deserves  to  be 
requited.  My  last  prayers  símil  lie  for  your  lmppiness ; and  I trust 
you  will  meet  with  some  being  wortliy  of  yon,  and  who  will  maké 
umends  for  my  insensibility." 

“ Be  not  deceived,  Viviana,"  replied  Chetham,  in  a broken  voice, 
“ I shall  never  love  again.  Your  image  is  too  deeply  imprinted  upon 
my  heart  ever  to  be  etfaced." 
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“ Time  may  work  a change,”  she  rejoined  ; “ tliough  I ouglit  not  to 
say  so,  for  I fecl  it  would  work  none  in  me.  SufFer  me  to  give  you 
one  piece  of  counsel.  Devote  yourself  resolutely  to  the  business  of 
life,  and  you  will  speedily  legain  your  peace  of  mind." 

“ I will  follow  your  instructions  implicitly,”  replied  Chetham  ; “but 
llave  little  hope  of  the  result  you  promise  me." 

“Let  the  efFort  be  mude/’  she  rejoined ; — <e  and  now  promise  me  to 
quit  London  to-morrow.  lleturn  to  your  nativo  town  ; employ  your- 
self in  your  former  occupations ; and  strive  not  to  think  of  the  past, 
exeept  as  a troubled  dream  from  wliich  you  havc  fortunately  awakened. 
Do  not  let  us  prolong  our  partí ng,  or  your  resolution  may  waver. 
Farewell  ¡ " 

So  suying,  she  extended  lier  liand  towards  liim,  and  lie  pressed  it 
passionately  to  his  lips. 

“ Farewell,  Viviana ! " lie  ei  ied,  witli  a look  of  unutterable  anguish. 
“May  Iíeaven  support  you  in  your  triáis !" 

“Óne  of  tliem  I am  now  enduring,"  she  replied,  in  a broken  voice. 
“ Farewell  for  ever,  and  may  ull  good  ungels  bless  you ! " 

At  tliis  moment  the  offtcer  appeared,  and  announcing  the  approacli 
of  the  lieutenant,  told  Chetham  tliat  his  time  liad  expired.  Without 
hazarding  anothcr  look  at  Viviana,  the  young  merchant  tore  himself 
away,  and  followed  the  oflicer  out  of  the  Tower. 

Ohedient  to  Viviana's  last  request,  he  quitted  London  on  the  follow- 
ing  day,  and  acting  upon  her  advice,  devoted  himself  on  his  return  to 
Manchester  sedulously  to  his  mercantile  pursuits.  Ilis  perseverance 
and  integrity  were  crowned  witli  en  tire  success,  and  he  becaine  in  due 
season  the  wealthiest  merchant  of  the  town.  JJut  the  blighting  of  his 
early  affections  tinged  his  whole  life,  and  gave  a melancholy  to  his 
thoughts,  and  an  austerity  to  his  inanner  originally  foreign  to  them. 
Truc  to  his  promise,  he  died  unmarried.  His  long  and  wortliy  career 
was  marked  by  actions  of  the  greatest  benevolence.  In  proportion  as 
his  ineans  increased,  his  charities  were  extended,  and  lie  truly  became 
“a  father  to  the  fatherless  and  the  destitute.”  To  him  the  town  of 
Manchester  is  indebted  for  the  noble  library  and  hospital  bearing  his 
ñame ; and  for  those  admirable  institutions,  by  wliich  tliey  so  largely 
benefit,  bis  memory  must  ever  be  lield  in  veneration  by  its  inhabitants# 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  SUBTERRANEAN  DUNGEON. 

Regarding  Viviana  witli  a smile  of  savage  satisfaction,  Sir  Wil- 
liam  Waad  commanded  Jasper  Ipgreve,  who  accompanied  him,  to 
convey  her  to  one  of  the  subterranean  dungeons  below  the  Deverenx 
Tower. 

“She  cannot  escape  thence  without  your  comí  i vanee,"  he  said ; 
“and  you  shall  answer  to  me  for  her  safe  custody  witli  your  life." 

“ If  she  escapes  again,  your  worship  shall  liang  me  in  her  stead," 
rejoined  Ipgreve. 

“ My  instructions  from  the  Earl  of  Salisbury  State  that  it  is  the 
King's  pleasure  that  she  be  allowed  a short  interview  witli  Guy 
Fawkes,"  said  the  lieutenant,  in  a low  tone.  “ Let  her  be  taken  to 
his  cell  to-morrow." 
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The  jailer  bowed,  and  motioning  the  guard  to  follow  liim  with  Vivi- 
ana, he  led  the  way  along  the  inner  ward  till  he  arrived  at  a small 
strong  door  in  the  wall  a little  to  the  north  of  the  Beauchamp  Tower, 
which  he  unlocked,  and  descended  into  u low  cavcmous-looking  vault. 
Striking  a light,  and  setting  tire  to  a torch,  he  then  led  the  way  along 
a narrow  gloomy  passage,  which  brought  them  to  a circular  chumber, 
from  which  other  passages  divergcd,  and  selecting  one  of  them, 
threaded  it  till  he  carne  to  the  door  of  a cell. 

“ II ere  is  your  dungeon/'  he  said  to  Viviana,  as  he  drew  back  the 
heavy  bolts,  and  disclosed  a small  chamber,  about  four  feet  wide  and 
six  long,  in  which  there  was  a pallet.  u My  dame  will  attend  yon 
soon.” 

With  this,  he  lighted  a lamp,  and  departing  with  the  guard,  barred 
the  door  outside.  Viviana  shuddered  as  she  surveyed  the  narrow  dun- 
geon  in  which  she  was  placed.  Roof,  walls,  and  door  were  of  stone, 
and  the  aspect  of  the  place  was  so  dismal  and  tomb-like,  that  she  felt 
as  if  she  were  buried  alive.  Sume  hours  elapsed  before  Dame  Ipgrcve 
made  her  appearance.  She  was  accompanied  by  Ruth,  wlio  burst  into 
tears  on  behoiding  Viviana.  The  jailer's  wife  liad  brought  a few 
blankets  and  other  necessuries  with  her,  together  with  a loaf  of  bread, 
and  a jug  of  water.  While  disposing  the  blankets  on  the  couch,  she 
never  ceased  upbraiding  Viviana  for  lier  former  flight.  Poor  Ruth, 
who  was  compelled  to  assist  her  mother,  endeavoured  by  her  gestures 
and  looks  to  convey  to  the  unfortunate  captive  that  she  was  as  mucli 
devoted  to  her  as  ever.  Their  task  completed,  the  oíd  womaii  with- 
drew,  and  her  daughter,  casting  a deeply-commiserating  look  at  Vivi- 
ana, followed  her,  and  the  door  was  barred  without. 

üetermined  not  to  yield  to  despondeney,  Viviana  knelt  down,  and 
addressed  herself  to  Heaven ; and,  comforted  by  her  prayers,  threw 
herself  on  the  bed,  and  sank  into  a peaceful  sluuiber.  She  was 
awakened  by  hearing  the  bolts  of  her  cell  withdrawn,  and  the  next 
inoment  Ruth  stood  before  her. 

“1  fcar  you  llave  exposed  yourself  togreatrisk  in  tlius  visiting  me/' 
said  Viviana,  tenderly  embracing  her. 

<c  I would  expose  myself  to  anv  risk  for  you,  sweet  lady,”  replied 
Ruth.  " Rut,  oh  ! why  do  I see  you  lierc  again.  The  cliief  support  of 
Guy  Fawkés  during  his  sufferings  has  been  the  thought  that  you  were 
at  liberty." 

“ I surrendered  myself  in  thehope  of  behoiding  liim  again/'  rejoined 
Viviana. 

" You  have  given  a fond,  but  fatal  proof  of  your  aftection,"  returned 
Ruth.  “ The  knowledge  that  you  are  a captive  will  aíllict  liixn  more 
than  all  the  torments  he  has  endured." 

“ What  torments  has  he  endured,  Ruth  ? " inquired  Viviana,  with  a 
look  of  anguish. 

“ Do  not  ask  me  to  repeat  them/'  replied  the  jailer's  daughter. 
“ They  are  too  dreadful  to  relate.  When  you  behold  his  shattered 
frame  and  altered  looks  you  will  comprehend  what  he  has  under- 
gone." 

“ Alas!"  exclaimed  Viviana,  bursting  into  tears,  “I  almost  fear  to 
behold  him." 

<fYou  must  prepare  for  a fearful  shock,"  returned  Ruth.  "And 
now,  madam,  1 must  take  my  leave.  I will  endeavour  to  see  you 
again  to-morrow,  but  daré  not  promise  to  do  so.  I should  not  have 
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Leen  able  to  visit  you  now,  but  that  iny  father  is  cngaged  with  Lord 
Mounteaglc.” 

“ With  Lord  Mounteagle  ! cried  Viviana.  “ Upon  what  business  ?” 

“ Upon  a foul  business,”  rejoined  Ruth.  “No  less  than  the  destruc- 
tion  of  Mr.  Tresham,  who  is  now  a prisoner  in  the  Tower.  Lord 
Mounteagle  carne  to  the  Well  Tower  this  evening,  and  I accidentally 
overheard  liim  propose  to  my  father  to  administer  poison  to  the  person 
I liave  named.” 

“ I do  not  pity  their  victim,”  returned  Viviana.  “ lie  is  a double- 
dyed  traitor,  and  will  meet  with  the  fute  lie  deserves.” 

“ Farewell,  madam,”  said  Ruth.  “If  I do  not  see  you  again,  you 
will  know  that  you  liave  one  friend  in  this  fortress  who  deeply  syrnpa- 
thises  with  your  aíllictions.” 

So  saying,  slie  withdrew,  and  Viviana  heard  the  bolts  slipped  gently 
into  their  sockets. 

Vainly,  after  Ruth’s  visit,  did  slie  try  to  compose  lierself.  Sleep 
íled  lier  eyes,  and  she  was  liaunted  all  mght  by  the  image  of  Fawkes, 
liaggard  and  shattered  by  torture,  us  he  liad  been  described  by  the 
jailer’s  daughter.  Day  and  night  were  the  same  to  her,  and  she  could 
only  compute  progress  of  the  time  by  her  own  feelings,  judging  by 
which,  she  supposed  it  to  be  late  in  the  day  when  she  was  again  visited. 
The  bolts  of  the  cell  being  witlidrawn,  two  men  ciad  in  long  black 
gowns,  and  having  lioods  druwn  over  their  faces,  entered  it.  They 
were  followed  by  Ipgreve;  and  Viviana,  concluding  she  was  about  to 
be  led  to  the  torture,  endeavoured  to  string  lierself  to  its  endurunce. 
Tliough  he  guessed  wliat  was  passing  in  her  breast,  Jasper  Ipgreve  did 
not  care  to  undeceive  her,  but  motioning  the  hooded  oílicials  to  follow 
liim  with  her,  quitted  the  cell.  Seizing  each  a liand,  the  nttendants 
led  her  after  him  along  a number  of  intricate  passages,  until  he  stop- 
ped  before  the  door  of  a cell,  which  he  opened. 

c<  Re  brief  in  wliat  you  liave  to  say,”  he  cried,  thrusting  her  for- 
ward.  “ I símil  not  alíow  yon  much  time.” 

Viviana  no  sooner  set  foot  in  the  cell  than  she  felt  in  wliose  presence 
she  stood.  Olí  a stool  at  the  further  cnd  of  the  narrow  chambcr,  with 
his  liead  upon  liis  breast,  and  a cloak  wrapped  around  his  limbs,  sat 
Fawkes.  A small  i ron  lamp,  suspended  by  a rusty  clmin  from  the 
ceiling,  served  to  illumine  his  gliastly  features.  líe  lifted  his  eyes 
from  the  ground  on  her  entrance,  and  recognising  her,  uttered  a cry 
of  anguisli.  Raising  liimself  bv  a great  ellbrt,  lie  opened  his  nrms, 
and  she  ruslied  into  them.  For  some  moments  botli  continued 
silent.  Grief  took  away  their  utterance ; but  at  lengtli  Guy  Fawkes 
spoke. 

“My  cup  of  bitterncss  was  not  suítíciently  ful),”  he  said.  “This 
alone  was  wanting  to  make  it  overflow.” 

“I  fear  you  will  Llame  me,”  she  replied,  “when  you  learn  that  I 
Lave  voluntarily  surrendered  myself.” 

Guy  Fawkes  uttered  a deep  groan. 

“ I am  the  cause  of  your  doing  so,”  he  said. 

“ You  are  so,”  she  replied.  “ But  you  will  forgive  me  when  you 
know  my  motive.  I carne  liere  to  urge  you  to  repentance.  Oh  ! if 
you  hope  that  we  shall  meet  again  hcreufter — if  you  liope  that  we  símil 
inherit  joys  which  will  requite  us  for  all  our  troubles,  you  will  employ 
the  brief  time  left  you  ou  eartli  in  imploring  forgiveness  for  your  evil 
intentions.” 
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“ Iíoving  liad  no  evil  intentions,”  replicd  Fawkes  colcüy,  “I  liave  no 
par  don  to  nsk." 

“ The  Tempter  wlio  led  you  into  the  commission  of  sin  under  tlic 
seniblance  of  righteousness,  puts  tliese  thoughls  into  your  heart,”  re- 
plied  Viviana.  “ Yon  liave  escaped  the  commission  of  an  offence  which 
jnust  liave  deprived  you  of  the  joys  of  heaven,  and  I am  tliankful  for 
it.  But  if  you  rcmain  impenitent,  I shall  tremble  for  your  salvation." 

“ My  account  will  soon  be  settled  with  my  Maker,"  rejoined 
Fawkes ; “ and  he  will  punisli  or  reward  me  aceording  to  my  deserts. 
I liave  acted  according  to  my  conscience,  and  can  never  repent  that 
which  I believe  to  be  a righteous  design." 

“ But  do  you  not  now  see  that  you  were  mistaken,"  returned  Vivi- 
ana, — “ do  you  not  perceive  that  the  sword  which  you  raised  against 
others  lias  been  turned  against  yourself,  — and  tliat  the  Great  Power 
whom  you  serve  and  worship  has  declared  himself  against  you  ? ” 

“ You  seck  in  vain  to  move  me,"  replied  Fawkes.  “ I am  as  insen- 
sible to  your  arguments  as*to  the  tortures  of  my  enemies." 

“ Theu  Heaven  liave  mercy  upon  your  soul ! " slie  rejoined. 

“Look  at  me,  Viviana," cried  Fawkes,  “and  behold  the  wreck  I am. 
What  has  supported  me  amid  my  tortures  — in  this  dungeon  — in  the 
presence  of  my  relentless  foes? — what,  but  the  consciousness  of  liaving 
acted  rightly  ? And  what  will  support  me  on  the  scaffold  except  the 
same  couviction?  If  you  love  me,  do  not  seek  to  sliake  my  faith? 
But  it  is  idle  to  talle  tlius.  You  cannot  do  so.  Best  satisfied  we  shall 
meet  again.  Fverything  assures  me  of  it.  Wretched  as  I appear  in 
this  solitary  cell,  I am  not  wholly  miserable,  because  I am  buoyed  up 
by  the  certainty  that  my  actions  are  approved  by  Heaven." 

“ I will  not  attempt  to  destroy  the  delusion,  since  it  is  productivo  of 
happiness  to  you,"  replied  Viviana.  “ But  if  my  earnest,  heart-felt 
prayers  can  conduce  to  your  salvation,  tliey  shall  not  be  wanting." 

As  shc  spoke  the  door  of  the  cell  was  opened  by  Jasper  Ipgreve, 
who  stepped  towards  her,  and  seized  her  roughly  by  the  hand. 

“ Your  time  has  expired,  mistress,"  he  said  : “ you  must  come  with 
me." 

“ A minute  longer,"  implored  Fawkes. 

“ Not  a second,"  replied  Ipgreve. 

“ Shall  we  not  meet  again  ? " cried  Viviana,  distractedly. 

“ Ay,  the  day  before  your  execution,"  rejoined  Ipgreve.  “ I liave 
good  news  for  you,"  he  added,  ]iausing  for  a moment,  and  addressing 
Fawkes.  “Mr.  Tresham,  who  I told  you  has  been  brought  to  the 
Tower,  has  been  taken  suddenly  and  dangerously  ill." 

“If  the  traitor  perishes  before  me,  I shall  clie  content,"  observed 
Fawkes. 

“ Theu  rest  assured  of  it,"  said  Viviana.  “ The  task  of  vengeance 
is  already  fulfillcd." 

She  was  theu  forccd  away  by  Ipgreve,  and  delivered  by  liim  to  the 
liooded  oílicials  outside,  who  hurried  her  buck  to  her  dungeon. 
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TIIEODORE  EDWARD  IIOOK,  ESQ. 

TVITII  A PORTHAIT. 

Before  the  grave  has  closed  upon  his  remains,  even  were  time 
allowed,  it  might  be  considered  inexpedient  to  ofFer  to  the  public  an 
attempt  at  a detailed  Memoir  of  the  life  of  one  of  its  departed  orna- 
ments,  and  especially  of  a gem  so  brilliant  in  the  social  circle  as  Theo^ 
dore  Hook.  Still  there  is  something  within  us  tliat  says  we  ought 
not  to  let  a momea t pass,  aftcr  so  great  a loss,  without  paying  a passi ng 
tribute  to  his  geiiius.  Imperfect  as  it  rnust  necessarily  be,  yet  a few 
words  are  due,  like  the  funeral  knell,  to  mark  the  descent  to  the 
tomb  of  an  individual  whose  rich  natural  endowments  have  rarely 
beeu  surpassed,  and  whose  works  have  for  many  years  íilled  so  large  a 
space  in  the  literature  of  liis  couutry. 

Theodore  Hook  was  born,  as  we  have  heard  him  say,  in  Charlotte 
Street,  Bedford  Square,  September  22nd,  1788,  and  seemed  from  his 
earliest  youth  destined  to  be  a eultivator  of  the  polite  letters  of  his  age 
and  country.  lie  was  the  son  of  James  Hook,  the  popular  composer, 
whose  pleasing  strains  delighted  the  preceding  generation,  (when 
Vauxhall  Gardens  were  a fushionable  resor  t,)  by  his  wife,  formerly 
Miss  Madden,  a lady  of  singular  accomplishments.  fíhe  was  the 
author  of  The  Double  Disguise/'  published  in  1784 ; and  died  at 
South  Lambeth  in  1805,  just  as  her  youngest  son  had  begun  to  exlii- 
bit  his  precocious  talents.  His  father,  a sliort  time  before  his  decease, 
rcceived  the  appointment  of  orgauist  at  St.  George's  Cliapcl,  Windsor. 
Their  eider  son,  thellev.  James  (afterwards  Dean)  Hook,  twenty  years 
older  than  their  youngest,  Theodore,  was  also  an  author,  and  dis- 
covered  a predileetion  for  the  drama  before  the  Chureh  put  forth  its 
higher  claims  upon  his  zeal  and  talent.  He  wrote  u Jack  of  Newbury/* 
an  opera,  1795  ; and  “ Diamond  cut  Diamond/*  in  1797 ; and  has 
always  been  considered  the  author  of  two  novéis,  vcry  effective  and 
celebrated  in  their  day,  "JPen  Oweri,”  and  “ Percy  Mallory.”  We 
need  scarcely  add  that  Dean  Hook  was  the  father  of  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Waltcr  Hook,  one  of  her  Majesty’s  Chaplains,  and  Vicar  of  Leeds. 

Thus  cradled  and  nursed  in  the  home  of  varied  talent,  it  is  no 
wonder  that  Theodore,  on  leaving  Harrow,  and  liaving  passed  a term 
or  two  at  St.  Mary's  Hall,  Oxford, — he  never  remained  long  enougli 
to  take  a degree, — sliould  liave  thrown  himself  into  the  arms  of  the 
Muse.  His  ¿ndications  of  genius  were  early  and  reinarkable.  At  the 
prematuro  age  of  seventeen  he  produced  his  first  drama,  i€  rfhe  Soldier's 
Return/*  a comic  opera,  whicli  was  acted  in  1805,  and  for  which  we 
have  seen  the  amount  he  received  in  the  shape  of  a cheque  for  50/. 
This  was  his  first  reward,  and  witli  the  prospect  of  an  exhaustless 
treasure  before  him — the  gold  to  be  coined  from  his  own  ínind — he 
rushed  witli  the  ardour  of  that  juvenile  period  of  life,  into  the  pleasures 
to  which  society  in  London  courted  the  debutant  who  had  so  early 
distinguished  liimself  in  the  great  arena  of  dramatic  competition. 

Handsome,  witty,  and  happy,  Hook  entered  upon  liis  gay  career 
with  every  advantage.  The  associations  of  the  stage,  with  all  their 
attractions,  were  open  to  him  on  liis  father's  account  and  liis  own ; 
and  he  speedily  formed  intimados  with  many  of  the  plcasantest  of 
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pleasant  mea  and  women,  wlio  at  tliat  time  were  the  soul  of  soclety  in 
London.  Their  trieks,  and  jokes,  and  masqueradings,  for  the  next  few 
years,  replete,  as  tliey  were,  with  frolic  and  drollery,  would  fill  a 
volume  or  whim,  such,  indeed,  as  he  has  sometimes  introdueed  into  liis 
later  novéis.  But,  though  playing  in  the  bright  strcam  of  enjoyment, 
he  did  not  allow  luxury  or  idleness  to  interfere  with  graver  pursuits. 
He  eontinued  to  write  with  prolific  industry,  and  with  increasing 
populan  ty. 

In  1806,  he  produced  “ Catch  him  wlio  can/'  a farce  ; “The  Invi- 
sible Girl,”  a drama,  or  monologue,  written  to  exhibit  the  peculiar 
talent  of  his  friend  Jack  Bannister ; and  “ Tekeli,"  a melodrame, 
which  was  excellently  acted,  and  caused  a great  sensation  in  the 
dramatic  world.  “ The  Fortress,”  another  melodrame,  followed  in 
1807;  “Music  Mad  “The  Siege  of  St.  Quintín “Killing  no 
Murder;”  “Safe  and  Sourid;”  “ Ass-ass-ination,”  and  “The  Will 
and  the  Widow.”  The  last  was  produced  in  1810,  making  in  all  not 
fewer  than  eleven  dramatic  eompositions  in  three  years. 

Of  these,  “ Killing  no  Murder”  created  the  most  sensation,  the 
licence  being  denied  to  it  by  Mr.  Larpent,  tlien  Deputy  Licenser,  in 
consequence  of  his  alleging  that  it  turned  a Metliodist  parson  into 
ridicule.  Ilook  defended  his  production,  and  fiagellated  the  Licenser 
in  a clever  preface,  which  created  rnuch  amusement,  and  ultimately 
obtained  the  victory  for  wit  and  satire  over  dulness  and  dogmatism. 
In  representaron,  however,  the  character  was  of  necessity  transmogri- 
fied  into  that  of  a dancing-master  (Apollo  Belvi),  so  inimitably  given 
by  his  friend  Listón. 

Soon  after  tliis  Mr.  Ilook  was  appointed  to  an  office  of  considerable 
valué  and  respon&ibility  in  the  Mauritius,  wliither  he  proceeded,  with 
every  prospect  of  fortune  before  him.  But,  alas  1 poets,  dramatists, 
and  literati,  are  in  general  but  ill  adapted  to  become  accurate  accompt- 
ants-general,  or  clear  plodding  treasurers.  It  is  no  impeachment  of 
intellect  or  honour  to  confess  that  the  concerns  of  business,  the  cares 
and  pains-taking,  the  constant  attention  to  details,  and  a thorough 
knowledge  of  figures,  (as  applied  not  to  verse  but  to  ínonev,)  are  sel- 
dom  consistent  with  the  devotion  of  the  mind  to  the  cultivation  of 
letters.  The  realities  of  the  one  consort  but  ill  with  the  imagination 
of  the  other ; and  from  the  perplexities  of  the  former,  men  are  but 
too  apt  to  seek  a dreamy  and  delightful  refuge  in  the  castle-building 
world  of  the  latter.  Mr.  Ilook  held  the  place  of  treasurer  of  the  Mau- 
ritius from  the  Oth  of  October,  1813,  to  the  28th  of  February,  1818, 
when  the  confused  State  of  accounts  intrusted  to  his  charge,  and  by 
him  too  readily  left  to  the  management  of  others,  led  to  his  being 
sent  lióme  by  the  Governor  under  a charge  of  defalcation.  The  ex- 
treme hostil ity  and  severity  of  tliis  measure  were  stronglv  animad- 
verted  upon  at  the  time,  and  llave  been  assigned  to  other  than  public 
reasons,  but  wc  know  nothing  of  the  intrigues  or  the  amours  of  the 
Mauritius.  ¡ 

Conscious  of  integrity,  though  legally  answerable  for  his  trust,  Mr. 
Ilook  made  the  best  of  his  position,  brought  on,  as  he  said,  “ by  a ilis - 
order  in  his  chcst  ” His  friends  rallied  round  him  in  his  adversity, 
and  perhups  no  palace  ever  rung  with  louder  bursts  of  laughter  as 
the  jest,  and  pun,  and  witticism  followed  in  quick  succession,  among 
the  merry  souls  who  carne  to  solace  him,  than  did  the  abode  in  which 
he  was  temporarily  confined. 
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Liberated,  at  lengtb,  he  began  again  to  write.  Ever  a stancli 
Tory  in  principie,  the  establishment  of  the  Jolin  Bnll  newspaper 
formed  a very  important  event  in  bis  life.  lie  was  selected  to  be 
its  editor ; and,  besides  liolding  a aliare  in  tlie  property,  he  was 
allowed,  as  we  have  heard,  a handsome  weekly  salary  for  this 
duty.  It  is  not  for  us  to  enter  into  a discussion  eitlier  upon  the 
politics  or  personalities  wliich  inarked  the  opening  of  this  party  bat- 
tery ; bnt  we  may  truly  say  that  the  éclat  given  to  its  early  numbers 
by  bis  lavish  talent  raised  the  publication  at  once  into  a liigh  degree  of 
popularity  and  profit.  Like  the  “ Anti-Jacobin  **  of  a preceding  period, 
there  were  numerous  poems,  essays,  and  jcux  d'esprit  in  the  Bull 
from  bis  pen,  which  will  no  doubt  be  eolleeted,  as  they  déserve  to  be, 
and  published  in  a sepárate  form.* 

Mr.  Hook's  writings  cover  a space  of  twenty  years,  charming  the  public 
in  many  a way,  whilst  tbeir  gifted  author  wasenjoying  all  the  pleasures 
of  the  best  society  in  the  metrópolis,  all  its  gaieties  and  humours, — 
himself  the  mo$t  gay  and  humorous  of  its  merry  sons.  1 1 is  company 
was  sought  by  the  luxurious.  and  by  the  intelligent ; by  the  mirthful 
and  by  the  wise ; by  the  fair  and  by  the  learned.  Wherever  he  carne 
he  was  a welcome  guest ; and  bis  arrival  was  the  signal  for  hilarity  and 
festivity.  The  dining-room  and  the  drawing-room  were  alike  bis  thea- 
tres : the  former  was  enlivened  by  the  jest  and  song,  the  latter  by 
in usic  and  improvisation,  of  whicli  he  was  master  beyond  any  man 
that  perhaps  Englaud  ever  beheld. 

Our  untractabíe  language  was  to  him  as  easy  as  the  facile  Italian, 
and  whether  seated  at  the  genial  board,  with  a fewchoice  companions, 
or  at  the  pianoforte,  surrounded  by  admiring  beauty,  bis  performances 
in  this  way  were  the  delight  and  admiration  of  all  who  heard  tliem. 
They  were,  iudeed,  very  extraordinary.  Some  of  tliem  might  have 
been  printed  as  finished  ballads ; and  others,  though  not  so  perfect  in 
parts  as  metrical  compositions,  were  so  studded  with  bright  conceits, 
and  often  so  touched  with  exquisito  sentiment  and  pathos,  that  tbeir 
etfect  npon  the  audience  was  evinced  by  shouts  of  laughter,  or  star  ti  ng 
tears. 

We  remember  one  beautiful  example  of  the  latter.  It  w as  an  early 
hour  of  morning,  and  the  aun  was  rising  on  the  banks  of  tlie  Thames — 
unother  extempore  song  liad  been  begged  by  a bevy  of  lovely  da  ni  es, 
and  granted  to  tbeir  request — and  the  subject  given  was  “ Good  Night." 
Ilook  liad  proceeded  through  a few  verses,  and  at  length  uttered  a 
happy  thought,  which  excited  a liearty  laugli  in  a beautiful  boy 
standing  by  him  ; on  which  he  turned  to  the  child,  and  apostrojihising 
the  mounting  orb  of  day,  alluded  in  plaintive  linos  to  bis  elders,  to 
whom  he  was  obliged  to  say  “ Good  night,"  then  striking  a gayer 
strain,  lio  wished  him  a brightened  morning  and  a prosperous  day.  It 
is  not  easy  to  describe  such  tliings ; but  stern  as  wrcll  as  soft  lieurts 
there  wrere  decply  affected  by  the  touching  appeal. 

Of  Mr.  Hook's  wrorks  of  fiction,  biography,  &e.  we  cannot  under- 
take  to  supply  any  correct  list.  1 lis  w Sayings  and  Doings,"  bis 
“ Gilbert  Gurney,*’  and  “ Love  and  Pride/*  bis  “ Parson's  Daughter," 
liis  u Maxwell/'  liis  “ J ack  Brag,”  bis  “ Births,  Deaths,  and  Mar- 
riages,”  have  all  been  pre-eminently  successful.  Ilis  u Memoirs  of 

• Tliese,  we  believe,  were  eolleeted  and  arrunged  by  Mr.  Hook  for  publication, 

and  placed  in  the  lumds  of  Mr.  Bentley  for  tlmt  purpose. 
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Kelly,**  and  liis  more  important  “ Biograpliy  of  Sir  David  Baird,** 
Lave'  also  Leen  LigLly  esteemed  among  contemporary  works  of  a 
similar  nature.  In  addition  to  a handsome  sum  paid  for  writingthe 
latter,  a magnificent  diamond  snuff-box  was  presented  to  him  by 
Lady  Baird,  in  tolcen  of  her  approbation  of  the  manner  in  which  he 
had  executed  the  taslc.  This  box,  which  liad  Leen  given  by  tlie  Pasha 
of  Egypt  to  Sir  David  Baird,  Mr.  Hook  was  justly  proud  of.  We 
have  also  bcfore  us  a prospectus  of  a contení  plated  Ilistory  of  the 
House  of  Hanover,  which  lie  had  undertaken,  but  never  ’lived  to 
complete. 

His  last — alas  ! his  List — work  is  a novel,  called  “ Peregrine  Bunce  ; 
or,  Settled  at  Last,*'  the  IMS.  of  which  is  in  the  possession  of  Mr, 
Bentley. 

Of  his  character  in  prívate  life  we  may  be  cxcused  for  borrowing  a 
brief  glance  from  a friend  of  thirty-six  years'  standing,  who,  in  his 
Literary  Gazette  of  the  23th  ult.  has  said, — 

“ We  have  lost  a social  companion  and  friend  of  more  than  five-and- 
thirty  years : a brilliant  liglit  of  talent,  and  wit,  and  humour,  is  extin- 
guishea,  by  the  early  death  of  Theodore  E.  Ilook,  which  (hardly  is  it 
possible  to  think  of  auglit  inelancholy  in  connection  with  him — but  he  is 
no  more,)  inelancholy  event  took  place  at  his  house  in  Fulham,  on  the 
night  of  Tuesday  last.  Mr.  Hook  had  Leen  severely  indisposed  for 
several  weeks,  and  at  length  sank  under  a compl  i catión  of  disease, 
which  no  remedies  could  stay.  It  is  too  early  a time  to  speak  of  this 
singularly  gifted  individual,  except  in  the  spontaneous  and  general 
terms  of  that  sorrow  which  flows  from  the  thonght  that  we  shall  never 
listen  to  his  voice  again ; never  liear  those  sparkling  sallies  which  used 
to  ‘ set  the  table  in  a roar never  dwell  with  unmingled  admiration  on 
those  extemporaneous  effnsions,  in  which  he  had  no  equal,  and 
which  were  the  delight  and  wonder  of  all  who  knew  him  ; never  wit- 
ness  that  unabating  spirit  and  unllagging  mirth,  which  madc  liim  the 
soul  and  centre  of  the  convivial  circle ; never  harken  him  on  to  new 
elforts  and  additional  triumphs,  afterhe  had  acliieved  more  than  would 
have  been  fame  to  twenty  acknowledged  wits ; never  again  look 
upon  that  bright,  dark,  ílasliing  eve,  illuminated  with  mind ; never 
more  feel  the  forcé  of  that  manly  sense,  acute  observation,  and  accu- 
mulated  intelligence,  which  rendered  him  as  instructivo  when  gravity 
prevailed,  as  he  was  unapproachable  when  festivity  ruled  the  hour. 
Alas ! dear  Hook  ! there  is  now  a void  indeed  wíiere  you  filled  an 
enviable  place ; a gloom  wlicre  you  so  gloriously  shone. 

“ 1 1 is  skill  and  readiness  in  intisic  was  almost  equal  to  his  powers  in 
extempore  poetical  composition.  He  could  invent  and  execnte  an  opera 
on  thcspur  of  tlic  moment ; as  he  could  conceivc  and  sing  lialf  a dozen 
liumorous  and  pointed  songs  in  an  afternoon,  upon  any  subjects  pro- 
poned to  him.  His  jest  was  alwavs  ready,  and  his  repartee  so  prompt, 
and  so  surely  a hit,  slight  if  playful,  but  lieavy  if  ]>rovoked,  that  all 
around  him  soou  became  aware  that  his  fires  were  either  innocuously 
glancing  or  scorching,  as  the  circumstance  inllamed  or  called  tliem 
for  th. 

“ But,  whatever  he  was  in  his  humour,  he  was  warm  in  his  friend- 
ships,  liberal  and  generous  in  his  character,  charitable  and  humane  in 
his  nature.  In  muny  points  he  had  no  rival ; and  active  as  his 
patli  has  Leen  for  many  years,  we  believe  he  did  not  make  a per- 
sonal enemy.  Sure  we  are  that  his  memory  will  be  hallowed  by 
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tlie  esteem  due  to  genius,  and  by  the  mournful  regrets  of  tliosc  who 
were  liis  associatcs  in  scenes,  the  indescribable  charms  of  which,  all  eli- 
cited  by  him,  tliey  never  can  forget.” 

]\ír.  Hook  liad  been  ill  nearly  tliree  weeks,  but  it  was  only  a few 
days  before  bis  deatb  bis  medical  attendants  ascertained  that  bis  con- 
stitution  bad  completely  given  way,  and  no  hope  of  bis  restoration 
remained.  Violent  relaxation  of  all  tbe  internal  viscera  liurried  bim 
at  last  rapidly  to  tbe  grave  ; and  be  died  conscious  of  the  past  and  pre- 
sent,  and  looking  with  liumble  resignation  to  the  futura. 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  add  that  in  tbe  outset  of  this  Miscellany, 
Mr.  Hook  was  one  of  its  earliest  and  most  valued  contributors.  The 
subjoined  sketches,  bit  off  by  bis  own  hand  in  a playful  mood,  repre- 
scnt  him,  tbe  one  in  bis  premiare  j cuneóse,  when  “ life  and  bope  were 
new,” — the  otber  as  he  was — oh  ! that  we  sliould  bave  to  say  ivas — at 
a more  advunced  period  of  bis  career.  Eacli  portrait,  if  it  muy  be  so 
called,  is,  of  course,  a caricature  one,  but,  as  is  often  tbe  case  in  cari- 
catures, tbe  strong  resemblance  of  eacli  will  be  generally  admitted  by 
all  wbo  knew  bim  at  those  diíferent  epoclis. 


Commej'ctois.  1807.  Comme  je  suis.  1837. 
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A ROMANCE  OF  REAL  LIFE. 

EDITE  D,  WITH  OCCA8ION  AL  NOTES, 

BY  CHARLES  WHITEHEAD, 

AUTIIOR  OF  “ TUE  SOLITAUY.’' 
ILLUSTBATED  BY  JOHN  I.EECH. 


CHAPTRR  VII. 

In  wliicli  Mr.  Myte  is  presented  witli  a particular  occasion  of  surprise,  witli  his 
belmviour  thereupon. 

Some  business  out  of  doors  pertaining  to  Myte  engagéd  me 
the  next  morning.  On  my  return,  I discovered  my  master 
squeezed  into  a comer  of  the  office,  earnestly  intent  upon  the 
perusal  of  a letter,  which  he  shifted  from  one  hand  to  the  other 
in  rapid  alternation  ; his  lips,  at  intervals,  in  motion ; his  eyes 
at  like  times  upraised,  as  though  invoking  a blessing  upon  him- 
self,  or  a curse  upon  others.  He  did  not  see  me  for  some  mi- 
nutes; but  when  he  did,  he  regarded  me  with  a comical  wild- 
ness  of  aspect. 

44  Ricardo,"  he  said,  44  be  pleased  to  satisfy  me  as  to  whether 
I airi  standing  on  my  liead  or  my  heels.  My  strong  impression 
is,  that  I am  at  this  presen t speaking  erect  upon  the  former.  If 
it  should  be  so,  carefully  lay  hold  upon  me  by  the  ankles,  and 
set  me  properly  on  end.” 

I expressed  a hope  that  nothing  liad  occurred  seriously  to 
discompose  him. 

44  Ilere  is  a letter, ” he  replied,  tossing  it  into  the  air,  44  that 
would  disturb  the  equanimity  of  Cadmus  himself ; words  written 
with  a flash  of  lightning  dipped  in  thunder,  and  yet  as  plain 
as  a proel amation.” 

44  What  is  its  import,  sir  ?”  I inquired. 

44  Import  echocd  Myte, — 44  it  imports  no  good  to  you,  I can 

assure  you.  Here,  this  is  a letter,”  and  he  took  it  from  the 
ground,  and  held  it  before  him  upside  down,  44  from  Mrs.  Brett, 
who  tells  me  that  you  burst  abruptly  into  her  room  last  evening 
head  hindmost;  and  that  you  attempted  to  frighten  her  with 
your  tongue  in  your  cheek  ; and  to  rob  her  with  your  hands  in 
your  pockets ; and  to  murder  her  with  the  liándle  of  an  oyster- 
knife, — and  all  that;  and,  moreover,  that  you  will  be  telling 
me  a long  story,  (I  hope  it  won’t  be  very  long,)  to  which  I am 
not  to  listen,  althougn  I have  a pair  of  ears;  and  that  1 am  to 
kick  you  out  of  doors,  which  I wonnt  do,  although  1 have  a 
couple  of  feet.” 

44  Really,  sir,1,1  said  I,  44  I do  not  precisely  know  what  this 
means.  That  I did  wait  upon  Mrs.  Rrett ” 

44  That ’s  what  I want  to  know  aboiU,”  said  Myte,  kindly, 
vol.  x.  z 
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taking  me  by  the  hands.  “ Come,  wliat  is  it  ? Why  did  you 
cali  upon  the  Assyrian  Queen  ? Shc  says,  you  burst  into  her 
apartment ; that  you  greatly  alarmed  her  ; and  tliat,  liad  she  not 
called  her  servants  to  her  assistance,  she  knows  not  but  you 
might  have  robbecl  or  murdered  her.  This  is  her  tale  of  the 
Bear  and  Fiddle ; now  let  us  sce  you  make  I3ruin  dance  to  a 
difieren t tune.” 

“ She  does  not  tell  you,  then,  sir,”  I asked,  “ that  I subsequent- 
ly  saw  her  at  her  mother’s  house,  and  that  a long  explanation 
ensued  ? ” 

“ Not  a word  about  that,”  answered  Myte.  “ I hope  you 
llave  not  been  killing  and  rifling  the  oíd  lady  ? ” 

Upon  this  I told  him  all,  as  concisely  and  clearly  as  his  fre- 
quent  interruptions  enabled  me  to  do,  — tliese  consisting  of 
“ ohs !”  “ ahs  ! ” “ have  at  you  there,  my  lady  ! ” u stop  there  !” 
“ go  on  !”  “ hilloah  ! ” “ snip-snap  !”  and  expansions  and  elong- 
ations  of  face  out  of  number. 

“ Well,  now,”  he  said,  bustling  about  me  when  I liad  con- 
cluded,  “ what  do  you  mean  to  do  ? what  will  you  cali  your- 
self  P who  are  you  ? what  ’s  your  ñame  ? ” 

“ Richard  Savage — my  father’s  ñame.” 

“ Savage  í ” cried  Myte,  “ a bad  ñame  that.  Savage  ! better 
fitted  to  fight  than  to  melt  a dragón  with.  I "11  tell  you  what ; 
you  shall  stay  with  me.  You  shall  be  my  Friday — my  savage. 
You'Veread  Robinson  Crusoe? — Daniel  De  Foe, — 1 know  him. 
Yon  will  be  safe  here.  As  for  Woful,  he  must  paddle  his  own 
canoe:  if  lie  gocs  down,  wc  can’t  help  it.  Poor  Jeremiah  ! but 
his  face  will  scare  the  sharks,  that  ’s  one  thing,  and  somc  fricnd- 
ly  dolphin  will  perhaps  lend  him  a back.” 

I expressed  my  determination  to  stand  by  Ludlow  to  the  last. 

Myte  shrugged  his  shoulders.  “Well,”  said  he,  “when  a 
man  ’s  out  of  breath,  a post  is  a serviceable  thing  to  lean 
against ; but,  the  worst  of  it  is,  it  won’t  help  a man  on  his  way. 
You  are  sure,”  he  added,  with  a questioning  eye,  and  his  finger 
in  his  ear,  “ you  are  sure  you  are  not  Wofurs  nephew  ? No  — 
just  her  turn  of  face,  — with  a difference  in  the  eye  and  the  lip. 
I ’ll  tell  you  what,  Ricardo,  Semiramis  would  tliink  it  a mere 
trifie  to  carbonado  my  little  carcass  — but  she  owcs  me  mone}' ; 
and,  until  she  can  cióse  my  hand,  she  daré  not  open  her  mouth. 
Besides,  what  care  I for  her,  or  indeed  for  any  one  ? This  is  not 
Turkey,  where  a fellow’s  liead  7s  oíf  long  before  he  knows  why  ; 
or  his  soul  \s  shot  out  of  his  body  with  a bowstring  long  before 
he  knows  wherefore.  Come  up  stairs,  and  let  me  discourse  mal- 
véis to  the  femininc  race.  How  their  pretty  ears  will  tingle  ! — 
how  their  pretty  peerers  will  blink  ! — howr  their  pretty  mouths 
will  open  when  I tell  them  whom  we  have  got  amongst  us.  Bolt 
the  door,  lcst  the  thieves  shouldn’t  be  honest,  or  the  honest  men 
sliould  turn  rogues  while  we’re  absent,”  and  he  led  the  way  up- 
stairs. 
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“Gather  round  me,  good  people  ! ” exclaimed  Myte,  rushing 
into  the  rodil),  and  not  at  the  monicnt  remarking  that  his  eider 
daughter  was  alisen  t,  and  that  his  wife  and  Vandal  liad  retreat- 
ed  on  his  en  trance  to  the  other  end  of  the  apartment  in  seeming 
dismay, “ gather  round  me,  and  let  me  communicate  miraculous 
tidings.  Savage,  step  forth  ! ” with  a Bettcrton  elevation  of 
voice  ; a self-styled  imitation  of  wlioin  he  frequently  presented. 
Mrs.  Myte  gave  her  daughter  a jog  with  the  elbow. 

<c  Go  to  him,  my  dear  — go  to  him,”  she  said  ; “ you  can  do 
anything  with  him.” 

Mistress  Martha  accordingly  carne  forward  slowly,  and  lay- 
ing  her  hand  coaxingly  upon  her  father’s  shoulder,  and  stooping 
her  delicate  little  figure  so  as  to  assimilate  to  the  oíd  man’s 
stature,  shook  her  head,  and  gazed  bewitchingly  in  his  face. 

cc  Go  — go,  you  young  whcedler,”  cried  Myte,  “ 1 can’t  hear 
anything  now.  It  is  for  me  to  speak  tilia  tide,  and  for  yon  to 
listen.  ” 

“ My  dearest  papa  ! ” said  Martha,  “ only  hear  me  for  a 

moment.  We  are  sure,  wlien  you  know  all ” 

“ Ha  !”  cried  Myte,  “ wliat  ’s  this?”  and  he  started  back. 
u Iíow  ? You  got  something  to  tell  also  ? Flusterina,  what 
are  you  going  to  cry  about  ? Howl ! howl ! liowl ! howl  ! as 
oíd  Lear  says.  Where  Gotli  ? 99 

So  saying,  he  sprang  round,  and  encountered  Mr.  Langley, 
who  with  extended  hand  carne  just  tlien  into  the  room. 

€<  Who  sent  for  you,  with  that  shocking  long  countcnance  ? ” 
exclaimed  Myte.  That  violin  face*portends  a tune  of  dismal 
discord.  Where  *s  my  Goth,  I say  ? if  it  should  be  as  I sus- 
pect ” 

<c  Oh  ! Mr.  Myte  í 99  said  his  wife,  “ hear  what  the  young 
gcntlenian  has  to  say  before  you  condemn  him.” 

“ Well,  young  gentleman,  what  llave  you  to  say  before  I con- 
demn you  ?”  said  Myte.  “ Guilty,  or  not  guilty,*to  an  unknown 
indictment  ? What  is  the  indictment.  Vandal?  What  a ven- 
gcance  ! Not  a word  ? You  are  clerk  of  the  court.” 

cc  My  dear  multum  in  parvo”  said  Langley,  “lend  me  your 
ear.” 

Both,”  answered  Myte,  wlien  I have  heard  you.  Only 
mind  you  return  them  shortly ; for  I find  them  at  times  uftéftil.” 
Kncouraged  by  tliis  nonsense  of  the  other,  which  betokened 
that  whatever  he  liad  to  communicate  would  not  be  very  harshly 
received,  Langley  took  lieart. 

You  must  have  long  since  seen,  my  dear  sir,”  he  said,  cí  my 
¡jassion  for  your  lovely  daughter  ” 

“ Your  passion  for  my  daughter  ! ” echoed  Myte.  ^Indeed, 
but  that  is  onc  of  the  tliings  that  I liad  not  long  since,  or  even 
lately,  seen.  Have  you,  ladies,  seen  anything  of  what  Wild- 
goose  calis  his  passion  ? But  which  of  my  lovely  daughters  do 
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you  mean  P Are  they  not  both  lovely  ? llave  you  seen  it, 
Ricardo  ? ” 

íC  I liave,”  said  I,  smiling. 

si  Then,  why  had  you  not  called  lo  me,  and  let  me  llave  a 
sight  ? Pll  tell  you  what,  Wildgoose : you  must  distribute 
your  passion,  as  you  term  it,  in  small  portions  amongst  the  mar- 
ried  men  of  your  acquaintance,  to  be  carricd  to  tlicir  wives,  by 
way  of  rarity.” 

íC  My  passion,”  urged  Langley,  “is  not  to  be  distribu ted ; 
nay,  it  cannot  be  diminishcd.  JDon’t  you  remember  what  Butler 
makes  Hudibras  say  ? ” 

“ Why,  he  makes  him  say  a great  many  more  good  things 
than  you  and  I will  ever  say,  Out  with  it.  What  is  it  ? ” 

“ To  a similar  requisition  to  that  you  so  unreasonably  made 
to  me,”  said  Langley, 

4 Quotli  be,  to  bid  me  not  to  lovc 
Is  to  forbid  my  pulse  to  move, 

My  beard  to  grow,  my  ears  to  príck  up, 

Or,  when  I ’m  in  a fit,  to  hickiip.’ 

That  clinches  the  argument.  Now,  what,  my  dear  Multum,have 
you  to  urge  against  me?  Here  I am — a man  of  good  family — • 
of  great  expcctations — of  ” 

“ Of  figure  not  contemptible  — of  reputation  so-so,  as  the 
world  goes,”  said  Myte.  “ I know  all  that.  But,  tell  me, 
young  fellow,  is  not  your  father  a baronet,  and  am  I not  a 
plain  oíd  fellow  ? (Good  Lord  deliver  us  ! if  he  knew  what  my 
father  was  !)  and  will  lie  not,  should  I encourage  your  passion , 
and  send  you  to  cliurch  to  get  married,  come  to  me,  saying  with 
a high-bred  face,  and  a voice  likc  the  click  of  a pistol,  ‘ Why 
did  you  countenance  the  match  ? Why  did  you  permit  the 
match  ? Why  did  you  make  the  match  ? Why  hadn’t  you 
forbidden  the  match  ?’  And  here  am  I,  at  your  scrvice,  your 
match  ? Tlien  will  he  take  me  to  the  back  of  Montague 
House,  and  blow  out  these  poor,  paltry  oíd  brains  of  mine,  tell- 
ing  me  to  go  and  match  them.  Oh  ! hang  your  match  ! I shall 
be  blown  up  with  your  match.  Thank’e,  good  Guy  Fawkes— 
none  of  your  matches  for  me.” 

“ To  prevent  that,”  said  Langley,  “ for  we  know  the  delicacy 
of  your  scruples, — and  that  the  olcí  gentleman  shall  not  have  so 
mucli  to  say,  for  which,  if  you  knew  the  State  of  his  lungs,  you 
would  commend  my  considerateness, — Madam  Margaret  and  I 
have  already  contracted  that  match.  Allow  me  to  bring  her  to 
you,  to  crave  your  blessing.” 

“ Married  ! ” exclaimed  Myte,  “ and  no  consent  asked  till  it  ’s 
too  late  to  say  no/ — a father’s  highest  privilege,  and  sometimos 
his  grcatcst  luxury — here  gocs  ! ” and  lie  took  to  his  heels,  and 
rail  out  of  the  room. 

“Follow  him,  dear  Martha,”  cried  Mrs.  Myte,  alarmed, 
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“ he  ’ll  be  doing  something  rash, — I ’m  sure  he  will.  I Ve  heard, 
the  best  do  one  rash  thing  in  their  livcs.” 

“ Stay,  my  dear,”  said  Langley,  detaining  Martha,  “ there ’s 
no  occasion  to  follow  him,  I assure  you.  It  ’s  all  right,  I can 
see  that.  Let  him  alone.” 

Myte  presen  ti  y returned,  beariug  in  bis  hand  an  unsheathed 
rapier,  not  much  longer  than  a skewer. 

“ Look’c,  Wildgoose,”  said  he,  — “ I did  think  of  boring  a 
lióle  through  your  body,  but  to  turn  my  housc  into  a lacliryma- 
tory  would  answer  no  good  ])urpose.  Besides,  1 ’d  as  lief  live 
with  crocodiles,  if  they  ’d  let  ine,  as  with  howling  women.  Dear 
me  ! bring  me  thy  wife ; and  for  the  baronet,  if  he  doesn’t  like 
it,  take  her  to  him  ; and  if  he  doesn’t  love  her  when  he  has  seen 
her,  his  eyes  are  no  better  than  his  lieart,  though  they  may  be 
twice  as  large.” 

With  these  words  he  relinquished  to  my  hands  the  sword,  and 
having  contentedly  received  a rapturous  kiss  from  his  wife,  was 
led  to  a chair. 

Langley  tripped  out  in  liaste,  and  brought  in  his  bride. 

“ Thou  rascal ! ” cried  Myte,  shaking  his  head  at  the  blushing 
and  trembling  girl,  “ what  dost  thou  expect?” 

“Your  blessing,  sir,”  said  Langley,  approaching  with  her; 
and  down  upon  their  knees  the  two  dropped  midway  between 
Myte  and  his  wife. 

“And  is  that  all  you  expect?”  said  Myte.  “Curses  and 
hard  crusts  ought  not  to  go  together,  ought  they,  madam  ? ” 
winking  at  his  wife,  “ and  so,  we  will  give  her  our  blessing,  if 
shc  will  be  satisficd  with  hard  crusts.  Love  goes  a great  way, 
— a great  way — especially  from  sorry  fare.  Vandal,  you  shall 
have  all  the  money,  and  this  headstrong  girl  shall  have  our 
blessing.  Rise,  and  give  me  a kiss.” 

“ I daré  say,”  resumed  Myte,  when  his  wife  and  daughtcrs 
had  somewhat  recovered  their  composure, — “ I daré  say,  Wild- 
goose,  you  can  find  some  young  fellow  to  take  this  other  girl  off 
our  hands.  We  are  not  mightily  particular,  after  you.  We 
shan’t  turn  away  a lord,  unless  he  happen  to  be  very  ricli  in- 
deed” 

“ Indeed,  my  dear  papa,  I mean  never  to  marry,”  cried 
Vandal. 

“ lio  ! lio  ! is  it  so  ? ” exclaimed  Myte,  “ then  I must  keep  a 
wary  oye  upon  you.  You  are  sure,  madam,”  turning  to  his 
wife,  “ there  is  no  tall  spark  in  any  of  the  closets  or  cupboards  ? 
If  there  be,  let  him  come  forth,  and  away  with  her.  What, 
then,  will  you  stay  with  us,  and  comfort  our  oíd  age,  and  be  a 
good  and  obedient  girl,  and  never  think  of  the  men-folk  ?” 

“ That  I will,”  said  the  girl  heart.ily,  “ only,  you  must  pro- 
mise to  love  my  sistcr  as  well  as  before.” 

“ So  I will,”  replied  Myte,  “if  that  husband  of  hers  will  pro- 
mise never  to  love  her  lcss.” 
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44  No  fear  of  that,”  cried  Langley,  44  it  shall  be  the  sludy  of 
my  life  to  makc  hcr  liappy.” 

44  You  may  carry  oír  all  thc  honours  without  studying  very 
deeply  that  branch  of  science,”  cried  Myte  : 44  there  are  very  few 
graduates  in  Hymen’s  university.  But,  what ! do  you  think  we 
are  going  to  furnish  forth  a marriage-table  for  you  ? Flusterina, 
have  you  made  any  preparations  for  a banquet  ? ” 

46  Mrs.  Myte,  at  my  desire,  lias  not,”  said  Langley.  44  I wish 
you  to  see  my  new  apartments.  I think  you  will  approve  theui. 
Everything  is  in  readiness  for  your  reception.” 

44  í-Iave  witli  you,  then,”  cried  Myte.  44  We  will  scc  you 
fairly  on  your  journey.” 

44  And  Freeman  shall  be  of  the  party,”  said  Langley. 

I excused  myself  earnestly,  on  the  plea  of  particular  business 
with  Ludio  w,  whoni  I liad  engaged  to  mcct  in  thc  cvcning. 

44  Ha  ! — there,”  exclaimed  Myte, 44  if  I hadn’t  wellnigh  forgot 
all  about  Freeman.  His  ñame  ’s  not  Freeman  — but  Savage. 
He  is  now,  good  pcople,  Richard  Savage,  son  of  the  late  Earl 
Rivers  and  the  present  Mrs.  Brett.”  And  Myte  hereupon  en- 
tered  into  a detailed  account  of  my  history. 

The  ladies,  after  their  curiosity  had  been  amply  gratified, 
severally,  and  witli  great  warmth,  congratulated  me  on  my  good 
fortune. 

44  Nay,”  said  Myte,  44  Ricardo’s  coat  of  arms  may  be  good 
enough,  and  I am  not  going  to  pick  a lióle  in  it ; but  I don’t 
know  that  we  have  much  reason  to  congratúlate  him.  Ilere  ’s 
Langley  knows  the  lady  well.  What  do  you  say  ? Is  he  to 
laugli  or  cry, — are  we  to  be  glad  or  sorry  ? ” 

44  She  will  hardly  be  brouglit  to  acknowledge  you,  Dick,” 
said  Langley  ; 44  there  7s  not  a proudcr  woman  in  England  than 
Mrs.  Brett ; and,  for  my  part,  I think  her  mother  and  the 
steward  have  contrived  — innocently,  perhaps, — to  give  a war- 
rant  for  her  hostility  towards  you,  which,  indeed,  if  all  I have 
heard  of  her  be  true,  she  scarceíy  requires,  but  of  which  I fear 
she  will  avail  herself.  I know  those,  liowever,  wlio  have  great 
interest  with  her,  and  they  shall  be  moved  in  your  behalf.  The 
Colonel,  too,  is  not  a bad  man  ; and  if  we  cernid  only  get  him  to 
stir  in  the  matter  — for  he  is  one  of  the  inost  indolcnt  and  carc- 
less  of  men  — I believe  he  could  influence  lier  even  to  a good 
purpose.” 

44  He  must  be  a moral  Hercules  who  could  do  that,”  cried 
Myte;  44  and  the  Colonel  has  no  passion  for  laborious  efforts. 
How  that  man  got  a reputation  for  the  possession  of  good  parts 
is  a marvel  to  me,  Wilclgoose.” 

44  Nay,”  said  Langley, 44 1 believe  he  has  abilities.  Stcele  has 
a high  opinión  of  him.  It  may  truly  be  said  of  him  that  he  has 
hidden  his  talent  under  a bushel.” 

44  May  it?”  returned  Myte.  44 1 believe  it  may  truly  be  said 
lie  has  hidden  the  bushel  also,  for  nobody  ever  saw  it ; unless 
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you  mean  he  has  kept  his  talent  in  his  head,  which  is  as  large  as 
a bushel.  His  wisdom  was  not  very  manifest  when  he  married 
his  wife.  Where  are  the  womenkind  ? ” 

44  They  are  gone  to  dress,”  said  Langley.  44  Some  tliought 
the  Coloncl  a wise  man  in  that  instancc,  sir  : consider  her  for- 
tune— it  was  very  considerable.1” 

44  Consider  the  lady  that  went  with  it,**  cried  Myte. 

44  I believe  he  was  very  poor,”  said  Langley. 

44  So  poor,”  returned  Myte,  44  that  Cibber  lent  him  a olean 
shirt  to  propose  marriage  in.#  I would  rather  have  married 
Cibber’s  waslierwoman.” 

44  Let  us  suppose  he  was  in  lo  ve,  Multum,  — she  was  a very 
fine  woman,  and  1 believe  the  Colonel  thought  her  a rara  avis.”  ( 
44  Many  a man,”  said  Myte,  44  thinks  he  has  secured  a black 
svvan,  and  finds  afterwards  that  he  has  chosen  a begrimed 
goose.” 

44  Hang  it,  she  is  no  goose  neither,”  said  Langley  laughing. 
44  But,  soft.  We  forget  we  are  speaking  of  Dick’s  mother.” 

44  Gadso,  that’s  true,”  cried  Myte.  44  He’ll  be  calling  us  to 
an  account.  Spare  my  grey  hairs,  Ricardo  ; 1 *m  oíd  and  gar- 
rulous  ; and  turn  your  wrath  against  him.  But  you  must  come 
with  us.  Woful  lias  no  claini  or  title  to  you;  and,  on  my 
word,  liad  he  been  your  worst  enemy  he  could  not  more  effectu- 
all  y have  injured  you  with  Semiramis.” 

44  It  is  because  I begin  to  suspect  as  mucli,”  I said,  44  that  I 
am  above  all  things  anxious  that  every  part  of  this  business 
sliould  be  cleared  up.  Besides,  sir,  I fear  I should  be  but  a dull 
guest  at  your  happy  board.” 

44  Well,  what  say  you,  Wildgoose  ? ” said  Myte.  44  We  must 
not  have  a death’s  head  at  our  table  ; and  if  W oful  has  been 
playing  a false  garne,  the  sooner  the  cards  are  snatched  out  of 
his  hand,  the  better  ; and  so  we  must  do  without  the  lad.” 

* Tliis  is  not  precisely  the  fact.  Colonel  lirett  was  not  so  poor  as  to  wantucleau 
shirt.  Cibber  himself  has  told  the  story.  The  Colonel  was  an  intímate  friend  of 
his,  and  liad  for  soine  time  previously  been  paying  attentions  tothe  divorced  wife  of 
the  Earl  of  Macclesfíeld.  Cibber,  aware  that  his  friend  was  rapidly  running  through 
an  estáte  which  his  father  liad  impaired,  and  knowing  that  the  fortune  of  Mistress 
Masón  liad  been  returned  to  her  on  the  divorce,  was  anxious  that  the  Colonel 
should  obtaín  possesyion  of  it.  One  evening,  observing  bis  friend  lounging  beliind 
the  «cenes,  he  ventured  to  ask  him  why  he  was  not  where  he  ought  to  be  ? in  other 
wonls,  whereforo  he  was  not  prosecuting  his  suit  ? The  Coloncl,  being  liard 
pressed,  replied  in  eífect,  “That,  in  truth,  he  should  have  waited  upon  the  lady  that 
very  inornitig  ; but,  liaving  been  engnged  in  business  all  that  day,  his  shirt  was  too 
much  soiled  to  permit  him  to  go  into  company.”  — “Come  with  me,  then,”  cried 
Cibber,  lugging  the  Colonel  to  his  dressing-room,  “ I am  to  play  a young  rake  to- 

niglit,  and,  wlmtever  you  inay  be,  you  must  not  appear  one.  Your  shirt  will  do 
well  enougli  for  me.  Take  mine.”  Tlie  exchango  was  made  j “and  within  ten 
days,”  adds  Cibber,  “ the  gentleman  married  the  lady.” 
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CIIAPTER  VIIT. 

Ludlow  recounts  a story  which  is  no  loiigcr  than  is  nccessary  • wherein,  and  in  his 
manner  of  telling  it,  Le  reveáis  Lis  whole  nature. 

It  was  a rclicf  to  me  to  be  spared  from  the  intended  festivi- 
ties,  to  which  Myte  departed  with  all  the  eager  alacrity  of  a 
child.  In  the  evening  I called  upon  Ludlow.  I found  nim  in 
a State  of  the  deepest  dejcctiun. 

“ Sit  down,  Richard, ” he  said,  on  perceiving  me,  “and  what- 
ever  you  do,  don't  speak  to  me  haslily,  or  in  anger.  I cannot 
bear  it.  I tell  you  I cannot,  and  will  not  bear  it.'’ 

“ What  is  the  matter?”  I inquired. 

“ Nothing,”  he  replied  moodily.  “ Nothing?  — yes,  this, — 
that  to  be  honest,  and  faithful,  and  attached, — like  a dog  to  his 
master, — and  I have  been  as  a dog  to  my  mistress,  — is  to  enti- 
tle  oneself  to  be  treated  like  a dog  — like  a mad  dog,  — to  be 
knocked  on  the  head — or  shot — or  strung  up  to  a cross-beam.” 

“ Really,  Ludlow,”  I replied,  “ I do  not  understand  what  is 
the  drift  of  this  talk.” 

“ That  ’s  because  you  know  nothing  of  the  World,”  he  said, 
hastily.  “ When  you  come  to  live  a little  longer  you  will  find 
ingratitude  is  ascommon  as  desert ; and  that  it  is  the  return  for 
it  — the  payment — the  exchange  for  it.  Would  you  believe 
it?” 

“ What  am  I to  doubt  or  to  believe  ? ” I said,  after  a pause. 
“ I know  that  men  are  not  always  treated  according  to  their  de- 
serts.  If  they  were ” 

“ There  would  be  more  fools  than  knaves  amongst  us,”  he 
cried,  with  a laugh  of  bitterness.  Would  you  believe,  Richard 
Savage  — ay,  that’s  your  ñame — we’ll  hold  to  that — sha'n’t  we? 
Would  you  believe  tnat  my  lady  charges  me  with  having  acted 
falsely  by  her  in  placing  you  with  Mr.  Myte  ? She  says  I must 
have  been  ccrtain  (what  if  1 was  ?)  that  the  sccret  would  be  soon 
out,  Mrs.  Brett  having  frequent  occasion  to  cali  upon  Myte. 
She  talks  of  a natural  sympathy  — an  attraction — I know  not 
what  beside — that  would  lead  you  to  takea  deep  interest  in  her; 
and  that  by  a sort  of  intuition,  as  she  calis  it,  you  would  have 
discovered  your  relationship  to  her,  even  liad  you  no  previous 
hint  to  guide  you  towards  that  conclusión.  Well,  I answer,  I 
swore  you  should  never  know  from  me  the  secret  ; and  you  did 
not  learn  it  from  me.  Is  not  that  suílicient  ? And,  besides,  I 
told  her  that  when  I so  swore,  it  was  upon  the  understanding 
that  you  were  one  day  to  be  made  acquainted  with  it  by  lierself. 
Now,  she  says,  she  liad  long  since  renounced  that  intention. 
False,  Dick — falsc;  or,  if  truc,  docs  not  that,  óught  not  that,  to 
absolve  me  from  my  oath  ? ” 

“ Surely  — I think  so,”  I answercd  ; “ that  being  the  condi- 
tion  upon  which  you  took  the  oath.” 

u Yon  think  so — you  think  so?  then  1 am  satisíied.  My  lady 
threatens  to  turn  me  from  her  Service.  She  may  do  that — perhaps 
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shc  will ; but  I do  not  think  that  she  will  daré,  although,  to  be 
sure,  she  will  have  one  to  incite  her  to  it,  wlio  never  takes  a 
wicked  thing  in  hand  without  going  through  with  it.  She  says 
that  1 have  niade  ill-blood  between  herself  and  her  daughter  for 
ever;  and  that  I have  enibittered  her  future  life.  Not  for  mine 
— which,  however,  is  not  worth  much, — would  I do  that  willing- 
ly  ; for  slie  has  been  a kind  and  a generous  lady  to  me : but  are 
the  wicked  ever  to  prcvail  ? Is  justicc  never  to  be  done?  Am 
I to  see  you  excluded  from  your  rights  for  ever,  because  my 
mi  stress  is  weak  enotigh  to  fear  her  daughter  more  than  her 
Maker?  No,  no;  that  must  not  be.  I shall  be  the  humble 
instrument  of  bringing  her  back  into  the  right  path, — of  getting 
justice  done  to  you,  — of  executing  vengeance  upon  her  — your 
mother.” 

44  You  talk  of  vengeance,  as  you  have  hinted  before,  in  rela- 
tion  to  my  mother,”  I said ; “ does  it  not  occur  to  you,  Mr. 
Ludlow,  that  I am  the  last  person  in  the  world  to  whom  such 
language  should  be  addressed  ? ” 

44  Why,  she  will  never  own  you,”  he  cried, — 44  you  donotsup- 
pose  that  she  will  ever  own  you.  It  is  for  you,  as  wcll  as  for 
me,  to  persecute  her, — to  harass  her, — to  eircumvent  her, — to 
triumph  over  her ; to  make  her  do  that  for  you  which  she  will 
never  do  unless  she  be  made.  Why,  she  hates  you,  Richard,” 
he  continued  in  a loud  voice,  44  she  loathes  you  : and  it  must  be 
our  business  to  make  her  líate  you  like  any  poison  ; and  then  we 
shall  draw  her  purse-strings, — and,  oh  ! then  she  must  treat  you 
as  though  she  lovcd  you,  wishing  you,”  pointing  downwards, 
44  then oefore  her,  all  the  while.” 

44  Work  out  your  own  ends,  sir,”  I replied,  44  and  let  me  pur- 
sue  my  own  course.  I shall  once  again  strongly,  but  respect- 
fully,  urge  my  claims  upon  Mrs.  Brett.  A second  application 
may  avail  me.” 

Ludlow  shook  liis  head.  44  It  won’t.  It  must  be  made  with 
threats — threats  reiterated — threats  fulfilled.  Then  it  may  avail 
you.  Otherwise  — ugh  ! How  she  would  laugh  were  she  told 
of  your  si mplicity.” 

44  Tell  me  the  reason,”  said  I,  44  why  you  nourish  this  extra- 
ordinary  enmity  against  her.” 

44  Did  I not  hint  at  it,”  he  answcred  quickly,  44  last  night, 
when  we  were  up-stairs  ? That  hint  was  plain  speecli  to  her. 
She  knows  now  how  little  cause  I have  to  love  her, — how  much 
— how  much  to  líate  her*” 

44  You  said  somcthing  about  your  wife,”  I rejoined,  44  and  a 
certain  Mr. , I forget  his  ñame.” 

44  / don’t,”  said  he;  44  Mr.  Bennett  that  was  his  ñame.” 

44  I never  knew  that  you  had  been  married,”  I observed. 

44  Oh  ! but  I have,”  he  replied,  44  married  ? yes,”  covering  his 
face  with  his  hands,  44  and  miserable  too, — how  miserable  no  one 
can  ever  know.  Shall  I tell  you  all  ? — very  shortly  — if  I can. 
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You  will  not  dcspisc  me, — you  will  not  laugh  at  me, — for  these 
thiugs  are  laughed  at, — they  are  pleasant  jests  Lo  some,  but  not 
to  me.  I coiild  not  bear  it  from  you.” 

I entreated  him  to  compose  himself,  for  when  lie  uncovered 
bis  face  I pcrceivcd  that  it  was  ghastly  palé,  and  assured  hiui  of 
my  sympatliy.  I began  to  suspect  what  it  was  lie  was  about  to 
communicate. 

“ Let  me  see,”  he  said,  aftcr  a long  pause.  “ How  sliall  I 
begin  ? I entered  the  Service  of  Lady  Masón  a mere  boy,  — a 
boy  from  the  country.  After  a time  I was  taken  into  favour  by 
her,  but  found  no  favour  in  the  eyes  of  the  daugliter — your  mo- 
ther — then  a very  young  woman.  I was  glad  when  she  was 
married  to  Lord  Maeclesfield.  My  only  trouble,  or  discomfort, 
rather,  was  removed  with  her.  Well, — I grew  up  into  man- 
liood.  A young  girl  — Jane  Barton  — carne  into  the  Service  of 
my  lady.  She  was  lively,  good-naturcd  — or  seemed  so,  — and 
pretty.  Our  fellow-servants  said  that  she  was  very  vain  and 
giddy.  I did  not  think  so.  I became  attached  to  her,  and  she 
to  me.  It  is  a lie  of  those  who  said  she  never  loved  me.  She 
did  love  me — I know  it.  At  length  I mustered  c our  age  to  ask 
my  lady’s  permission  to  marry  Jane.  It  was  granted  ; Lady 
Masón  kindly  adding  that  we  should  continué  in  her  Service  till 
she  could  find  means  to  set  us  up  in  a small  way  of  busincss. 
W e w ere  married.” 

Here  Ludlow  siglied  heavily. 

“Oh,  my  God  ! ” lie  said  suddenly,  striking  his  bosom  with 
his  clenched  hands,  “ there  is  no  otlier  ñame  for  it  tliat  I fecl 
here,  and  that  I llave  felt  since  then — no  other  ñame  but 
anguish  — anguish.  I must  go  on.  We  liad  not  been  long 
married,  when  Mrs.  lirett  (oh  ! that  cursed  woman — not  then 
Mrs.  Brett,)  returned  to  her  mother,  divorced  — about  to  be  so 
— disgraced — infamous.  It  was  natural — was  it  not  P altliougli 
she  liad  cver  treated  me  with  ridicule  and  contempt, — • why, 
she  used  commonly  to  cali  me  a sneaking  liound,  a creeping 
parasite,  a base  wretch,  — still  it  was  only  proper — she,  the 
daughter  of  my  excellent  mistress,  — that  I should  treat  her 
with  all  outward  and  becoming  respect.  I pitied  her,  (she 
would  hate  me  worse  tlian  she  ever  did,  or  does,  if  she  knew  that 
I pitied  her,)  and  I conducted  myself  before  her  with  more  tlian 
my  former  reverence.  This  might  llave  conciliated,  meltcd  any 
other  woman,  but  her  heart  is  flint.  As  the  sense  of  her  dis- 
grace  wore  off,  or,  perhaps  I should  say,  when  the  time  liad 
elapsed  during  which  it  was  decent  to  aífect  some  sense  of  her 
disgrace,  the  oíd  unfeeling  insolence  returned.  My  wife  waited 
upon  her  as  her  ti  re- woman,  and  in  the  innocence  of  her  heart — 
for  she  was  then  innocen t — (olí,  Dick  !) — she  would  relate  to  me 
from  time  to  time  what  her  mistress  said  to  her  about  her  rcccnt 
marriage, — what  she  thought  of  the  choice  she  liad  made, — what 
a silly  girl  she  was  that  she  liad  not  looked  higlier, — how  extra- 
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ordinary  that  women  would  tlirow  themselves  away, — all  that, — 
devilish  seeds,  that  pollute  the  soil  in  which  they  are  sown,  iet 
that  soil  have  been  as  fair  before  as  the  garden  of  Paradi  se. 

“ And  yet,  to  others  of  our  fellow-scrvants, — for  she  would  be 
familiar  with  her  inferiors,  — they  have  told  me  that  shc  fre- 
quently  said  to  them,  that  Jane  would  come  to  no  good,  — that 
she  was  too  vain  and  heedless, — unrestrained  in  her  speech  and 
manner, — and  that  ‘poor  Ludlow  9 must  takc  as  much  care  of 
her  as  though  shc  wcrc  worth  kecping.  You  may  say  this  was 
light  talk  merely  ; forgotten  as  soon  as  uttered  ; and  that  I was 
a fool  to  think  about  it.  Judge. 

“ At  this  time  Colonel  Brett  became  a constant  visitor.  I liad 
previously  assisted  Lady  Masón  in  her  project  of  retnoving  you, 
that  there  might  be  no  obstacle  to  the  match  between  the  Colo- 
nel and  her  daughter.  I felt  for  the  situation  of  my  lady  ; and 
although  I hatea,  I would  not  injure  her  daughter.  Have  I not 
told  you  this  before?  Wcll.  The  Colonel  brought  with  him  a 
friend  — a young  gentleman,  Mr.  Bennett  — the  handsomc  Mr. 
Bennett.  lie  possessed  a liveliness,  a vivacity  and  spirit,  that 
made  him  a general  favourite  with  women  ; and  he  was  so,  I be- 
lieve  (although  she  sometimes  smiles  upon  those  she  would  kill) 
with  Mrs.  Brett.” 

Ilere  Ludlow  again  paused,  wiping  his  forehead  with  liis 
handkerchief. 

“ I talk  too  much,”  he  said,  at  length  ; “ but  I caift  help  it. 
You  would  hear  it.  You  won’t  believe  what  I am  going  to  tell 
you  ; but  it  is  very  true.  Our  housekeeper,  Mrs.  Bevan, — she 
is  long  sincc  dead,  (it  was  she,  Richard,  who  discovered  you  in 
your  mother’s  bed,  in  the  middle  of  it,  so  covered  over  with  the 
clothes  that  you  must  have  been  sufibcated  liad  you  remained 
there  a minute  longer,) — well,  this  worthy  woman,  wlio  was  much 
csteemed  in  the  family,  overheard  a conversation  between  Mrs. 
Brett  and  my  young  gentleman — the  handsome  Mr.  Bennett. 
Tt  was  your  gay  talk,  your  rattle,  sucli  as  passes  between  ladies 
and  gentlemen,  and  would  pass  with  none  beside.  Now,  this  is 
what  you  will  not  believe — the  substance  of  this  rattle.  My  wife 
was,  in  part,  the  subject  of  it.  ‘ Mr.  Bennett  was  a d aligero us 
man,’ — ‘ he  was,  no  doubt,  aware  of  his  power,’ — ‘ it  would  be 
cruel  of  him/  — ‘ it  really  would  be  too  cruel  of  him/ — ‘for 
young  women  were  so  easily  misled,  so  very  easily  tempted  to 
go  wrong/ — astray,  they  cali  it  (astray,  till  they  have  gone,  and 
then  the  kind  and  virtuous  world  will  never  admit  them  into  the 
fold  again,) — yes,  and  ‘ she  could  see  that  Jane  was  taken  with 
him/  — ‘ poor  girl ! she  was  very  young,  and  had  a poor  sneak 
of  a husband,  to  be  su  re.1  All  this  was  said  — and  more;  and 
there  was  liorrid  laughing,  Mrs.  Bevan  told  me,  and,  I suppose, 
graceful  taps  with  the  fan,  and  glances  with  the  oye,  and  ‘ Come, 
come,  sir,  you  must  not  think  of  it.1  lícll-born  instigations, 
Richard,  that  lead  men  upon  aets  that  send  them  down  to  it. 
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The  woman,  who  was  friendly  to  me,  told  me  this  that  she  liad 
heard,  to  set  me  011  my  guard.  I took  this  opportunity  of  cau- 
tioning  Jane  against  any  designs  that  might  be  laid  for  her.  I 
conjured  her  to  be  scrupulous  in  her  conduct, — to  repulse  any 
advanees  the  man  might  make  to  her.  There  was,  and  for  some 
time  had  been,  a change  (1  remembered  it  afterwards)  not  only 
in  her  manners,  but  in  her  sentiments.  She  reproached  my 
foolish  suspicions,  as  she  called  them,  — she  rallied  me  on  my 
jealousy, — she  ridiculed  my  pretensions  to  cali  her  to  account, 
or  to  bring  her  conduct  into  question  — even  between  ourselves. 
She  would  take  her  own  course.  Conscious,  as  she  supposed,  of 
her  own  virtue,  she  knew  not  her  own  wcakness. 

í(  At  last  — but  why  do  I go  on  ? Cannot  you  guess  the 
rest?  ” clasping  his  hands  over  his  head.  44  Oh,  Richard  !”  and 
he  carne  towards  me,  and  said  in  a low,  soft  voice,  44  that  was 
something  to  make  a man  curse  the  gift  of  a sense  which  the 
great  God  has  bestowed  upoti  us  as  a blessing.  Listen  to  this,” 
whispering  a few  words  into  my  ear.  44  Well — what  would  you 
llave  done,  had  it  been  you  ? ” 

44  Stabbed  her  to  the  heart ! ” I exclaimed,  vehemeotly.  44  Oh, 
my  dear  Ludlow  í and  trampled  him  under  my  feet  till  he  was 
dead — and  after  he  was  dead.” 

44  Ha  i ha  ! ha  ! ” cried  Ludlow.  44  Oh  ! no,  no.  That  I 
could  not  do — to  her;  and  to  him  what  could  I do?  Why,  sir,” 
stepping  briskly  up  to  me,  44  he  was  a fine  gentleman  — a very 
fine  gentleman  — a very  fine  gentleman  indeed, — and  I a poor, 
beggarly  servant — a menial — a fellow  without  passions,  or  fcel- 
ings,  or  affections.  What  would  he  liave  said  to  me  ? What 
would  he  have  done  to  me  ? I think  I see  him  now,  shaking, 
witli  an  air  of  indiíference,  a pinch  of  snuff  from  his  white  and 
delicate  fingers,  and  taking  me  by  the  nose  with  them,  which  he 
would  have  wrenched  out  of  my  face.  Or,  only  see:  flinging 
his  coat  back  from  his  elegant  waistcoat — the  handsome  dog 
(damn  him ! darnn  hiui !)  would  have  advanccd  upon  me  thus, 
— his  sword  drawn  like  lightning.  4 Rot  you,  sirrah  ! * says  he  ; 
4 what,  complain  ! to  a gentleman  like  me  ! ’ and  then,  4 ha  ! 
ha  ! Ludlow  ; 1 have  you  there — and  there — and  there  again  ! ’ 
His  eyes  sparkling,  his  brows  raised,  his  lip  curling  with  noble 
pride  to  see  the  poor  devil  writhing  upon  his  sword  till  he  could 
writhe  no  longer,  to  be  flung  afterwards  upon  a dunghill.  Oh, 
Richard  ! ” and  the  poor  fellow,  breathless  and  exhausted,  threw 
himself  into  a chair,  and  gave  vent  to  a passion  of  hystericul 
weeping. 

1 approached,  and  would  have  comforted  him,  had  I known 
how.  I wruug  his  hand  in  silence,  and  patted  him  on  the 
shoulder. 

44  Let  me  confess,”  he  resumed,  after  many  minutes,  44  to  you 
I will  do  so  — that  I am  a coward.  I was  a timid,  fearful  boy, 
of  a delicate  constitution,  and  was  brought  up  by  a tender  and 
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doating  mother,  whose  weakness  of  nature  I inherited.  My  sister, 
you  may  remeinber,  was  not  without  spirit.  Why,  her  brutal 
husband  once  knocked  me  down  before  a roomfull  of  people,  and 
I dared  not  return  the  blow.  Are  you  not  ashamed  of  me, 
Richard  Savage,  that  I can  own  thus  much  to  you  ? ” 

I was  not  more  ashamcd  than  shockcd.  íf  6o  on  with  your 
story,”  I said,  “ if,  indeed,  you  llave  anything  more  to  tell  me,” 

“ Nothing  but  this,”  said  Ludlow.  “ That  of  whicli  I told 
you  could  not  be  kept  secret.  I never  saw  my  wife  in  this 
liousc  again.  She  was  turned  away — out  — into  the  world — to 
expiate  her  crime  ? no,  but  to  beeome  a wretch  — an  outcast. 
My  poor  girl,  whom  kind  treatment  — I know  it  would — might 
have  saved  ; whom  I could  have  forgiven  — for  what  are  we  all 
but  frail  creatures  ? and  if  we  cannot  pardon,  how  shall  wc  be 
pardoned  ? — was  abandoned  of  all,  and  is  now,  I fcar  to  say  so, 
beyond  the  reach  of  pardon.  Rut,”  he  cried,  his  eyes  brightening 
as  he  spoke,  “ I had  my  vengeance  upon  Bennett — vengeance  of 
which  he  could  not  deprive  me.  When  he  was  run  through  the 
body  by  another  fíne  gen tleman,  who  possessed  as  much  courage 
and  more  skill  than  himself,  — God  forgive  me,  it  was  a wicked 
joy  to  me  to  hear  that  the  other  fine  gentleman  was  in  the  wrong 
in  the  quarrel,  and  that  licnnctt  ought  to  have  run  him  through 
the  body.  I say,  after  he  was  buried,  I had  my  vengeance  out  of 
him.  I went  and  stamped  upon  his  grave,  and  spat  upon  it, 
and  it  did  my  very  soul  good.  I would  not  have  changed 
places  with  him  then,  as  I had  often  wished  to  do  with  a dead 
man  before.” 

“ Do  not  talk  so,”  I said, — “ you  do  not  mean  that  you  did 
this.  I hope  you  did  not  even  think  of  it.  Remember  what 
you  said  just  now  : t If  we  cannot  pardon,  how  shall  we  be  par- 


“It  is  very  true,”  he  atiswered  slowly  ; “but  I fear  we  only 
say  so  of  those  whom  we  wish  to  pardon.  1 hope,  Richard,  you 
also,  may  not  one  day  discover  how  hard  it  is  even  to  bear  that 
in  mind.  If  you  can  do  so,  and  more  than  this,  act  in  the  spirit 
of  it,  your  mother  will  have  the  happiness  of  knowing  that  she 
taught  you  forgiveness  of  injuries.” 

d I sought  to  change 


daughter  to  Langley. 

“ Mr.  Mytc,”  he  said,  “is  a very  worthy  littlc  man,  and  ver  y 
good-natured.  I don’t  know  whether  it  would  be  weli  to  ac- 
quaint  him  of  the  relation  in  which  you  stand  to  Mrs.  Brett.” 

“ I have  already  done  so,”  I observed.  “ My  mother  lost  no 
time.  She  has  written  to  him  an  enlarged  account,  with  addi- 
tions  of  her  own,  of  my  intrusión  upon  her,  saying  that  I in- 
tended to  rob  and  murder  her,  and  msisting  that  I should  be 
turned  out  of  his  house.” 

“You  will  pardon  her  for  that?”  cricd  Ludlow;  “ better 


doned ? ’ ” 
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bcgin  at  once : she  will  tax  your  Christían  charity  before  she  has 
done  with  you.  Tlmt  is  so  like  her.  Myte  means  to  dismiss 
you  ? ” 

44  He  does  not,”  I replied.  44  He  bestows  no  credit  on  her 
inven tion  ; and  will  retain  me  in  spite  of  her.” 

44  Very  good,”  said  Ludlow  ; 44  but  that  will  not  last.  She  is 
connected  with  him.  Yonr  mother  has  engagements  of  business 
with  him,  and  my  lady  likewise.  What  falsehood,  cunning, 
cruelty,  malice,  pcrjury  will  do,  that  will  Mrs.  Brett  attempt. 
Myte  is  not  a steadfast  man.  He  is  not  ojien  or  sincere.  You 
are  young,  and  are,  I daré  say,  amused  and  misled  by  his  eccen- 
tricity  and  fooleries.  I know  him  well.  His  heart  is  good ; 
but  what  heart  will  stand  against  habit,  custom,  opinión  ? He 
loves,  and  looks  up  to  rank.  What ! 1k*  seemed,  for  the  rao- 
ment,  surprised  and  incensed  that  Mr.  Langley  should  llave 
carried  off  his  daughter,  did  he?  Nothing  could  more  jump 
with  his  dcarest  wishes.” 

I thought  Ludlow  somewhat  unjust  to  my  friend  Myte,  and 
told  him  so. 

“You  must  not  mistakc  me,”  said  he;  “Myte  is  a good 
little  man.  I llave  said  so,  and  I believe  it.  But,  what  mo- 
tive can  he  have  that  will  weigh  in  a momentos  comparison, 
for  standing  by  you,  with  the  strong  interest  he  has  to  lean  to 
Mrs.  Brett  ? He  profits  by  her,  he  gets  money  by  her ; and 
men  of  the  world  do  not  easily  yield  sucli  chances.  In  an  in- 
different  case,  I believe  he  would  be  always  on  the  just  side.” 

44  Wc  will  wait  and  sce  before  we  condemn  him,”  said  I.  44  I 
will  not  commence  hostilities  against  my  mother.” 

44  You  would  not  do  so,  were  you  to  begin  now,”  he  replied  ; 
44  she  will  repeat  before  you  can  commence,  I doubt  not.  You 
sh al  1 stay  supper  with  me.  I am  much  easier  now  1 have  told  you 
all.  Perhaps,  dear  Dick,  we  may  live  together  ere  long.  But,” 
turning  to  me, 46 1 shall  stay  here  as  long  as  I can,  to  thwart  her 
in  that  quarter,”  pointing  upwards.  44  Lady  Masón  is  weak  — 
the  other  is  wicked  ; and  when  weakncss  and  wickedness  jday  a 
hand  together  — which  wins  ? Not  the  one  that  liolds  the  best 
cards,  often.” 

44  Myte  almost  thought  that  you  liad  been  playing  a false 
game,”  said  I. 

44I)id  he?”  he  returned.  44  I shall  be  glad  if  he  play  his 
own  true.” 

It  was  very  late  when  I aróse  to  leave  Ludlow  for  the  niglit. 

44  They  do  one  good,  these  conversations  with  you,”  he 
said,  as  we  parted.  44  I do  not  know  when  I have  been  so 
hapjiy.  You  must  come  to  me  frequently.  Keep  up  your 
spirits  ; for  we  have  much  to  do — both  of  us  ; we  two  clse  shall 
liardly  be  a match  for  that  one.” 

44  My  spirits  are  always  good,  thank  Heaven  ! ” I replied, 
wringing  his  hand  ; 44  and  yet,  Ludlow,  I cannot  express  to  you 
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liow  much  your  story  has  affected  me.”  I liad  been  thinking 
over  it  during  the  evening.  46  Still, — perhaps  there  was  hardly 
sufficient  in  what  fell  from  Mrs.  Brett,  as  overheard  by  the 
liousekceper,  to  juslify  your  belief  that  she  designad  this  wrong 
should  be  done  ’to  you.  It  might  have  been,  and  perhaps  was* 
mere  idle  talk — the  licence  of  the  great  world.” 

“ The  shameful  insults,  jeers,  mockeries,  mock  pity, — oh  ! the 
shocking  merriment  to  which  she  subjected  me,”  he  said,  laying 
his  hand  upon  my  arm ; 6<  these  I have  not  told  you, — these, 
that  confirmed  what  else,  very  likely,  might  have  passed  away. 
So  help  me,  Ileaven  ! I could  not  bring  myself  to  malee  even 
her  so  despicable  in  the  sight  oí  a human  beiug  as  therelation  of 
these  would  have  made  her  to  you.  No,  no  : let  all  that  rest 
where  it  is  — here.  It  were  sufficient  vengeance  to  me  (that  I 
should  say  so  !)  to  make  her  acknowledge  you  for  her  son.  If 
she  cannot  be  brought  to  do  so,  what  necd  have  I of  vengeance  ? 
She  musí  have  a heart  some where,  she  will  find  it  in  her  bosom 
some  day.  When  she  does  find  it,  James  Ludlow’s  work  will  be 
better  done  than  James  Ludlow  can  do  it.” 

I liad  hoped  that,  when  I got  borne,  Mytc  and  his  family 
either  would  not  have  returned,  or  that  they  would  have  retired 
to  bed.  I was  partly  mistaken. 

“ Ricardo  ! ” criad  the  voiee  of  Myte  from  within,  as  I passed 
the  closed  door  of  the  sitting-room,  “ come  liither,  tliou  mistletoe 
on  the  genealogical  tree.” 

I opened  the  door,  and  entered.  Myte  was  seated  by  himself, 
divested  of  shoes,  cravat,  and  wig;  his  knees  unbuckled;  his 
eyes  in  a haze ; a pleasant  smile  upon  his  mouth,  and  a hand 
upon  his  chin.  He  was  fuddled. 

Finding  that  he  did  not  speak,  after  a few  moments  I ap- 
proachcd,  and  inquired  whether  I should  assist  him  to  bed. 

“ 1 have  been  to  good  dinners,”  said  he,  at  length,  <cbut  never 
was  I at  such  a dinner.  I have  drunk  good  wine;  but  never 
such  wine.  I have  met  choice  spirits ; but  never  such  choice 
spirits.  Ricardo,”  he  continucd,  rubbing  his  car,  “ 1 have 
heard  Nicolini  and  Mrs.  Tofts  ;*  but  they  sereeched — oh  ! bird 

* Two  celebrated  singers  at  the  Italian  Opera.  Nicolini  was  an  Italian.  Steele 
says  of  him, ™ Nicolini  sets  off  the  charactcr  he  bears  in  an  opera  by  his  action,  as 
much  as  he  does  the  words  of  it  by  his  voiee.  Every  limb,  and  íinger,  contributes  to 
the  part  he  uets,  insomuch  that  a deuf  man  might  go  along  with  him  in  the  senseof 
it.  There  is  scarce  a beautiful  posturc  in  an  oíd  statue  whicli  he  does  not  plant 
himself  in,  as  the  different  circumstanccs  of  the  story  give  occasion  for  it.”  And 
Cibber, — “His  voiee  at  the  first  time  of  being  among  ns  had  all  that  strong,  clear 
sweetness  of  tone  so  lately  admired  in  Senesino.  A blind  man  could  scarce  have 
distinguished  them  ; but , in  volubility  of  throat  the  former  had  much  the  superior- 
ity.1*  (Why  should  not  a blind  man  have  been  able  to  distinguish  this  also  ?) 

From  what  I have  heard  of  Mrs.  Billington,  and  read  of  Mrs.  Tofts,  I faney  a 
similarity  between  them.  I have  again  reconrse  to  Cibber.  lie  says,  Whatever 
defeets  the  fashionably  skilful  might  find  in  her  manner,  she  had,  in  the  general 
sense  of  her  spectators,  charms  that  few  of  the  most  leamed  singers  ever  arrive  at. 
The  beauty  of  her  fíne-proportioned  figure,  and  the  exquisitely  sweet  silver  tone  of 
her  voiee,  with  that  peculiar  rapid  siuiftnéss  of  her  throat,  were  perfections  not  to 
he  imitated  by  art  or  lubour.”1 
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of  wisdom  ! how  they  did  scrccch — compared  to  thc  nightingales 
I ha  ve  heard  this  night.  4 Tootle-too  ! 9 cries  the  ilute.  4 Have 
with  you,’  says  the  fiddle.  4 And  me  too,’  goes  the  hautboy. 
Heads  wagging,  bovvs  and  courtcsies,  swan-sailing,  ducking  and 
diving,  tiptoe-striding ; and  all  because  Goth  has  married  a 
baronet’s  son.” 

í{  Mr.  Myte,  are  you  coming  to  bed  this  night  ? ” cried  the 
voice  of  his  spouse  from  above.  4<  Mr.  Freeman,  be  so  good  as 
to  bring  him  up-stairs.” 

44  I come,^  said  Myte,  rising  with  sorae  difficulty.  44  Savage 
is  your  ñame,  not  Freeman,”  turning  to  me.  “ That  ñame, 
though,  is  a good  one  to  anybody  who  wants  a good  ñame — and 
who  does  not  ? I '11  have  it,  and  marry  a^ain  ; and  leave  Flus- 
terina  to  the  willow-trees.  We  have  peen  talking  of  you, 
Ricardo,  and  to  good  purpose.  Semiramis  must  succumb.” 

44  Permit  me,  dear  sir,  to  help  you  up-stairs,”  said  I,  for  I 
heard  Mrs.  Myte  fidgeting  and  fuming  on  the  landing. 

“Vandal  will  go  soon,”  said  he,  with  a wise  look  in  my  face. 
“The  pretty  fellows  sharpened  their  eyes  upon  her,  as  Job  says. 
Poor  Job  ! lie  had  a wife.  Vandal  will  be  taken  from  me,  and 
then,  desolation  to  this  household.’'  Here  he  affected  to  whim- 
per.  44  Never  mind,”  he  added,  44  perhaps,  in  a few  years  we 
sh all  see  little  toddles  waddling  about  this  room,  as  grave  as 
though  they  knew  they  were  one  day  to  be  drawn  out  into  raen 
and  women.” 

This  contemplation  was  so  pleasing  that  he  remained  in  it  for 
a considerable  time,  heedless  of  Mrs.  Myte’s  importunities,  and 
of  my  cndcavours  to  second  them. 

44  Rlessed  bawlers  ! 99  he  exclaimed  at  length,  with  a farewell 
wave  of  the  hand,  as  though  the  creatures  of  his  imagination 
had  just  waddled,  or  were  then  waddling,  through  the  opposite 
wall, — and  he  turned  out  of  thc  room. 

He  favoured  me  with  a frisk  as  I left  him  at  his  own  door. 

chapter  ix. 

An  apostropliG  whích  seems  to  indícate  thc  autbor’s  parentage.  He  waits  upon  a 
cor  tai  n Colonel.  Ilis  reception,  and  in  whose  presence. 

Orí,  my  mother  ! Should  these  pages  ever  meet  thiiie  eyes — 
and  it  shall  not  be  my  fault  if  they  do  not, — will  it  not  beadear 
and  self-hugging  delight  to  tbee  to  perceive  what  trouble  I have 
been  at  to  portray  thee  and  ihy  doings  ? It  would  be  so,  but 
that  I prevent  thy  transporta,  thus: — Let  me  whisper  it  in  thine 
car  — an  ear  never  deaf  to  an  unworthy  confession.  It  is  a 
labour  of  love  to  me.  Mine  are  the  self-huggings, — the  tri- 
umphant  snappings  of  the  tliumb  and  íinger, — the  ecstatic  rub- 
bing  of  the  pairas.  As  Falstaff  was  not  only  witty  himself,  but 
the  cause  of  wit  in  others  ; so  art  thou,  not  only  wicked,  but  an 
instigation  to  wickedness  in  me.  Klse,  why  the  abominable  ex- 
ultation  I confess  I feel — and  cannot  choose  but  feel — in  devot- 
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ing  thee  to  past-saving  infamy?  Jervas*  has  painted  thy  hoau- 
tiful  face — or  Kneller,  perhaps  : be  it  mincto  trace  in  ink  (it  re- 
mindsmeof  the  stuff  in  thy  heart)  the  hideous  lineaments  of  thy 
ínind, — the  loathsome  features  of  thy  soul,  which,  wert  thou  not 
so  wickcd,  would  ha  ve  passed  through,  upwards,  into  thy  face, 
rendering  it  ghastly — a thing  to  shudder  at, — thyself  a thing  to 
curse,  first, — aftervvards  to  pray  for.  The  hest  I can  do,  I be- 
lieve,  wili  be  but  a sorry  outline  — a meagre  scratchy  perform- 
ance. Such  as  it  is,  however,  I commend  it  to  thee* 

On  the  ncxt  morning  I sat  me  down,  and  addressed  a long 
letter  to  Mrs.  Brett,  in  whicli  I related,  in  full,  the  history  of 
my  life, — how  I was  brought  up  by  Mrs.  Freeman, — how  I was 
sent  to  school  by  Lady  Masón,  — my  withdrawal  thence, — my 
ten  days’  sojourn  at  the  shoemaker's, — nothing  was  forgotten  or 
omitted.  In  conclusión,  I implored  her,  for  her  own  sake,  as 
well  as  for  mine,  to  acknowledge  me  without  delay,  and  without 
resevvation,  too  ; since  I would  not  be  satisfíed  (I  told  her  so) 
with  less  than  an  cutiré,  open,  world-wide  recognition  of  my 
claims.  At  the  same  time,  I conceded  tlius  much  ; that  if  the 
maternal  eye  were  likely  to  feel  sore  at  my  constant  or  occa- 
sional  prcsence,  an  allowance  such  as  might  befit  my  birth  and 
rank  would  at  once  satisfy  me,  and  relieve  her  of  my  society. 

The  letter  was  a strong  one  — a prudent  man  might,  haply, 
say  that  it  was  too  strong. 

Strong  as  it  was,  however,  it  was  not  strong  enough  to  bring 
back  an  answer.  Ñor  were  a sccond  and  a third  more  success- 
ful.  I heard,  indeed,  from  Myte,  that  Mrs.  Brett  had  issued 
a second  command  to  him  to  get  rid  of  me.  She  asserted  that 
1 was  an  impudent  impostor,  set  in  motion  by  LudloW,  who  was 
my  únele  ; and  she  put  it  to  Myte’s  discretion  whether  he  would 
continué  to  harbour  a young  knave,  an  implied  encouragement 
of  whom  would  genérate  a suspicion  that  he  favoured  the  fraud, 
and  proponed  to  particípate  in  the  expected  profits  from  it, 

This  msinuation  stung  Myte  not  a little. 

64  Wildgoose  is  zealous  in  your  behalf,”  he  said  one  day,  “and 
has  set  somc  of  his  friends  to  sound  Semiramis  about  you ; but 
who  can  fathom  in  a rough  sea?  She  will  llave  it  you  must 
pack.  Now,  I don’t  like  that.  What  would  you  do,  Ricardo, 
you  know  ? Jeremiah  is  no  únele  of  yours,  it  seems  ; and  has 
no  rcason  to  love  you  for  your  mother’s  sake;  and,  as  to  her, 
wlien  you  obtaiii  money  from  her,  I shall  expect  the  man  in  the 
moon  to  mint  guineas,  and  fling  them  down  to  us,  and  shall 
look  to  see  bat-fowlers  abroad  to  catch  them  in  cobwebs.  I 


* Jervas  lias  been  iminortalizcd  by  Pope,  who  reccived  instructions  in  painting 
froin  him, — an  immortality  wliich  is  worse  than  oblivion  ; since,  it  seems,  the  nina 
had  not  a titlo  to  the  coramonest  pruise  as  an  artist.  Horacc  Walpole  says  of  him, 
a He  was  detective  in  drawing,  colouring,  and  composition,  and  oven  in  that  inost 
necessary,  and  perhaps  inost  cas  y,  tulont  of  a portrait-painter — likeness.  In  ge- 
nend,  his  pictures  are  a light,  ílimsy  kind  of  fan-painting,  as  largo  as  life.** 
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don’t  care  this,”  he  added,  showlng  a little  bit  of  bis  thumb, 
<c  for  her  talk  about  my  taking  a portion  of  the  plunder  : 
‘Truepenny  was  a worthy  soul, 

He  raight  have  had  half,  but  he  wanted  the  whole.* 

If  Truepenny  got  nothing,  whose  fault  but  Truepenny’s  ? Rut 
I don’t  want  xnave-groats.  Are  you  assured  of  WofuTs  ho- 
nesty  ? ” 

u Perfectly,”  I replied  ; cc  and  so,  I hope,  sir,  are  you.  To  do 
Mrs.  Rrett  a little  charity,  pray,  do  not  do  him  a great  in- 
justice.” 

“ Heigho  í " sigbed  My  te,  “ cbarity  begins  at  borne.  Sbe  '11 
take  the  bread  out  of  my  mouth,  tharll  be  the  end  of  it;  aud  I 
sball  be  compelled  to  sell  my  wood-cocks  to  bny  a stiek  to 
trudge  through  the  world  with.”  (He  called  his  collection  of 
wretchedly-carved  heads  bis  wood-cocks.) 

Tbis  was  said  jestingly  ; but  I suspected  tbere  was  a little 
seriousness  at  the  bottom  of  it.  However,  I did  not  openly  re- 
mark  upon  it  at  the  time. 

I went  to  see  Ludlow  frequently.  One  evening,  about  three 
weeks  after  the  grand  discovery,  I met  him  on  the  steps  of  Lady 
Mason’s  house.  lie  was  goitig,  be  said,  to  make  a cali  in  the 
ncighbourhood.  As  we  walkcd  along,  be  told  me  tbat  Lady 
Masón  remained  very  sullen,  and  tbat  sbe  appeared  to  brood 
over  the  recent  event ; tbat  Mrs.  Brett  called  upon  her  very 
often ; and  tbat  after  these  visits  sbe  grew  more  and  more  mo- 
róse and  taciturn.  íC  Silence  is  a bad  thing,n  said  Ludlow, 
“ when  it  is  long  kept  up.  Tbere  is  always  too  rnuch  talking 
after  it.” 

“ Has  sbe  given  you  any  reason  to  believe  that  Mrs.  Brett 
intends  to  recognize  me  ? ” I inquired.  “Do  you  think  1 may 
expect  her  good  offices  P ” 

“ 1 don’t  know,”  replied  Ludlow.  “She  lias  said  notbing  — 
wbicli  says  too  rnuch.  But  you  will  llave  your  own  way.  1 tell 
you,  nothing  less  tban  threats  will  serve — tbreats  yiut  in  execu- 
tion.  Have  you  yet  decided  upon  applying  to  Colonel  Brett  ?” 
I llave  ; and  I will  do  so.” 

tÉ  How  does  Myte  beliave?  lias  be  learned  what  tbc  world 
calis  prudence  ? ” 

I see  no  material  change,”  I replied  ; perhaps,  be  is  not 
so  very  friendly  and  familiar  as  before.” 

My  motber  used  to  say,”  remarked  Ludlow,  <c  porridge 
will  cool  of  itself,  if  you  give  it  time — it  needs  not  coid  breath.” 

« Do  not  be  too  liasty  to  judge  him,”  said  I.  My  motber’s 
cunning  migbt  deceive ” 

" A better  and  a worse  man  tban  Myte,”  cried  Ludlow. 
<cGood  as  he  is,  he  would  rather  run  up  a nill  after  a fox,  tban 
down  a bilí  after  a falling  child.  There  is  another  oíd  saying. 
I remember  these  things  now.”  He  halted  at  the  door  of  a de- 
cent house. 
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“ Will  you  wait  for  me  a few  minutes  here,”  he  said  : “ I 
llave  something  to  tell  you.” 

He  returned  in  a short  time.  “ Do  not  think  me  a fool,”  he 
said ; “ I have  bcen  doing  a very  extraordinary  thing,  lately.” 

“ And,  pray,  what  is  that  ? ” I asked,  smiling. 

“ You  laugh,  Dick,”  he  replied,  “ as  much  as  to  say,  É When 
do  you  other  than  foolish  thingsP’  You  must  know,”  he  add- 
ed,  after  a pause,  “ that  since  all  has  been  brought  to  light  my 
mind  has  bcen  much  troubled, — there  has  been  a mixture  of  joy 
and  pain, — and  1 am  a weak  fellow,  and  cannot  bear  either  joy  or 
pain,  in  excess.  Well,  finding  the  house  uncomfortable, — my 
lady  not  as  she  used  to  be, — the  servants  wondering,  and  apply- 
ing  to  me  with  their  eyes  for  a satisfaction  of  their  curiosity,  1 
took  to  walking  abroad  of  an  evening.  On  one  of  these  even- 
ings,  — let  me  speak  out  at  once  — on  the  second  evening  after 
the  scene  up-stairs,  I saw  her” 

“ Whom  P ” said  1,  intcrrupting  him. 

“ My  wife,”  he  replied,  “Jane  Barton — Jane — Ludlow. 
Richard,”  he  resumed,  pressing  my  arm,  as  though  to  forestall 
any  expostulation  1 might  design  to  oíFer,  — “no  human  eye 
ever  beheld  such  an  object:  so  worn — wasted  — emaciated. 
Richard,  she  asked  alms  — charity;  she  was  starving  : I could 
see  that  she  was  starving.  She  will  die,”  he  said  quickly, — 
“ she  will  die — I know  that  — soon.  I shall  not — I cannot — 
tell  you  what  followed.  Am  I a stone?  I took  this  lodging  for 
her  : she  is  taken  care  of.  She  shall  be,  till — she  dies.  I nave 
been  to  see  her.  Dick,  if  I could  recal  the  past — if  she  were  in- 
nocent,  and  you  righted — I could  die  happy  now — this  mornent : 
and  she  should  cióse  my  eyes.  Oh  ! holy  God  ! thy  wisdom  is 
not  our  wisdom,  ñor  are  thy  ways  our  ways.  Else,  I could  ask, 
— but  no.  All  will  come  round  at  last.” 

When  I could  speak,  I applauded  his  humanity.  “ You  have 
liad  a doctor  to  her,  I su ppose  ? ” I inquired. 

“ 1 have,”  he  said.  “ The  people  of  the  house  are  good  souls, 
and  recommended  their  own  doctor  — a worthy  man,  they  tell 
me.  They  have  no  hope  of  her.  Gracious  God  ! what  a life  to 
have  led  ! Crime  and  its  punishment — both  together.  Well ; 
what  now  ? forgiveness — forgiveness.  Oh  ! let  us  be  human  — 
let  us  be  human,  Dick.  Eh?  what  a precious  thing  man  is,  to 
take  upon  liimself  airs,  and  think  to  anticipate  the  Almighty, 
who  may,  perhaps,  (I  trust  so,)  judge  reversely.” 

“ I cannot  speak  to  this,”  said  I ; “ your  own  feelings ” 

“ True,”  said  he,  “ you  cannot  speak  to  this.  You  are 
young;  and  youth  is,  mostly,  for  virtue.  But  charity — forgive 
me,  dear  Richard,  comes  after  time  — after  years,  and  tears. 
And  virtue — I know  not  what  it  is,  if  it  be  not  charity.” 

“You  are  moved,”  I said,  for  his  eyes  were  streaming.  “ You 
must  not  think  too  much  of  this.  You  have  done  well.” 
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“ I hopo  so,”  he  replied ; “ and  I am  glad  you  approve  what  T 

'^Foor  "cicaturc ! noiv  I can  weep  for  him,  and  do,  and  have 
done,  who  liad  not  a tear  to  spare  for  him  then.  And  so  charity 
does  come  after  years,  and  tears,  as  tliou  hadstit — my  dear  fcl- 
low  Not  tliat  it  needs  charity  to  cause  this  motion  at  my 
heart,  which  at  this  moment  impels  me  lo  — but,  no  ; it  shall 
not  Let  me  have  all  that  I have  to  set  down  wntten  plamly 
throueh.  Even  thou  shalt  not  tempt.  me  luto  reflection. 

Having  taken  leave  of  my  friend,  I went  straightways  borne, 
and  indiled  a letter  to  Colonel  Brctt.  It  contained  a mild  re 
capitulation  of  the  points  urged  in  my  former  cpistles  to  my 
rnother.  The  eonstitutional  indolence  asenbed  to  the  Colonel  by 
Langley  was  shaken  oíf  by  bim  upon  this  occasion,  for,  on  the 
following  morning  I received  an  answcr  to  this  eflect ; inc  ee  , 

""•"l  to  Mr,  Brett,  .„<!  of  the 

shameful  imposition  you  have  been  put  upon  attemptmg  o 
practise.  You  appcar  a clever  boy,  and  I could  wish  to  see 
your  parts  turned  to  worthier  account.  Beware,  child,  of  Biide- 
Lll  and  the  whippiug-post,  which  inevitably  await  you,  íf  you 
trouble  me  further.  My  servants  have  orders  to  take  you  be- 
fore  the  iustice  if  you  are  seen  loitcnng  about  my  house. 

Inccnsed  as  I was  at  the  receipt  of  tlns  brief  nnssive,  I was, 
nevertheless,  sufficiently  master  of  myself  to  determine  upon  ab- 
Sng  from  the  Colonel's  house  I was  not  prepared  íor  ius- 
ticiary  proceedings  at  this  stage  of  my  suit.  1 hastened,  there- 

« f rrtr 

withhis  lady,  and  that  he  did  not  know  wlien  I should  be  able 

to  see  him.  . ,. 

“ I will  wait,”  said  I,  stcpping  into  his  room. 

« Oh,  sir  P said  Nat,  following  me,  « yon  are  MnLudlow  s 
nephew,  I believe.  I fear  there  is  sad  work  up-stairs. 

I*  of  what  naturc  ? ” I inquired.  . _ _ _ .. 

« Ouarrellin<T,  and  I don’t  know  what,”  said  TSat.  Mr. 
Ludlow  has  been  down  stairs  once,  and  took  up  lus  liooks  all  in 
a liurry.  Oh  ! here  he  comes  again.” 

“ Y ou\ereT”dhe  sdd.  “ What  do  you  want  ? I must  leave 
you,”  looking  after  something.  “ You  shan  t stay  another  nu- 
^ f mv  house  * Ho  1 ho  ! It  s come  to  this  at  last.  Dick, 

nm“  ^0»T«.  .«  MW, . ld»n  l-e  píen., 

nf  leisure — plenty  of  leisure  then,  Dick. 

« One  moment,”  said  I,  detaining  him  as  he  was  hurrying 
away  • “ look  at  this  letter,  and  tell  me  what  you  think  oí  it, 
handinff  him  the  Colon el’s  communication.  , 

He  read  it  hastily . “ Like  tliem  all,”  he  eried,  folding  it,  and 

retnrning  it  to  me.  “ Keep  that  as  a remembrance,  for  lovc. 
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He  is  one  of  tlie  family,  Richard  Savage,”  elevating  his  voice, 
€<  and  as  one  of  the  family  lie  shall  rué  this  insolence.  Let  me 
see  : I will  contri  ve  to  talk  with  Lucas  ; but  I can’t  do  it  now. 
Don’t  you  know  I ’m  wanted  above?  Lord  bless  you  ! I am  a 
servant,  and  must  obey.  Go:  in  an  hour  at  Myte,s.” 

“ Can’t  you  tell  me  whcrc  I should  be  likely  to  hit  upon  the 
Colonel  ?”  said  I ; “I  want  to  see  hirn.” 

“You  doP^cried  Ludlow.  “ Brave  dog  ! nothing  daunts 
you.  Oh  ! that  spirit  of  yours  will  kcep  us  all  alive,  til I you 
frighten  sorae  of  our  souls  out  of  our  bodies — sume — not  mine. 
Where  is  he  to  be  hit  upon  ? ay,  at  Button’s  cofFee-house,  in 
Covent  Garden.  You  will  find  him  there,  I daré  say.  Be  very 
soft,  and  humble,  and  respectful.  He’s  a very  high  gentleman. 
I wish  you  were  oíd  enough  to  carry  a sword ; you  ’d  use  it, 
wouldn’t  you  ? I must  be  gone.”  So  saying,  he  snatched  up  a 
book  of  accounts,  and  hastened  away. 

It  was  a practice  with  me  from  my  infancy,  when  anything 
arduous  or  unpleasant  was  to  be  done,  to  do  it  at  once.  I con- 
fess  I felt  my  spirits  a little  ruffled  when  I reflected  upon  the 
probable  result  of  an  encounter  with  Colonel  Brett.  His  letter 
was  one  of  those  performances  which  indícate  an  oíf-hand,  cava- 
lier  practice  in  the  disposal  of  kusiness ; and  the  disparity  of  our 
years  and  station  was  such  as  to  liold  out  small  hope  of  success 
on  my  side,  either  as  a peaceful  negotiator,  or  as  a hostile  adver- 
sary.  Notwithstanding,  never  having  feared  the  face  of  man 
since  I could  look  up  to  it  without  a crick  in  my  neck,  I put  by 
every  suggestion  of  weakness  or  timidity,  and  made  the  best  of 
my  way  to  Button's. 

“ The  Colonel  is  here,  for  a wonder,”  said  the  waiter,  in  an- 
swer  to  my  iuquiry ; “ this  is  not  his  usual  time.  He  is  cn- 
gaged  with  Mr.  Steele  at  the  further  end  of  the  room.  Shall  I 
tell  him  your  business,  or  your  ñame?  ” 

“ My  ñame  is  Savage,”  said  I.  “ Be  pleased  to  inform  the 
Colonel  I will  await  his  leisurc.'n 

I snatched  the  momentos  opportunity  afForded  me,  to  observe 
the  gentleman  to  wliom  the  waiter  directed  his  steps,  and  who 
was  Colonel  Brett.  lie  was  a fine,  tall,  gallant  figure  of  a man, 
very  showily  dressed.  Indolently  reclining  in  a chair,  he  was 
listening  intently  — looking  through  his  spread  fingers,  which 
were  placed  upon  his  forehead  and  temples — to  his  friend  Steele, 
the  celebrated  Richard,  shortly  afterwards  Sir  Richard  Steele. 
This  personage  was  likewise  gaudily  dressed.  He  was  inclined 
to  corpulency,  with  the  face  of  a farmer,  the  eye  of  a hawk,  and 
the  smile  of  an  ángel,  and  was  talking  with  much  animation,  at 
intervals  tossing  one  side  of  his  black,  full-bottomcd  periwig 
from  his  slioulder,  and  tapping  the  liilt  of  the  Coloners  sword 
with  a point  of  his  small  three-cornered  hat. 

The  Colonel  started,  and  raised  himself  in  his  chair  when  the 
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waiter  delivered  my  message.  lie  pondered  for  an  instant,  and 
waved  bis  hand. 

44  Let  him  wait,”  he  said  : 44  but,  no,”  rising, — 44  one  moment, 
and  I vvill  be  with  you,”  nodding  to  Steele. 

By  tliis  time  1 had  advanced  halfway  up  thc  room.  The  Co- 
loneí  approaehed,  and  taking  me  by  the  shoulder,  turned  me 
round,  and  half-leaning  upon  me  as  he  did  so,  pushed  me  for- 
ward  into  a recess  of  one  of  thc  Windows. 

a Now,  young  man,”  said  he,  confronting  me,  44  I must  be 
short  with  yon,  I perceive.  What  brings  you  here  ? I should 
have  imagined  that  the  billet  I sent  you  would  have — what  shall 
1 say  ? — a--— a 99 

44  Frightened  me?”  said  I.  44  Oh,  no,  sir;  I am  not  to  be 
frightened  by  letters  any  more  than  yourself,  or  my  mother.” 

44  Your  mother ! ” cried  the  Colonel,  now  for  the  first  time 
looking  at  me.  44  What  a prodigious  front,  cliild,  thou  must  — 
eh  ?”  The  Colonel  looked  a long  while  before  he  again  spoke. 
44  You  are  an  impostor,”  he  said  at  length,  abruptly, 44  and  your 
object,  avowedly  so,  is  to  extort  money.” 

44  I am  sorry  to  be  obliged  to  tell  you  that  you  are  saying 
what  is  not  the  truth,”  I returned.  44  I am  no  impostor,  ñor  do 
I wish  to  extort  money.  I am  very  young,  Colonel  Brett,  as 
you  perceive;  and  I have  no  fxiend  or  protector.  You  must 
pardon  me,  therefore,  for  speaking  that  of  myself  which  I have 
no  one  to  say  for  me.  My  mother  knows  that  I am  her  son, 
and  I intend  that  she  shaíl  not  keep  that  knowledge  to  her- 
self.” 

44  Hall  ! ” cried  the  Colonel.  He  raised  his  hand,  as  thougli 
about  to  seize  me  by  the  collar,  while  his  eye  wandered  about  in 
quest  of  the  waiter. 

44  Nay,  sir,”  said  I loudly,  44  I must  not  suífer  any  insult  at 
your  hands  : I will  not  bear  it.”  I believe  that  my  colour  rose  as 
I added,  “ to  a gcntleman  of  your  figure  it  may  behardly  neces- 
sary  to  say  that  such  conduct  would  better  beíit  a blusterer  than 
a man  of  honour.” 

44  Flague  on’t,  child  ! ” exclaimed  the  Colonel,  44  what  wouldst 
have  ? Dost  want  to  fight  me  ? Where  is  thy  sword  ? Thou 
shouldst  get  one.” 

44  So  I was  told  half  an  hour  ago,”  I replied.  44  I find  it  may 
be  necessary.” 

• Mr.  Steele  aróse  at  this,  and  carne  towards  us. 

44  Why,  Colonel,”  he  said,  44  what  young  Héctor  have  you  got 
therc  ? ” 

44  A myrmidon-mauler,  indeed,  as  Frank  used  to  say,”  replied 
the  Colonel  ; 44  pardon  me,  1 ’m  at  your  Service  in  one  minute,” 
motioning  to  Steele  to  resume  his  seat.  44  Let  us  make  an  end 
of  this,”  he  said,  turning  to  me.  44  You  want  money,  it  seems; 
and  have  fallen  upon  these  means  of  getting  it.  How  much  ? 
Let  me  know  the  extent  of  your  impudence,  or  your  modesty.” 
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44  What  I want  is  best  seen  i n my  lcttcrs  to  my  mother  and  to 
yoursclf.  I hope  yon  do  not  mean  to  give  me  room  to  suspeet 
that  the  money  is  the  chief  difiiculty  ? Let  me  tell  you,  Colo- 
nel, you  may  wilfully  blind  your  eyes,  but  the  eyes  of  the 
world  shall  be  opened.” 

44  That  a young  man  of  your  years  should  talk  thus — should 
daré  to  talk  tlnis,”  said  the  Colonel,  reddening,  44  is  incredible — 
amazing.  Why,  thou  young  coxcomb,  I tell  thee  thou  hast  not 
a leg  to  stand  upon.  Thy  story  is  the  most  preposterous  — the 
most  extravagant — the  most ” 

44  It  admits  of  proof,  too,”  said  I,  cutting  short  his  superla- 
tives.  44  You  wonder,  you  say,  that  I should  talk  to  you  as  I 
do.  Ascribe  it  to  my  resentment  of  the  tfeatment  I am  receiv- 
ing  — not  to  my  barefacedness  as  an  impostor,  who  conld  not 
speak  thus.  I refer  you  to  Lady  Masón ; she  will  vouch  for 
me.” 

44  No,”  said  the  Colonel  promptly,  tapping  his  teeth  with  his 
íingers. 

44  Yes, — I beg  your  pardon.” 

44 1 am  told  not.  We  will  see  to  that,”  he  said,  musing. 
44  You  went  to  school  at  St.  Albans,  I tliink  your  letter  tells 
me.” 

44 1 did,  sir.  I was  sent  there  by  Lady  Masón.” 

44  So  you  said.  Do  you  mean  to  repeat  that  Lady  Masón  sent 
you  there  ? ” 

44 1 do, — solemnly,”  said  I. 

The  Colonel  reilected  for  many  minutes.  At  last  he  said, 
with  an  oath,  44  The  Sphynx  was  a young  beginner  at  the 
making  of  riddles  : confound  me,  if  I can  make  tliis  out  — ñor 
could  she,  either.  Your  master^s  ñame  ? ” 

44  Burridge,”  said  1. 

44  Burrtfge  or  Burrn/ge  ? ” he  inquired.  I satisüed  him  upon 
that  point. 

44  i will  write  to  him  ; but,  no.  Could  you  get  him  to  certify 
that  he  was  paid  by  Lady  Masón  ? ” 

44 1 can  ; and  willingly  he  ’ll  furnish  it,”  said  I. 

44  Very  well.  Still,  I would  rather  see  him.  Burridge?  no, 
it  can’t  be.” 

44 1 will  beg  of  him  to  come  to  town,  and  wait  upon  you.” 

44  Do,”  he  said  quickly.  44  I shall  be  glad  to  see  him.  Our 
business  is  ended  for  the  presen t,  I think.  You  know  where  to 
find  me  ? ” 

44  Colonel,  your  servant.  Good  morning.” 

“Yoii^re  an  insolent  young  dog,”  said  the  Colonel,  with  a 
good-humoured  smile.  44  Give  me  thy  young  fist.” 

He  gazed  at  me  carnestly  as  he  shook  my  hand,  and  turned 
away. 

44  Good-b’ye,  child  ; ” then,  between  his  teeth,  44  his  mother’s 
son,  or  the  devil’s.” 
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In  wliich  umy  bu  scoii  a liot  f Henil  cooling.  With  some  occurr enees  wliicli  appear, 
as  yet,  to  pertain  solely  to  laidlow. 

Overjoyed  at  the  lucky  train  in  which  I had,  as  I imagined, 
succeeded  in  placing  matters,  I made  the  best  of  my  way  to 
Myte’s  honse.  I found  the  little  man  seated  in  the  office,  rub- 
bing  his  legs  up  and  down  with  bis  hands. 

44  Well,”  said  he,  44  you  Ye  come  at  last.  Whose  business 
have  you  been  upon,  mine  or  yonrs  ? I would  not  for  all  the 
world,  the  sun,  and  moon,  and  all  the  stars  in  the  firmaraent 
into  the  bargain,  that  your  business  should  halt  while  mine  runs 
on  all-fours.” 

I expressed  a hope  that  he  had  not  wanted  me  during  my  al>- 
sence. 

“Wanted  you  ! ” lie  replied,  scratching  his  cheek,  “not 
wanted  yon,  exactly  ; but  wondered  where  you  could  be  got, — 
thought  you  might  have  exhaled,  like  a bottle  of  smoke.  Here 
was  Woful,  that  únele  of  yours — but,  I suppose  I must  not  cali 
liim  so  now,  — he  has  been  wariting  you.  He  daslied  into  the 
office  a few  minutes  ago,  and  4 Where  *s  Richard  ? 1 says  he  ; 6 is 
Richard  in  ? ’ with  a stare.  * Where  ’s  Richard  ? ’ says  I ; 
4 Richard  ’s  out,’  with  a stare  just  like  it.  Upon  that,  he  turn- 
ed  round,  and  trotted  out,  like  a dog  that  has  gone  up  a wrong 
alley.  But,  where  have  you  been,  if  I may  presume  to  inquire  ?” 

44  1 have  just  waited  upon  Colonel  Brett,”  said  I. 

C6  You  have  ? ” cried  Myte,  getting  up,  and  niinutcly  inspect- 
ing  me.  “ You  say  you  nave  called  upon  Ninus,  and  still  got 
these  upon  your  hcad,”  and  he  took  me  by  the  ear.  44  How 
comes  that  to  pass?” 

44 1 don’t  know  what  you  mean,”  I said,  laughing. 

44 1 mean,  I thought  he  would  have  cropped  them,”  answered 
Myte.  44 1 once  saw  a man  put  his  head  into  the  lion’s  mouth 
in  May-Fair,  and  wlien  somebody  asked  liim  how  it  was  the  lion 
didn’t  bite  it  off,  he  said  he  supposed  the  lion  had  got  the  tooth- 
ache.  Sonic  such  lucky  acqident  has  saved  you  this  once.1* 

44  No,  indeed,^  I replied,  and  relatcd  to  him  all  that  had 
passed. 

44  Why,  this  is  a wondrous  mystery/’  cried  Myte,  who  had 
listened  to  my  recital  with  a grcat  deal  more  astonishment  than 
I was  prepared  to  expect, — 44  this  beata  Stccle’s  salmón  in  satin 
petticoats  in  the  Tatler.  Then  you  really  think,  Ricardo,  yon 
sliall  be  able  to  makc  them  acknowledge  you  ? ” 

44  I do,”  said  1 ; 44  why  should  you  doubt  it  ? n 

He  was  silent  for  a few  moments. 

44  Semiramis  so  positively  swears  you  are  not  her  son.  Nay, 
I have  it  from  my  son-in-law,  Langlcy.  Could  I be  assurcdyou 
were  her  child ” 

44  What  would  you  do,  then,  sir?”  I inquired  somewhat 
coldly. 
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c<  I like  you,”  said  he,  44  and  you  sliould  stay  with  me,  in 
spite  of  all.” 

44  Nay,  if  you  doubt n I began  in  some  heat. 

44  Softíy,  softly,”  said  he ; 44  don’t  let  us  begin  a duel  with 
tougues,  or  down  upon  my  marro w-bones  drop  I,  and  beg  for 
merey.  I mean  nothing  but  good-will  towards  you — seriously, 
Richard  Savage,  which  I hope  and  trust,  and  belicve  is  your 
ñame.  Come,  let  us  shake  hands.” 

At  this  moment  in  walked  Ludlow. 

66 1 have  been  taking  a tura,”  he  said,  44  finding  you  liad  not 
come  back.  Well,  what  says  the  great  man  ? ” 

I told  him. 

44  Come,  that  ’s  better,”  he  replied  ; 44  if  anything  can  be  bet- 
ter  where  all  is  so  bad.  Mr.  Myte,”  turning  to  him,  44  would 
you  believe  it  ? ” 

44  What  ’s  4it  ’ ? ” cried  Myte.  44  Nono  of  your  pronouns.  I 
can  believe  it , and  that , and  this9  and  C other — anything.  After 
my  belief  of  Richards  relationship  to  Mrs.  Brett,  and  after 
my  belief  in  the  existence  of  so  unnatural  a mother,  1 llave  a 
stoniach  for  anything.  What  story  of  a flying-fish  have  you 
got  for  me  now  ? If  you  don’t  make  its  wings  too  large,  it 
won’t  stick  in  my  throat,  I promise  you.” 

44  You  are  very  facetious,”  said  Ludlow;  44  but  merriment 
sounds  like  mockery  to  a sad  heart.  After  five-and-twenty 
years’  honest,  faithful,  and  diligent  Service,  my  lady  (no  longer 
mine,)  lias  been  pleased  to  dismiss  me.  1 tliink  she  has  acted 
wrong,  because ” 

44  God  hless  my  soul ! ” cried  Myte.  44 1 really  am  much 
concerned,1’  and  he  looked  so.  44 1 hope,  not  on  our  young 
friend’s  account  ? ” 

44  Why  do  you  hope  so  ? ” said  Ludlow  ; 44  the  reason,  or  the 
pretext  is  of  ¿malí  importance,  so  long  as  my  character  is  not 
brought  in  question.” 

44  Which  it  cannot  be,”  said  Myte. 

44  Which  it  cannot  be,”  echoed  Ludlow.  44 1 say,  I tliink  she 
has  acted  wrong,  because  she  liad  no  right  to  expect  I should 
remain  silent.  She  has  taken  her  daughter’s  side  against 
Richard,  and  does  injustice  by  permitting  it.  Yes,  slie  lias, 
Richard,”  turning  to  me;  44  ñor  will  she  consent  to  see  you 
more.” 

44 1 care  not  to  see  her,”  said  I ; 44  ñor  do  I regard  her  ad llor- 
en ce  to  my  mother.  She  needs  no  assistance;  but  we  want 
Lady  Masón,  and  when  we  require,  we  can  demand  her.” 

44  Can’ t we?”  cried  Ludlow,  with  some  appcarance  of  glee. 

44  She  cannot  deny ” 

44  That  1 am  the  son  of  Earl  Rivers,”  said  I. 

44  That  she  committed  you,  through  me,  to  the  care  of  Mrs. 
Frceman,”  pursued  Ludlow. 
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« That  she  herself  seut  me  to  school,  and  paid  Mr.  Burridge 

out  of  her  own  pocket,”  I added. 

« That  she  ordered  me  to  take  you  away  from  thence,  anc 

th en  compelled  me  to  bind  you  to  the  cob ” _ 

“ Enough,”  said  I hastily,  in  dread  of  the  commg  reference  to 

th«  Yes'eñough,  of  all  consciente,”  said  Myte.  “ I can’t  look 
two  ways  at  once.  I bate  this  see-saw  talk.  It  moves  the  head 
a jn'eat  deal  more  than  tlie  curiosity. 

We  always  fcared  the  inhumamty  of  his  mother ; that  vas 
. i. „ {.allso  of  our  iriVing  out  that  he  was  dead,’  said  Ludlow. 

“I  know  all  that,”  answered  Myte  ; “but  why  did  we always 
fear  it  ? Because  your  mistress  was  foolish  and  weak,  why  werc 

vou  weak  and  foolish  ? ” . í(  , . « 

“ I thought  her  so  at  first,  I confcss saul  Ludio w ; but , 

» You  didn’t  afterwards  P He  can’t  see  his  own  weakness, 
said  Myte,  turning  to  me.  “ Woful,  when  a man  eats  a cursed 
onion,  you  may  nose  him  afar  off,  and  he  smells  mus  odiously  : 
cata  cursed  onion  yourself,  and  you  cannot  smell  himatal. 
Your  combined  folly  has  destroyed  this  lad’s  prospecta ; and, 
j)an<T  it!  let  us  say  this  for  Semiramis,  she  has  no  reasou  to 
pourtesv  to  the  compliment  you  have  paid  her. 

« i pyay  her  a compliment ! ” cried  Ludlow.  » But  you  are 
speakinVin  your  way.  1 tell  you,  sir,  the  boy  would  have  been 
murdered  by  her,  if  we  liad  not  taken  him  out  oí  her  reach,  and 
concealed  the  fact  of  his  continued  existence.  „ 

“ And  that  she  has  been  told  — eli  ? exclaimed  Myte.  A 
very  pretty  compliment  when  you  return  a fuU-grown  fellow  to 
his  mother,  who  thought  him  dead,  and  wislicd  him  so.  Ma- 
dann  here  he  is  ; make  much  of  him  : his  weasand  lias  outgrown 
your  fingers.’  Ho  ! lio!”  and  Myte  laughed  with  exceedmg 

¿a  »SDon°t’vou  see,"  said  Ludlow  with  some  asperity,  when 
Mvte  liad  left  us,  “ how  tliat  man’s  foolish  habit  oí  jesting  per- 
verts  his  understunding,  and  corrupta  liis  heart  ? Hiere  is  he 
Imie  T warrant,  to  his  íamily,  to  make  light  of  our  dis tresses. 

° " yo.i  are  mistaken  in  him,”  said  I ; “ come  make  allowance 
for  the  gaiety  of  his  temperament,  and  remember  the  soleminty 

°f  « Wdb'ño  matter,”  lie  replied ; “ let  us  banish  him  from  our 
thoughts.  This  strange  proceedmg  on  the  part  oí  Lady 

Masón  * , • , i, 

“ Av,  what  do  you  think  oí  doing  í 

« 1 dón’t  know,”  he  answered ; “ I have  taken  a lodgmg  foi 
the  present.” 

“Where?”  ,.  , 

He  remained  silent,  and  was  slightly  disconcerted. 

“The  peoplc  of  the  liouse  where  my  wife  is,  lie  said  at 
length,  “ are  reputable,  and  had  apartments  to  spare,  and  1 
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Iiave  taken  thcm.  You  don’t  thlnk  that  right,”  he  ádded,  after 
a pause. 

44  Nay,  you  are  the  best  judge  of  your  own  conduct.  Do  you 
intend  that  she  shall  live  with  you  again  ? 11 

64  No/’  he  said  resolutely,  44  I do  not ; or  if  I did,  fate  has 
prcveutud  that.  I have  told  you  she  is  dying.  Rut,  now  ; 
wliat  are  we  to  do  with  that  wolfish  woman  ? ” 

44  My  mother  ? You  must  not  cali  her  so.  Why,  Ludlow, 
we  must  make  a lamb  of  her.” 

44  Ah  ! ” he  said,  44  would  that  I could  see  that  change  ! I 
could  forgive  everything,  now9  if  she  could  be  brought  to  do 
you  justice.  The  Colonel  may,  pcrhaps,  do  something.  Fear 
might  make  her.” 

I shook  my  head. 

44  Fear  — of  shame,  I mean,”  he  resumed.  44  She  knows  no 
othcr  fear.  I will  manage  Lady  Masón.  I am  strong  enough 
for  that.  She  is  too  oíd  to  begin  to  be  wicked.” 

He  applauded  my  resolution  of  writing  instantly  to  Rurridge. 
44  He  is  the  man  of  all  others,”  he  said,  44  to  engage  in  this 
matter,  if  he  will  but  move  in  it.  Your  mother  (to  cali  her  so  !) 
would  tremble  under  that  glorious  eye  of  his,  I am  sure  of  it. 
I should  like  to  see  the  first  meeting  between  them.” 

He  pressed  a considerable  sura  of  money  upon  me. 

44  Rless  you  ! 11  he  cried,  44  I don’t  want  it.  I have  more  than 
I shall  know  what  to  do  with,  if  I keep  it  to  myself;  and 
when  you  liave  obtained  an  independence,  you  may  repay  me,  if 
you  like.  Resides,  Myte  will  treat  you  better  whilc  you  stay 
with  him,  if  he  sees  that  it  is  of  no  importance  to  you  whether 
you  stay  or  no.  It  is  the  way  of  this  delightful  world.” 

When  he  was  gone  I sat  down  and  wrote  a letter  to  Rurridge, 
in  which  I conjured  him  to  forward  without  delay  the  rcquired 
certifícate  ; or,  if  it  were  in  his  power,  to  come  up  to  town,  and 
make  himself  the  present  means  of  establishing  my  claims.  To 
Lady  Masón  I disdaincd  to  apply.  Her  conduct  had  bcen  so 
ambiguous  that,  whilst  I dreaded  her  hostility,  I meditated  her 
exposure.  It  was  clear  that  she  was  under  the  fear  and  direc- 
tion  of  her  daughter ; it  was  not  so  certain  that  if  I molested 
her  I should  not  convert  an  instrumcnt  into  a party  against  me. 

Rurridge  returned  no  reply.  1 was  thunderstruck  at  this. 
Could  he,  also,  have  been  bought  or  begged  off?  I scorned  the 
supposition  thcinstant  it  entered  my  mind  ; but,  after  the  lapse 
of  a week,  a second  letter  liaving  been  cqually  unsuccessful,  I 
was  constrained  to  yield  admittance  to  the  unworthy  stranger, 
and  devoted  the  world  and  its  conten ts,  from  Rurridge  down- 
wards  and  upwards,  to  pcrdition. 

In  the  meanwhile  Myte,  day  by  day,  became  more  and  more 
staid  and  serio us  — as  wise  and  worshipful  as  any  other  of  the 
dtill  dogs  of  mankind,  who  are,  at  all  events,  wise  enough  to 
know  that  the  gift  of  speech,  unlcss  coníined  to  monosyllablcs, 


352 


RICHARD  SAVAGE. 


is  not  calculatcd  to  enhance  their  reputation  for  wlsdom.  This 
behaviour  on  the  part  of  Myte  was  so  far  from  incensing  me, 
that  I was  amused  by  it.  The  consciousness  of  being  ill-treated 
imparts  a sort  of  satisfaction  to  the  suffercr,  dcrivcd,  1 imagine, 
from  the  contem plation  of  one’s  own  worth  as  opposed  to  the 
folly,  meanness,  or  malignity,  as  the  case  may  be,  of  the  wrong- 
doer.  I suffered  liim,  thercfore,  to  pursue  his  humour  without 
cxpostulation  or  complaint,  and  consigned  my  best  powers  of 
conversation  wholly  to  Mrs.  Myte  and  little  Martha  (Vandal), 
with  both  of  whom  I had  succeedcd  in  making  myself  a favourite, 
and  who  wcrc  not  to  be  deterred  by  Myte  (I  know  not  that  he 
did  attempt  to  influence  them)  from  behaving  themselves  to- 
wards  me  with  their  former  affability  and  kindness. 

One  evening  I called  upon  Ludlow  to  relate  the  failure  of  my 
application  to  Burridge.  lie  carne  down  to  me  in  the  passage, 
and  heard  all  I had  to  say  in  silence. 

“ Neverthelcss,”  he  said,  rubbing  his  chin,  44  we  shall  be  too 
much  for  them  at  last.  Lady  Masón  is  obdurate  still,  — never 
mind.  She  has  discarded  me,  but  she  cannot  get  rid  of  her  con- 
science, — she  cannot  make  that  her  servant,  and  turn  it  away  at 
pleasure.  Or,  if  she  can,  and  should  do,”  shaking  his  head 
wisely,  — “all  out.  We  will  loosen  Burridge’s  tongue,  and  tic 
up  their  tongues  for  ever.  Come  up  stairs,  and  sit  with  me.  I 
am  alone,  lf  yon  should  see  a certain  person  during  the  even- 
ing,” he  added,  halting  upon  the  stairs,  “ I hope  you  will  not 
make  her  perceive  that  you  have  heard  all,  and  that  you  scorn 
and  despise  her.” 

“ My  dear  Ludlow,”  I replied,  in  a whisper,  “ how  can  you 
suppose  that  I should  breatfie  a syllable ” 

64  It  is  not  breath,”  he  returned  ; 44  the  eye  speaks  more  than 
the  tongue  sometimes.  I know,  Dick,  she  ought  to  be  hated — 
abhorred — scorned  ; but  I cannot  do  it  myself,  and  I could  not,” 
he  pressed  my  hand,  44  bear  to  see  anything  like  it  from  otliers, 
— least  of  all  from  you.” 

He  was  greatly  disturbed  during  the  evening — getting  up, 
sitting  down,  handling  the  thingsupon  the  table,  and  frequently 
leaving  the  room.  At  length  the  door  of  an  inner  apartment 
opened,  and  an  cmaciated  being  entered  with  faltering  steps, 
and  was  directed  by  Ludlow’s  eye  to  an  arm-chair. 

44  Do  you  feel  better,  do  you  think  ? 99  said  Ludlow,  after  a 
long  pause,  his  nether  lip  quivering. 

44  I thank  you  — I think  I am  much  worse,”  replied  his  wife, 
in  a tone  so  piteous,  so  self-abased,  as  to  bring  tears  into  my 
eyes.  Ludlow  averted  bis  head,  and  presently  left  the  room. 

Whatever  share  of  beauty  Mrs.  Ludlow  might  once  have  pos- 
sessed  had  entirely  left  her  ; not  even  the  traces  of  it  remain- 
ed.  There  was  a meanness  of  expression  in  the  face — I rcinem- 
ber  it  well — which  made  me  feel  doubtful  at  the  time  whether 
she  could  ever  have  been  handsomc. 
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As  Ludio w did  not  return,  I thought  it  onlv  proper  to  ven- 
ture  lipón  a few  general  rernarks,  sucli  as  obtain  with  our 
thoughtful  and  speech-saving  countrymen,  aud  which  are  made 
up  oí  comments  upon  the  weather  that  was,  observations  upon 
the  weather  that  is,  and  prognostications  of  the  weather  that 
will  be.  These  ended,  I liad  nothiiig  furlher  to  say. 

“ And  you  are  the  son  of  my  oíd  mistress,”  she  said,  at 
length.  €É  Mr.  Ludlow  tells  me  you  are  the  son  of  Mrs.  Brett. 
What  wonderful  things  do  happcn  ! ” 

I silently  assented.  She  was  a living  witness  to  the  truth  of 
that. 

Ci  You  are  a great  favourite  with  Mr.  Ludlow,  sir,”  she  re- 
sumed.  u He  is  a good  man  — the  bcst  of  men.”  A sigh  fol- 
io wed. 

“ He  is,  indeed,  a good  man,”  I said. 

“ Oh  í he  is,  sir.  After  what  has  happened,  too, — after  what 
I have  been  to  him,  I am  sure,”  she  raised  her  handkerchief  as 
she  spoke,  and  sobbed,  “ all  that  I could  do  in  after  years — *if  it 
pleascd  Heaven  to  spare  my  life, — could  not ” 

I was  glad  that  Ludlow  entered  at  the  moment.  I began  to 
feel  rather  sick,  and  shortly  afterwards  took  my  lcave.  As  T 
walked  home,  how  carne  that  delectable  wight,  Joseph  Carnaby, 
to  rise  up  before  my  mind’s  eye  in  the  plenitude  of  his  peculiar 
power?  I know  not — I knew  not  then. 

The  next  day  a very  mournful-looking  person  waited  upon 
me,  represen ting  that  he  was  Mr.  Greaves,  at  whose  house  Lud- 
low lodgcd,  and  bearing  a message  from  him  to  the  effect  that 
he  wished  me  to  come  to  him  immediately. 

I inquired  the  occasion  of  so  sudden  a summons. 

“ Oh,  sir  ! ” he  replied,  44  the  worthy  gentleman\s  wife  is,  we 
fear,  dying.  Mrs.  Greaves  is  certain  she  cannot  last  many 
liours,  and  her  husband  is  in  a terrible  taking,  to  be  sure.  He 
has  not  yet  been  in  to  see  her,  but  waits  till  you  come.” 

I snatched  my  hat,  and  accompanied  Mr.  Greaves. 

On  cntering  Ludlow’s  room,  1 found  him  in  a State  of  the 
greatest  distress,  pacing  to  and  fro,  and  flinging  up  his  hands 
distractedly. 

44  All  over  — dying, ^ he  exdaimed  as  I drew  near.  44  What 
am  I to  do  ? — what  am  I to  do  ? I look  up  to  you  now,  Hick — 
tell  me.” 

“ Collect  yourself,”  said  I ; 44  this  is  no  sudden  thing, — you 
have  been  expecting  it.” 

44  Oh,  no ! ” he  replied,  shaking  his  head  with  a shudder. 

fc4  Oh,  yes  ! ” cried  a little  doleful  woman,  coming  forward. 
44  Me  and  Mr.  Greaves  has,  I ’m  sure,  and  so  we  Ve  told  you. 
Come,  sit  7e  down,  that  *s  a good  man,  and  be  quiet.  You 
can7t  do  her  no  good,  and  so  don’t  go  to  do  yourself  no  harm.” 

Ludlow,  after  bestowing  upon  this  contemner  of  grammatical 
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propriety  an  unmeaning  stare,  waved  her  from  him,  and  sank 
into  a scat. 

Mrs.  Greaves  now  directed  her  atteution  to  me.  “ Oh  ! 
yon  Ve  the  yonng  gentleman  as  the  poor  woman  wished  to  see, 
are  you  ? Well,  I ’ll  prepare  her  to  see  you  ; she  can’t  speak, 
1 7m  afraid,  by  this  time.” 

She  beckoned  me  into  the  passage.  <c  Lord  love  you  ! ” she 
said  in  a loud  whisper,  66  she  can’t  last  out  the  night.  I hope 
you  Ve  not  a near  rclation,  for  I shouldn’t  like  to  hurt  your 
feelings ; but  the  truth  must  be  told  : she’s  going  very  fast.” 

Here  Mr.  Greaves,  who  had  been  waiting  in  the  passage,  up- 
cast  a pair  of  large,  dismal  eyes,  til!  the  whites  were  alone  visi- 
ble. “ Is  she  worse,”  he  inquired,  recovering  his  visión,  “ than 

Mrs.  Wokey  the  night  before ” 

She  died  ? ” cried  his  wife,  anticipating  the  termination  of 
the  sentence.  “Greaves,  Mrs.  Wokey  was  nothing  like  her. 
Why,  you  know,  wc  didn’t  think  that  would  be  so  soon.77 

Mr.  G reaves  pointed  to  an  inden tation  in  the  vvall : u Made 
by  the  coffin,”  he  remarked,  raising  his  brows. 

“ So  it  was,”  assentcd  the  wife.  “ But,  come  this  way,  young 
man.  Mr.  Greaves,  don’t  you  go  out  till  I come  down  and 
she  led  the  way  to  the  apartment  of  Mrs.  Ludlow. 

She  was,  indeed,  greatly  changed,  and  for  the  worse.  Unused 
to  the  vai'ying  appearances  of  sickness,  I could  scarccly  have 
iinagined  that  so  perceptible  an  alteration  could  have  taken 
place  in  so  short  a time  as  the  period  of  a few  hours  since  I had 
last  seen  her. 

She  motioned  me  to  a cliair  by  the  bedside,  and  made  a sign 
to  Mrs.  Greaves  to  leave  the  rooni.  The  woman  did  so  slowly, 
and  with  apparent  reluctance,  softly  closing  the  door.  When 
the  door  was  closed,  1 was  as  perfectly  assured  that  she  was  lis- 
tening,  as  though  I liad  seen  her  ear  through  the  keyhole. 

**  I hope,  sir,”  began  Mrs.  Ludlow  in  a faint  voice — in  a voice 
so  faint,  indeed,  that  Mrs.  Greaves  must  have  been  during  our 
colloquy  in  an  ecstacy  of  tormentingly  unsatisfied  curiosity, — 
66 1 hope,  sir,  you  will  not  think  I have  been  too  free  in  sending 
for  you  ; but  I think  — 1 really  think  nozo  — that  I am  dying, 
Mr.  Ludlow  will  do  anything  yóu  bid  him  — 1 know  he  will. 
Oh,  sir ! intercede  for  me  with  him,  for  his  forgiveness.” 

Here  she  was  much  affected,  and  could  not  proceed  for  some 
minutes. 

“ 1 feel  at  last,”  sberesumed, — <€do  not  withdraw  your  liand, 
Mr.  Savage,  if  I presume  to  take  it, — at  last  1 feel — how  fully, 
how  deeply,  I can  not  tell  you,  — that  there  is  no  hope  for  my 
poor  sinful  soul  in  the  other  world,  if  I do  not  obtain  his  par- 
don.  He  was  evcr  too  good  to  me.  Oh,  sir  ! v she  looked  im- 
ploringly  at  me,  <c  do  lielp  to  save  my  soul  ! ” 

I was  touched,  and  involuntarily  returned  the  pressure  of  her 
hand. 
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44  Do  not  say  anothcr  word,”  I exclaimed,  rising ; 44  I will  go 
to  him  this  instant.  There  was  a Providencc,  madam,  in  your 
nnexpected  meeting,  and  it  must  be  flllfilled.,, 

She  gavc  me  a look  of  gratitude  ; and  I left  her. 

I related  to  Ludlow  what  had  passed  between  us. 

44  She  thought  it  necessary  there  should  be  a mediator?”  be 
said,  and  bis  face  brightened  up,  but  was  again  overeas  t.  44  Oh, 
no ! but  I am  glad  she  c.hose  you.  Richard,  not  a word  of 
forgiveness  has  passed  tliese  lips;  I am  too  much  a man  for 
that ; but,  now  that  she  is  dying r> 

44  You  will  forgive  all  her  faults,”  I said,  taking  him  by  the 
arm. 

44  The  dying  have  no  faults  — except  to  Heaven  ! ” he  ex- 
claimed;  44  oh  í my  dear  fellow,  live,  and  you  will  know  that, 
when  those  you  love  are  taken  from  you.  You  don’t  know,”  he 
added,  in  a familiar  tone,  44  how  I loved  that  girl.” 

44  Yes  — yes,  I do,”  I replied  ; 44  come,  you  will  see  her  now, 
will  you  not  ? ” 

44  There  was  that  Bennett,”  he  said,  lialting  at  the  door, — 44  if 
ever  I were  to  go  mad,  that  dead  wretch,  dead  as  be  is,  would 
niake  me  so,  — he  loved  her.  No — no — I won’t  think  of  that. 
The  wretched  creature,  Diek, — the  frightful  face — the  abject — 
mean  — base — oh,  God  ! ” and  he  took  me  by  the  shoulders, 
44  am  I human?  am  I a man  ? do  I want  more  vengeance  ? It 
is  here striking  his  bosom.  44  Let  no  one  say  revengo  is 
sweet.” 

u We  lose  it  at  tlie  moment  we  detect,” 

poor  Ludlow  would,  perhaps,  have  added,  had  Pope  written 
the  line  tlien,  and  had  Ludlow  read  it.  That  was  his  fecling. 
I led  him  up-stairs.  He  trembled  violen tly  as  he  approached 
the  bed  on  which  his  wife  lay.  He  was  silent,  expecting  her  to 
speak.  She  appealed  to  me  with  her  eyes.  44  One  word,  Lud- 
low,— it  may  be  the  last.” 

44  Do  not  leave  the  room,”  he  said,  turning  to  me;  44  you  sliall 
see  that  I am  not  ashamed.” 

He  dropped  upon  his  knees  by  the  bedside. 

44  Jane,”  he  uttered,  44  I forgive  you  ; but  that  is  nothing.  It 
is  God  who  forgives.  I pray  for  you.  1 hopc  what  I say  makes 
you  happy.  I hope  you  are  happy.” 

She  wept  abundantly.  His  frame  was  shaken  by  emotion. 

44  What  can  I do  ? ” he  said,  rising.  44  Can  I say  more  ? — from 
my  lieart  I cannot.  Could  I talle  cant  to  her,”  he  proceeded, 
drawing  me  to  the  other  end  of  the  room,  and  wringing  my 
hands,  — 44  vile,  horrid  cant,  and  tell  her  how  happy  we  might 
have  been, — how  miserable  we  are, — all  that  makes  a death-bed 
agony,  it  would  kill  her.  Stay  ; let  me  go  to  her.  Jane,”  and 
he  took  her  hand  and  kissed  it,  44 1 forgive  you  — oh  1 I forgive 
you.  I would  kiss  your  lips,  my  poor — poor  girl,  but I 
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cannot”  Corning  to  me.  44  All  that  I can  do  or  say  would  tor- 
ture her.  Would  it  not?  See — I llave  killed  her.” 

Mrs.  Ludlow  had  fainted.  I rangthe  bell  vehemently.  Mrs. 
Greaves  cntered  on  the  instant.  I dragged  my  friend  froni  the 
room,  as  the  woman  exclaiined,  44  She  is  dead  ln 

Mrs.  Greaves  carne  down  to  us  after  a sliort  time. 

“ She  has  revived,”  she  said  ; 44  but  I don’t  know ” 

I motioncd  her  to  be  silent. 

44  The  doctor  is  here,”  she  continued,  44  and  what  can  be  done 
will  be  done  ; but,  after  all ” 

44  There  is  no  certainty  in  this  lifc,”  said  Mr.  Greaves,  who 
had  entered  unperceived. 

Ludlow  insisted  upon  my  staying  witli  him  all  night,  and 
Greaves  was  despatched  to  Myte  witn  the  intelligence. 

I had  neither  time  ñor  disposition  on  that  evening  to  sean  the 
meaning  of  Myte’s  reply,  which  the  solemn  landlord,  I doubt 
not,  delivered  with  exemplary  correctness,  and  which  was  in 
these  words : 46  Tell  him  he  may  stay  as  long  as  he  picases,  and 
picase  himself  as  long  as  he  stays.” 

Mrs.  Ludlow  outlived  that  night,  and  fluctuated  during  three 
or  four  days,  when,  much  to  the  surprise  of  us  all,  and  by  no 
means  the  least  so  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Greaves,  the  doctor  declarcd 
her  out  of  danger. 

Upon  this,  I puevailed  upon  Ludlow,  vvliose  faculties  during 
the  interval  of  suspense  haci  been  almost  prostrated,  to  let  me 
go  to  Myte,  if  only  for  a few  hours.  By  this  time  a letter 
might  be  lying  for  me  from  Burridge.  I could  not  altogether 
relmquish  that  hope. 

44  Mr.  Savage,”  said  Mrs.  Greaves,  intercepting  me  in  the  pas- 
sage  as  I was  going  out,  44  a strange  man  has  been  inquiring 
whether  yon  live  here,  and  he  wanted  to  take  Greaves  to  the 
tavern,  who  can  go  there  very  well  without  his  assistancé,  I can 
tell  you.  I cxpect  he  ’ll  be  brought  home  a corpse  one  of  these 
nights.” 

44  From  Mr.  Myte,  I daré  say,”  I said.  A thought  carne 
across  me  that  it  might  be  Burridge.  I questioned  the  woman, 
but  her  description  (aceustomed,  as  we  all  are,  to  accommodatc 
the  making  out  of  another  to  our  own  wish,)  in  no  respect  tal- 
lied  with  my  original. 

í was  puzzled ; but  thought  no  more  of  it  at  the  moment. 

44  And  so  poor  Mrs.  Ludlow  is  better,”  said  Mrs.  Greaves. 

44  Very  much,”  I replied.  44  She  will  do  now” 

44  Pieking  up,  greatly  ? ” said  Mrs.  Greaves. 

4Í  Oh,  yes  ; an  exccllent  appetite.” 

She  drew  near  to  me,  and  with  a sagacious  shake  of  the  head, 
and  her  forefinger  in  action, — 44  The  very  worst  sign  in  the  world. 
Poor  man!  I pity  him.  You  will  see  — she  will  go  off  in  her 
chair  one  of  these  days,  after  a hcarty  meal.” 
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“ Who  lias  e’er  liad  tlie  luck  to  see  Donnybrook  Fair  ? — 

A ii  Tríidiman  a.11  ¡n  liis  glnry  is  there, 

With  his  sprig  of  shillelah,  and  Shamrock  so  green. 

His  cío  til  e8  spiok  and  span  new,  witlumt  e’or  a speck, 

A netv  Barcelona  tied  nato  round  his  ncck  ; 

I£e  goes  to  a tint,  and  he  spenris  half-a-crown  ; 

He  meets  with  a friend,  and  for  lovc  knocks  liim  down, 

With  his  sprig  of  shillelah,  and  Shamrock  so  green.” 

“ Iukland*s  glory  and  her  shame,” — the  great  fair  of  the  country, — 
the  annual  rcvel  so  celebrated  in  song  and  story, — the  unapproachable 
and  unequalled  Donnybrook  Fair  is  to  be  pul  down  ! It  is  extreme- 
ly  probable  that  this  may  be  the  last  year  of  its  celebration,  for,  in- 
ilependently  of  the  power  of  the  law,  which  has  been  brought  to  bear 
against  it,  Father  Mathew  has  given  it  a blow,  from  which  it  can 
never  rccovcr.  The  raarch  of  intellect  is  not  in  the  direction  offairs. 
Fairlop  is  to  be  “ knocked  up;”  Bartlemy  <( gradually  abolí shed ;** 
and  Donnybrook  is  virtually  pnt  down.  This  is  no  subject  for  rc- 
gret ; ancl  with  regard  to  the  last,  although  it  has  been  called  <c  the 
safety-valve  of  the  national  spirit,”  there  need  be  no  fear  of  a po- 
pular explosión  wlien  it  is  destroyed.  It  has  been  so  rcnowned,  liow- 
ever,  in  its  day,  that  it  is  worth  a parting  notice,  for  many  reasons  ; 
and  as  we  have  had  the  pleasure  of  visiting  this  tc  once  celebrated 
place  of  public  310030010111,"  at  the  eleventh  hour,  an  aecount  of  our 
observations  may  not  be  wholly  uninteresting,  more  particnlarly  to 
those  who  have  often  heard  of,  but  “ ne'er  had  the  luck  to  see 
Donnybrook  Fair  J ” 

Donnybrook  is  a small  village,  not  quite  an  hour’s  walk  from 
Dublin.  It  consists  principally  of  one  long  narrow  Street,  at  tlic  end 
of  which,  with  the  high-road  passing  between,  there  is  an  extensivo 
green,  and  on  this  green  the  fair  was  held.  It  commenced  011  the 
26th  August,  and  usually  continued  about  a fortniglit.  Cattle,  &c. 
were  sold  in  it  for  the  first  day  or  two,  before  the  amusements  begnn  ; 
and  it  was  always  remarkable  for  being  crowded  with  booths  for 
eating  and  drinking.  It  has  been  said  with  regard  to  the  latter,  that 
as  inuch  whisky  was  usually  sold  in  the  fair  in  ono.  day  as  in  the 
whole  of  Dublin  in  a wcck  ! More  properly  speaking,  the  whisky 
was  sold  in  the  fair  in  the  night,  for  this  was  the  time  when  the  fun 
was  at  its  height.  In  Dublin  a man  can  get  more  whisky  than  is 
sufficient  to  make  him  very  conifortably  intoxieated  for  twopenee  or 
tlireepence;  and  as  the  love  of  that  <c  blessed  licker"  by  the  lower 
orders  surpassed  their  fondness  for  every thing  else — except  fighting, 
it  may  readily  be  supposed  that  very  few  of  those  who  went  to  the 
fair  returned  from  it  sober.  In  short,  after  dark,  when  the  fair  was 
filled  by  nearly  all  the  lower  orders  of  Dublin,  it  became  notliing 
better  than  an  intímense  assemblage  of  drunken  men  and  infamous 
women.  None  of  the  wit  and  humour  supposed  to  be  peculiar  to  the 
place  was  to  be  found,  but  only  an  infuriated  drunken  mob  quar- 
relling  with  cach  otlier,  and  plundering  those  who  unhappily  fell  in 
their  way. 

In  Ireland  there  are  unfortunately  such  an  interminable  varietyof 
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clashing  interests,  that  men  harclly  keep  from  quarrelling  ivhen  they 
raeet  together  in  large  numbers,  even  if  they  continué  sober ; and 
the  violence  oF  party-spirit  exhibí ted  by  such  a class  of  men  as  those 
ive  have  alluded  to  — the  very  loivest  class  in  Dublin, — maddened 
ivith  liquor,  can  hardly  be  imagined.  Every  night  there  ivas  sure  to 
be  a fu  rio  us  and  sanguinary  faction-fight,  or  conílict  of  some  ldnd 
or  other.  The  men  from  the  small  villages  adjoining  Dublin,  for 
some  senseless  cause,  bore  a deadly  animosity  to  a class  of  men  who 
live  in  a part  of  Dublin  called  “ The  Liberty  ” — a place  ivith  ivhich 
“ Saint  Giles’s  rookery  '*  for  order,  cleanliness,  .and  propriety,  is  far 
too  good  to  be  compared.  The  Liberty  buys , althougli  during  the 
greater  portion  of  the  year  they  might  be  redueed  to  the  verge  of 
starvation,  always  mustered  in  strong  forcé  at  Donnybrook  Fair ; 
they  always  got  drunk,  and  always  liad  a faction-fight.  The  scenes 
that  ensued  on  such  occasions  cannot  be  described  intelligibly.  The 
place  contained  the  elements  of  every  kind  of  mischief ; and  it  ivas 
seldom  that  the  constables  could  venture  to  interfere,  for  they  kneiv 
from  experience  that  the  factions  ivould  generally  cease  liostilities 
ivith  eacli  other  for  a time,  in  order  to  combine  tlieir  poiver  for  an 
attack  on  the  protectors  of  the  peace,  wlio  ivere  not  unfrequently  in 
such  cases  beaten  insensible — if  not  killed. 

The  fighting,  hoivever,  ivas  hardly  tlic  ivorst  feature  of  the  fair. 
Robberies  of  the  most  atrocious  character  ivere  perpetrated  ivith  im- 
punity.  The  attraction  of  the  fair  naturally  drew  to  it  a great  num- 
ber  of  the  young  men  of  Dublin,  who  resorted  thither  to  see  the  fun 
and  particípate  in  the  amusements  — for  dancing  ivas  kept  up  ivith 
spirit  in  all  the  booths,  till  it  terminated  in  such  a melée  as  we  have 
described.  Many  of  these  young  men  ivere  frequently  marked  out 
by  loiv  ruffians  as  victims  for  plunder,  even  before  they  entered  the 
fair.  They  ivere  attacked  ivith  brutal  violence,  beaten  severely,  and 
robbed  of  every  thing  valuable  about  them.  To  afiord  some  idea  of 
the  real  character  of  the  fair  of  late  years  to  those  who  have  only 
heard  of  it  as  a place  for  fun  and  incrrimcnt,  wc  may  be  permitted 
to  mention  one  instance  of  this  daring  kind  of  robbery,  whicli  ivas 
stated  to  us  by  an  intímate  friend  of  one  of  the  sufferers.  Three 
young  men  ivent  down  to  the  fair  one  evening  at  dusk,  intending  to 
return  early.  They  ivere  induced,  hoivever,  to  enter  one  of  the 
booths,  and  called  for  some  punch.  Ilere  they  ivere  marked  for 
robbery.  A man  carne  in,  and,  after  looking  at  them  for  some 
time,  went  out,  and  returned  ivith  several  loiv  felloivs,  ivho  placed 
tliemselves  near  the  entrance.  One  of  them  shortly  after wards  took 
up  one  of  the  gentlemen's  tumblers  of  punch,  and  after  drinking  a 
portion,  threw  the  rest  in  his  face.  The  young  men  saiv  it  ivas  in- 
tended to  ec  riz  a fight/'but  they  contrivcd  to  escape  out  of  the  place, 
and  having  reaclied  tlic  entrance  of  the  fair,  they  hired  a car  to  rc- 
turn  home.  These  cars  are  unlike  any  public  conveyances  in  Eng- 
land,  persons  sitting  on  them  back  to  back,  with  a small  space,  like 
a eliild's  cofün,  between,  called  "the  ivell.”  They  had  hardly  taken 
their  seats,  when  the  car  ivas  beset,  and  although  now  in  the  public 
road,  the  thieves  attacked  them  with  savage  fierceness.  They 
knockcd  one  oíT  his  seat  ivith  a shillelah,  and  set  on  the  others  front 
and  rear.  The  young  men,  seeing  they  were  tlius  surrounded,  made 
a desperate  resistance,  and  called  on  the  people  around  for  help. 
Tliis  only  produced  a general  fight ; one  of  the  gentlemen  ivas  nearly 
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killed,  having  his  skull  fracturad  ; the  others  escaped  with  gome  se- 
vere  contusions,  but  with  their  clothes  torn  oíF  their  backs,  and  rob- 
bed  of  everything  they  had  about  them.  Every  one  who  knew  the 
State  of  Donnybrook  Fair  a few  years  agocould  relate  many  instances 
of  a similar  character. 

An  Irish  gentleman  once  gave  us  an  amusing  account  of  an  even- 
ing’s  adventures  there,  which  will  afford  a very  good  illustration  of 
the  humours  of  the  fair  in  general.  We  will  present  his  account  as 
nearly  as  possible  in  his  own  words,  though  the  absence  of  the  rich 
brogue  with  which  he  spokc,  the  twitch  of  the  shoulders,  and,  above 
all,  the  liumorous  look  with  which  he  enriched  portions  of  it,  will 
make  the  written  account  very  fíat,  compared  with  his  description. 
lie  was  “ a lad  of  the  oíd  school,”  and  had  been  “ a rightgay  feilow” 
in  his  time.  He  had  a bitter  hatred  against  temperance  societies, 
and  everything,  indeed,  which  he  tliought  tended  to  put  down  “ the 
sp’rits  o*  the  people.*' 

“ I think  I ought  to  remimber  * The  'Brook,'  anyway,”  said  he, 
<c  for  devil  such  a slatin’  did  I iver  get  before  or  since,  as  the  night  I 
wint  down  wid  Pether  Sleevin.  A right  gay  fellow  was  Pether,  and 
from  the  kingdom  o*  Kerry,  too.  He  was  a medical  student  at  that 
time,  rest  his  sowl,  (for  he  's  dead  long  ago,)  and  for  a skrimmage 
such  a boy  yon  wo’dn't  pick  out  of  the  whole  county.  Well,  towards 
the  ind  ov  August,  jist  the  second  day  ov  the  fair,  who  should  come 
up  to  Dublin  but  Pether,  an*  ov  coursé  he  come  an*  dined  wfid  me. 
Afther  we*d  dined,  an*  wur  jist  mixin’  our  fourth  tumbler  o’  punch, 
(by  the  same  token  that  I only  used  to  take  three  whin  I was  alone 
by  meself,)  € Boyle,’  sis  he  to  me,  ‘isn't  this  Donnybrook  Fair?  ’ sis 
lie. — * ’Faith,  an*  it  is/  sis  I,  * an*  sure  tlier  *11  be  some  sport  there  to- 
night,  I *m  thinkin’.' — f An*,  what  's  the  r*ason  we  're  not  to  go  ? * sis 
he.  r Is  the  sp’rit  goin’  out  ov  the  counthry  intirely,  that  a dacent 
man  like  yérself,  who  knows  how  to  hanclle  a twig  wid  the  best  o* 
thim,  should  be  makin*  yerself  a hermit  at  this  s*ason  o’  the  year?  ' 
sis  he. 

(<  It  didn't  want  much  pursuashun  thin  to  make  me  say  ‘yes9  to 
sich  an  invitashun,  for  there  wasn't  a trick  on  the  town  but  Iknow’d 
somethin*  ov  it.  So  afther  we  *d  clcared  oíT  our  punch,  and  one  tum- 
bler more  — to  rinse  it  down  — for  the  boys  at  that  time  wro*dn*t  be 
botherin*  thimselves  wid  tay,  like  they  do  now,  — off  we  wint  to  go 
down  to  the  fair.  It  was  jist  dark,  an’  the  ould  Ckartics  wur  comin1 
their  rounds,  wid  their  long  poles,  an’  their  lantherns,  as  they  always 
used  to  do  early  in  the  night,  before  any  skrimmages  begun  in  the 
streets,  bekase  thin,  ye  see,  they  always  kept  in  their  watch-boxes. 
But  no  matther  for  that — the  crathurs  ! Sure  warn’t  they  better  than 
all  the  po-lis  in  the  world  — barrin*  the  pathroles  ? It  *s  the  po-lis, 
them  new  po-lis,  that  spoil  the  sport  intirely.  Before  they  wur  in- 
vented,  Dublin  was  the  place  for  fun  and  sp'rits,  an’  there  w*as  no 
comin*  up  before  the  magistrates  in  the  mornin*,  mind  ye,  id'ther- 
wards.  If  a man  took  a Charley’s  pole  from  him,  an*  tapped  him  on 
the  head  wid  it — what  matther  ? Sure  a pound-note  was  a good 
plasther ; an’  iv  ye  did  git  to  the  watch-house  — which  ye  ’d  no  cali 
to  do  iv  ye  only  minded  how  to  do  the  thing  properly  — but  iv  ye 
did  get  to  the  lock-up,  ye  had  only  to  lave  a couple  o’  pounds  for 
bail,  an*  they  ’d  do  for  ye’s  app’arance  in  the  mornin*.  But,  now, 
och  lione  ! thim  Peelers  desthroy  us.  They ’re  ' sport  sp’ilers*  in- 
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tirely.  Every  thing  *s  brought  up  to  tlic  inspictor ; un’  they  won’t 
take  leg-bail. 

“ Well,  Pether  an*  I wint  up  to  Stephen's  Green,  an*  there  we  got 
a car,  ov  coorse,  that  >vur  goin'  down  to  Donnybrook.  f Fourpence 
a-piece,'  sis  the  man,  * an'  aflf  at  once/ — e That  *11  do,  sir,’  sis  Pether, 
an’  so  up  we  got,  wid  four  men  more  on  thc  seats,  an'  two  in  the  well 
o’  the  car,  which  oughtent  to  carry  only  four  altogether ; an’  indeed 
the  horse  seemed  to  think  he  ’d  got  his  number.  But  cruelty  to  ani- 
máis wasn’t  rainded  tlien,  wliin  people  wcre  goin'  down  to  f The 
’JBrook/  So  the  horse  drove  us  all  down,  an’  maybewe  warn’t  merry 
on  the  road  at  all ! But  whin  we  come  to  pay  our  fare,  — c Sixpence 
eacli,'  sis  the  man.  — 4 Oh,  the  devil  fly  away  wid  yer  sixpence,  sir  ! ' 
sis  Pether.  c Do  ye  see  any  cobwebs  on  my  eyelashes  ? ' sis  he.  e An' 
do  ye  think  I 'd  be  afther  insultin*  ye  wid  sixpence,  whin  ye  only 
asked  fourpence  ? ' sis  he.  — * Ah  ! don't  be  humbuggin*  me,'  sis  the 
carinan.  1 Oh,  ye  's  a nate  lad ! * said  Pether ; * but  I ’ll  not  give  ye 
as  much  as  woutd  hile  lwo  stnall  pr  alies,  over  yer  fare ! 9 sis  he.  The 
fact  is,  we  wanted  a bit  ov  a skrimmage  about  the  twopence,  an*  so 
we  bothered  the  man  till  we  scc  the  perspiration  comin*  Ihrough  his 
hat!9  un'  thin  he  was  afther  callin'  Pether  ‘ a Jackeen!'  Whin  he 
said  this,  Pether  knocked  him  down,  like  Oliver  Crommel  did  the 
Pope,  an’  'pon  me  conscienee,  in  a minute  we  'd  figlitin'  en  o u gil  íbr 
twenty  Connaught  men.  For  whin  the  carman  got  up,  he  took  an- 
other  man,  in  the  dark,  for  Pether,  an'  he  lent  him  such  a touch  on 
the  side  ov  his  hat,  as  brought  him  down  like  a lafe  on  a windy  day. 
Thin,  what  wid  people  interferin'  to  stop  the  fight,  an’  what  wid  boys 
comin'  up  to  fight,  in  less  time  than  a pig  wo’d  uncurl  his  tail,  there 
wur  twenty  4 twigs'  at  work  at  thc  smallest.  But,  as  Pether  an’  me," 
said  Mr.  Boyle,  with  an  arch  wink  of  his  eye,  “ didn't  wish  to  make 
a disturbance  at  the  first  of  the  evenin',  we  thought  it  was  judieious 
to  lave  the  spot,  and  so,  owin'  the  carman  (who  was  a-fightin’  wid  a 
friend,)  his  fare  till  we  met  him  again,  we  wint  on  very  quietly  to 
llave  a glass  of  punch  in  a tint. 

“ At  that  time  timperance  wasn't  understood  in  this  countliry,  and 
Donnybrook  was  a whisky  brook.  But  them  days  are  gone,  so  they 
are.  Fatlier  Mathew  has  desthroy’d  the  sp’rits  of  the  counthry. 
Think  of  their  havin'  a timperance  tay-party  at  Donnybrook  last 
month  — think  o'  that  now  ! and  not  a drunken  man  among  all  the 
tay-totallers  but  only  onc ; and  he  only  after  getting  drunk  in  fun  ! 
Ah,  I suppose  they  '11  l’ave  ofF  smokin'  dudeens  soon  ! 

“ Iv  ye  could  have  seen  the  fair  at  that  time,  you  'd  ni  ver  forgit  it. 
The  large  green  on  each  side  of  the  road  covered  with  tints  and  peo- 
ple, an'  every  one  wid  a dudeen  an'  a shillelali — the  men  I mane,  not 
the  tints.  Then,  to  see  the  row  ov  big  tints  beliind,  wid  all  the  con- 
jourers,  an'  the  boxin'  men,  an'  all  the  players  ov  the  counthry.  An' 
thin  to  hear  the  music,  an'  the  beautiful  pipes,  an'  thc  fiddles 
a-scrapin'  in  every  tint ; an'  every  boy  wid  a lass  dancin'  for  the  life 
on  the  hall-doors  that  had  been  borrowed  from  half  the  Liberty. 
Ah  ! that  was  the  time  for  the  fair.  No  timperance — no  po-lis  then  ; 
all  fun,  an*  all  in  good  humour.  But  wait  till  I tell  ye’s.  There  wur 
a fight  sometimes,  or  how  would  I be  sayin'  what  a slatin'  I got  ? 
But  sich  a fight  as  I 'm  goin'  to  tell  ye  of  didn't  often  liappen. 

“The  night  we  wint  down  there  wur  two  men  met  in  the  fair  who 
oughtn't  to  have  come  together  there  by  any  manes.  One  ov  tliim 
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was  a shoemaker  from  thc  Liberties,  Pat  Reilly,  an'  lie  liad  been  a- 
cheatin*  an’  playin'  bis  tliricks  upon  Jim  Murphy,  an'  he  carne  from 
Dundrum.  Jim  thought  lie’d  meet  Reilly,  an*  he  said  iv  he  did, 
he'd  slaughter  him,  an' so  he  did  — met  him,  1 mane.  Jim  liad 
twenty  boys  at  his  elbow,  an*  so  had  Reilly  nearly,  for  the  Liberty 
boys  wur  always  ready  for  a skrimuiage  at  Donnybrook.  Well,  in  a 
minute  Jim  spied  out  Pat  Reilly,  an*  he  was  wid  him  in  a whisper. 
c Stop,  ye  ould  ugly  bla'guard  ! ye  thief  ov  the  world  ! * sis  Jim,  * I’ve 
got  a reckonin'  wicí  you,  I have/  sis  he.  c An',  boys,  mind,  let  ¿his 
turn  be  only  wid  Reilly  an'  me,  an'  let  none  of  ye's  internare,  an'  by 
my  mother's  blessin*  I '11  slate  him.'  The  boys  stood  round  'era,  an' 
in  a moment  they  wur  at  it.  Jim  Murphy  was  an  iligant  made  boy. 
Every  limb  ov  him  looked  as  iv  it  had  been  made  for  a giant,  an*  his 
big  thick  fist  grasped  a shillelah  that  hadn’t  been  cut  for  ornamcnt. 
Pat  Reilly  was  a dirty  little  bla'guard.  While  Jim  had  his  Sunday 
clothes  on,  though  they  wur  covered  by  his  large  frieze  coat,  which 
he  scorned  to  take  off,  out  of  contimpt  of  the  shoemaker,  Pat  hadn’t 
a rag  on  wortli  askin'  for.  He  wore  no  coat — bccause  he  had  none, 
an'  his  breeches  were  all  untied  at  the  knees,  an'  his  stockings  hatig- 
ing  about  his  legs.  An'  yet,  for  all  that,  ye  could  see  by  his  knowin' 
face,  an'  his  malignant  eye,  that  he  was  more  than  a match  for  Jim 
in  c.unnin',  though  he  hadn't  so  much  ‘ power  in  his  elbow.'  Rut, 
however,  at  it  they  wint,  and  everybody  thought  that  Jim  would  slate 
the  otlicr  as  he  'd  promised.  'Pon  me  conscience  it  would  have  inade 
a good  pictur'.  They  had  got  in  íront  of  one  of  the  largest  shows  in 
the  fair,  for  the  liglit  ov  the  lamps,  an'  whin  the  people  ov  the  shows 
saw  a faction-fight  was  goin'  to  begin,  they  stopped  tlieir  dancin', 
an'  the  only  music  ye  soon  heard  was  Jim  an’  Pat's  shillelahs  as  they 
met  in  the  air.  Jim  poured  his  blows  down  so  hearty  an’  so  well, 
that  there  was  little  doubt  who  would  kiss  the  sod  first.  Rut,  as 
Reilly  got  beaten,  so  he  got  more  venemous  an’  full  ov  revenge,  till 
at  last  lie  was  likc  a devil  from  the  infernal  place,  an'  leppin'  about 
the  ground  like  a madman.  Jim  hardly  had  a scratch  upon  him, 
while  Reilly  ’s  head  was  covered  wid  wounds  an'  blood,  that  run  down 
the  sides  of  his  face  like  a fountain ; an'  Jiis  head  all  clotted  with 
gore.  At  last  Jim  aimed  a blow  that  he  intinded  should  finish  the 
busincss.  lie  swung  his  thick  shillelah  round  his  head,  and  while  it 
was  in  full  swing,  he  brought  it  down,  intending  it  for  the  forehead 
of  Reilly.  Rut  it  took  him  on  the  ear,  an*  it  tore  it  off  as  clane  as  iv 
a winch  had  done  it.  Reilly  shrieked  out  wid  the  agony,  and  he 
seemed  to  be  faintin' ; but  in  a moment  he  put  his  hand  in  his 
breast,  an’  like  a wild  liyhena  he  rushed  in  upon  Jim,  and  elutehed 
him  by  the  head.  The  villain  had  armed  himself  wid  his  shoemaker* s 
¡cni/'e,  in  case  he  should  be  beaten,  an'  now  he  used  it.  Before  Jim 
could  tell  what  he'd  be  at,  he  eaught  him  by  the  liair  wid  his  right 
hand,  an'  wid  his  lefl  he  made  a gash  across  his  windpipe,  that  al- 
most  cut  his  head  from  his  body  ! 

<€  Atter  this,  1 can  hardly  tell  ye  what  happened,  for  every  boy 
who  had  a stick  wid  him  took  a part  in  the  fight.  Pether  Sleevin 
an'  I tried  to  get  under  one  of  thc  caravanS,  but  some  ru filan  that 
saw  us  said  we  were  constables  in  disguise,  an*  in  a moment  a hun- 
dred  wild  savages  were  down  upon  us.  Pether  fought  like  a gintle- 
man,  as  he  always  did;  but  we  wur  both  beaten  senseless,  an’  the 
first  recollection  I had  was  findin'  myself  on  a low  bed  in  one  ov  the 
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public-houses  ov  thc  town,  wid  Pether  standin’  by  me,  an'  his  head 
patched  all  over  like  an  oíd  quilt ! As  for  me,  1 didn't  know  íor  a 
day  or  two  whether  I had  any  head  at  all,  for  it  was  jist  the  size  of 
iny  body ; but  by  degrces  I got  round,  an’  as  I got  married  the  next 
year,  the  misthress  would  ni  ver  let  me  go  near  * The  ’Brook  * again  ; 
and  so,  ye  see,  I 've  a betther  remimbrance  ov  thc  fightiif  than  the 
fun ; though,  mind  ye,  I wo'dn't  speak  disparagin'  ov  the  fair  for  all 
that," 

At  length,  the  Lord  Mayor  of  Dublin  determincd,  if  possible,  to 
put  a stop  to  this  annual  celebration  of  riot,  debauchery,  and  rob- 
bery;  and  on  the  establishment  of  the  new  pólice,  in  1838,  the 
Mayor  for  that  year  caused  every  tent  to  be  closed  at  dusk,  and 
prohibited  the  fair  continuing  more  than  three  days.  The  con- 
sequence  was,  that  it  passed  off  quietly.  But  the  person  wlio  re- 
ceived  the  rent  for  the  show-booths,  & c.  during  the  continuance  of 
the  amusements,  was  far  from  being  satisfied  with  this  arrangement, 
ánd  brought  his  action  against  the  Mayor  for  interfering  in  the 
manner  described.  The  cause  was  triecl  before  the  Chief  Justice, 
who  delivered  an  excellent  charle  to  the  jury,  on  the  necessity  of 
preserving  the  public  peace  by  limiting  the  continuance  of  the  dis- 
graceful  scene  to  the  shortest  possible  period,  and  a verdict  was 
given  accordingly.  The  pólice,  acting  on  this  authority,  have  since 
obligcd  every  drinking-booth  to  be  closed  at  dusk,  though  they  are 
still  allowed  to  remain  on  the  ground  a week.  The  number  is  di- 
minishing  every  year,  as  the  owners  do  not  find  it  worth  tlieir  wliile 
to  visit  the  place,  and  the  late  temperanee  reformation  amongst  the 
poorer  classes  of  Dublin  will,  no  doubt,  put  them  down  altogether. 
Donnybrook  Fair  is  therefore  virtually  abolished.  As  we  had  the 
opportunity  of  visiting  the  place  last  year,  we  shall  describe  brieíly 
what  struck  ns  at  the  time  as  being  worthy  of  observation.  It 
should  be  mentioned  that  the  use  of"  the  crathur  " had  not  tlien  been 
publicly  renounced  by  the  hundreds  of  thousands  who  have  since 
“ taken  the  pledge,"  and  the  last  glimmerings  of  the  “ ould  ancient 
spirit  of  the  fair  " were  therefore  just  visible. 

Dublin  itself  did  not  show  any  of  the  symptoms  of  excitement  it 
once  used  to  exhibit  on  such  occasions.  The  principal  feature  was 
an  extra  number  of  conveyances,  for  wliile  the  fair  continúes  there 
are  a great  number  of  cars  at  diflerent  parts  of  the  city,  that  convey 
passengers  to  the  scene  of  amusement  for  fourpence,  or  sixpence, 
according  as  an  arrangement  is  inade  with  the  gentleman  who  drives 
the  horse,  before  or  qfler  leaving  Dublin.  If  a bargain  is  not  struck 
ñrst,  he  claims  sixpence  as  a matter  of  course,  and  the  fights  (an 
Irish  word  for  noisy  disputes)  which  occur  betwecn  him  and  his  fares 
on  many  occasions  on  account  of  the  twopence,  are  slight  memorials 
of  the  greater  battles  of  other  kinds  which  formerly  took  place. 

Thelower  class  of  people  in  Dublin  ride  about  a great  deal  more 
than  the  working  classes  of  London,  although  they  are  poorer,  in 
consequence  of  cur-hire  being  so  very  much  less  than  the  cab-fares  of 
London.  Half  a dozen  may  go  down  to  Donnybrook  for  eighteen 
pence,  if  they  agree  with  the  driver  previously.  On  the  Sunday  be- 
fore the  fair,  which  connnenced  on  the  Monday,  and  was  allowed 
to  continué  during  the  remainder  of  the  week,  we  went  down  to  ob- 
serve the  place.  On  this  day,  which  wTas  called  " Walking  Sunday," 
Donnybrook  used  to  be  a scene  of  awful  intemperunce  ; but  on  the 
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present  occasion  not  a single  booth  was  permitted  to  be  erccted,  and 
nothing  could  be  sold  on  the  green.  Parties  of  tile  pólice,  about 
twenty  in  number,  paradcd  the  green  and  town ; and  a considerable 
number  of  mounted  patroles  were  scattered  about  the  place,  to  be  in 
readiness  sliould  any  disturbance  take  place.  O11  Monday,  the  26th 
of  August,  the  fair  connnenced.  On  tlic  left-hand  side  of  the  green 
from  the  town,  five  small  amusement-shows  were  erccted,  and  on 
the  right  about  sixty  drinking-booths.  The  latter  were  ranged  side 
by  side,  forming  a long  line.  Each  of  them  had  its  ñame  or  sign  ; 
and,  considering  the  restrictions  imposed  on  their  proprietors,  tíiey 
were  substantially  built. 

The  chief  attractions  of  the  fair  appeared  to  be  provisions  for  eat- 
ing  and  drinking,  but  the  kind  of  food  showed  that  the  taste  of  the 
visiters  differed  in  somc  particulars  from  the  frequenters  of  the  well- 
known  “ Bartlemy  Fair."  There  were  a few  sausages  prcparing  for 
tlie  lovers  of  forced-meat,  here  and  there  ; and  the  savoury  odour 
they  diífused  around  was  very  similar  to  tliat  at  u Bartlemy.”  An 
cpicure  might  llave  turned  up  bis  nose  at  their  appearance,  and 
hinted  that  the  pieman's  observations  to  Sam  Weller  were  founded 
on  fact ; but  the  purchasers  of  the  dainties  appeared  determined  on 
enj°ying  the  savoury  morscls  without  unpleasing  rcflections  on  their 
preparation.  Bread  and  cheese  were  in  great  request.  The  poorer 
classcs  in  Dublin  seldom  enjoy  this  luxury ; and  though  it  might  ap- 
pear  common  to  a cockney,  it  wa9  by  no  means  so  to  the  Dubliners. 
One  lady,  the  proprietor  of  a table  near  the  entrance  to  the  green, 
had  an  ampie  supply  of  “real  Chesliire,”  — at  least,  she  callcd  them 
so ; but  they  looked  like  large  lumps  of  bees'-wax,  and  the  smaller 
portious  like  yellow  batter-pudding.  Three  of  the  usual  size  were 
placed  on  a low  table,  and  on  the  top  of  them  the  lady  was  seated, 
with  becoming  dignity.  A large  supply  of  ei  pen'oths  ” were  ar- 
ranged  in  front  of  the  table.  Pigs*  trotters  appeared  to  be  a drug 
in  the  market : being  very  common  in  Dublin,  they  were  no  luxury  ; 
and  although  the  vendors  gave  a liberal  supply  of  salt  to  the  article, 
yet  many  of  these  stalls,  on  the  fourth  uay  of  the  fair,  diíTused  a 
very  unpleasant  odour,  and  the  price,  as  well  as  the  quality  of  the 
trotters,  was  evidently  on  the  decline.  One  or  two  gentlemen, 
who  paraded  the  fair  with  “hot  peas,”  appeared  to  possess  a novel 
dish,  and  were  honoured  with  much  patronage,  although  I heard 
one  customer,  who  had  purchased  some,  remark,  “that  it  wasn*t 
rale  butter  wid  ’em.”  I did  not  ascertain  whether  the  peas  were 
green,  grey,  or  split ; but,  whatevér  they  were,  they  were  cer- 
tainly  a dainty.  The  chief  luxury  of  the  fair  every  day,  except 
Friday,  was  €€  pig’s  face  and  biled  grcctis.”  The  number  of  iron 
pots  supported  over  small  turf  fires  containing  these  delectable  árd- 
eles were  beyond  all  calculation.  On  Friday,  they  gave  place  to 
food  of  a diíferent  kind.  Nearly  all  the  visiters  being  Catliolics, 
of  course,  meat  was  not  eaten  on  Fridays.  In  its  place  there  was 
an  ampie  supply  of  fish  — salt  herrings  ! ling  ! cockles  ! all  prepared 
in  the  first  style  of  art,  to  gratify  the  appetites  of  purchasers. 
But,  notwithstanding  the  large  supply  of  these,  and  similar  dain- 
ties, some  of  the  usual  eatables  of  a fair  were  wanting.  There 
was  not  one  gingerbread-stall ; ñor  a spice-nut  in  the  whole  place  ! 
The  only  approach  to  these  usual  fainngs  were  a few  penny worths 
of  children’s  “ eight  a penny little  bits  of  gingerbreud-pastry,  that 
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are  unsavoury  in  all  mouths  excepting  those  ot*  school-boys.  Pastry 
is  the  rarest  thing  in  Dublin  excepting  in  the  shops  of  pastrycooks. 
You  may  diñe  at  a gentleman's  table  for  six  months,  and  not  taste  a 
pudding.  This  national  peculiarity,  for  such  it  really  is,  may  ac- 
count  íor  the  deficiency  of  sweet  things  at  the  fair.  The  frequenters 
of  it  looked  only  for  the  more  substantial  kind  of  food.  Indeed, 
many  circumstances  showed  that  the  fair  ivas  more  a country  feast 
than  a city  entertainment.  There  ivas  not  a toy  in  the  place,  but 
ívhat  might  have  been  purchased  for  a few  pence.  Fancy  stalls 
there  ivere  none.  A few  tables,  and  table-cloths  spread  on  the  grass, 
covered  ivitli  penny  dolls  and  ivhistles,  constituted  the  toys  of  the 
fair.  We  were  told  that  in  former  days,  Donnybrook,  like  other 
fairs,  had  a good  supply  of  the  usual  fairings ; but,  on  the  oecasion 
now  described,  the  only  temptation  for  purchascrs  were  the  savoury 
provisions  and  the  whisky. 

The  drinking  booths,  as  just  mentioned,  were  pretty  numerous, 
and  the  frontage  certainly  had  an  imposing  appearance.  During  the 
day,  a few  planks,  or  a room  door,  taken  from  some  apartment  in 
“ the  Liberty,”  was  placed  before  the  entrance  to  euch  tent,  and  on 
these,  during  the  whole  day,  ladies  and  gentlemen  exper ienced  in 
the  diflicult  steps  ivhich  constitute  the  Irish  jig  might  be  seen 
dancing,  with  a vigour  wliich  showed  that  the  strains  of  the  mise- 
rable fiddler  were  dulcet  sounds  to  them.  In  front  of  these  tents 
groups  might  be  seen,  ívhieh,  if  Wilkie  could  have  transferred  to 
canvass,  would  have  excited  the  admiration  of  all  lovers  of  the  pic- 
turesque.  The  boys  with  their  shillelahs,  the  girls  with  their  gowns 
pinned  up  behind  them,  dancing  “for  the  life  — the  oíd  raen  and 
ivomen  looking  on  with  admiration  at  the  double  shujjic , and  the  toe 
and  heel ; the  “My!  my  !”  and  “see  that  now  I”  as  strongly  ex- 
presscd  in  their  features  as  if  the  ivords  were  printed  on  their  faces. 
Altogether,  the  groups  exhibited  a picture  of  Irish  life  which  it  was 
really  worth  a visit  to  Irelánd  to  see.  At  six  o’clock  all  this,  most 
judiciously,  was  stopped.  Before  it  ivas  dusk,  the  Lord  Mayor,  ac- 
companied  by  a strong  body  of  pólice,  entered  the  fair.  They  pro- 
ceeded  to  each  drinking-booth  in  succession,  causing  their  inmates 
to  come  fortli.  A policeman  was  then  placed  at  the  entrance,  and  an- 
other  at  the  rear  ; their  duty  ivas  to  prevent  any  one  entering  the 
tent.  In  this  way,  every  drinking-booth  was  emptied  and  guarded  ; 
not  a drop  of  spirits  was  sold  in  the  fair  after  six  o'clock ; the  con- 
sequence  ivas,  the  drunken  men  were  taken  home  in  good  time ; and 
tlie  ruífians  who  used  to  carry  on  their  depredations  under  cover  of 
the  night  were  prevented  from  exercising  their  vocation. 

The  amusement-booths  continued  open  till  ten  o'clock.  They 
were  few  in  number  ; and  all  of  fourtn-rate  cliaractcr,  presuuiiug 
that  to  be  the  last  degree  of  comparison  capable  of  being  applied  to 
such  exhibitions.  One  show,  “Batty’s  wild  beasts,”  ranked  a little 
higher.  It  was  a collection  of  a few  animáis,  confined  in  small  dens, 
which  few  could  feel  an  interest  in  seeing,  ívhen  they  could  visit  the 
very  interesting  collection  of  animáis,  &c.  at  the  Zoological  Gardens 
in  thePhcenix  Park  for  threcpence.  One  show  was  that  of  a pugilist. 
The  proprietor  pretended  that  he  was  an  Englishman  ; but  the 
brogue  told  he  was  from  “ Cork.”  The  idea  of  seeing  English 
boxers,  however,  attracted  a good  audience  ; the  best  part  of  the 
c<  sparring,”  lio  we  ver,  took  place  outside.  At  another  shoiv3  fuur 


DONNYBROOK  FAIR. 


365 


e<  dramatic  entertainments/'  as  the  man  called  them,  were  to  be  seen 
for  two-pence  ; so  we  went  in.  It  was  wretchedly  fitted  up.  The 
company  were  strolling-playcrs  from  the  south ; and  tlieir  appearance 
showed  how  miserably  they  were  encouraged  in  the  country  parts. 
Previously  to  the  pertormances  commencing,  one  of  the  audience,  a 
gentleman  in  liquor,  clambered  up  on  the  stage,  and  favourcd  the  com- 
pany with  a jig,  whistling  the  tune  for  himself.  After  the  firstpiece 
— an  incomprehensible  ríiyming  tragedy, — a lady  in  dirty  white 
trowsers  carne  on  to  dance ; but  the  gentleman  before-mentíoned, 
saying,  “ Blur  and  ‘oun’s  1 he  wouldn’t  see  a lady  dancing  alone  at 
all,”  again  mounted  the  stage  from  the  pit.  On  this,  the  proprietor 
of  the  show  also  jumped  up,  and  the  lady  retiring,  a battle-royal  en- 
sued,  to  the  great  delight  of  the  spectators,  who  evinced  their  satis- 
faction  by  frightful  shrieks  and  howling.  Victory  remained  for  some 
time  undecided  ; but,  at  last,  the  tipsy  geutleman,  making  a false  step 
from  the  stage  into  the  pit,  drew  his  antagonist  down  with  him,  in 
consequence  of  having  hold  of  him  by  his  hair.  When  they  once  got 
to  the  pit,  of  course,  the  spectators  took  a part  in  the  “ skriniinage 
and,  finding  the  fight  becoming  general,  we  thought  it  advisable  to 
make  our  escape,  along  with  a few  of  the  young  ladies  present,  who 
liad  not  the  courage  to  stop  and  encourage  the  combatants  from  the 
raised  steps  called  the  gallery,  as  many  did,  with  a most  terrible 
screeching.  Amongst  all  this,  however,  there  was  an  evidence  of  the 
march  of  Science.  A showman,  with  a steam-engine,  drew  as  many 
spectators  as  the  prize-fighters ; and  tlie  exhibitlon  was  very  good 
for  the  fair.  The  only  other  show  was  a pictorial  representation  of 
“ sai f ingagements,”  and  <c  the  battle  of  Waterloo."  Such  an  admix- 
ture of  soldiers  and  sailors  fighting  together  was  never  seen  before. 
The  oíd  ,joke  was  really  verified:  “ Look  to  the  right,  and  there  you 
see  Napoleón  Bonapar/eg  leading  the  French  army.  Look  to  the  left, 
and  there  you  see  the  Morquis  Welleslcy  beating  him  from  the 
field.” — “ Which  is  Napoleón  Bonapartee,  sir?  and  which  is  Mar- 
quis  Wellesley  ? ,4  — “ Whichever  you  please,  my  little  dears  ; only 
don’t  breathe  on  the  spy-glasses." 

This  was  Donnybrook  Fair ! At  one  or  two  whisky  shops  in  the 
town  and  on  the  road  there  was  a little  dancing  ; but  the  excellent 
arrangements  of  the  Lord  Mayor  for  preventing  riot  and  disorder 
liad  been  made  with  so  much  prudence,  that  there  was  not  the 
slightest  tumult  or  confusión.  We  only  met  three  drunken  men  on 
the  road  after  eight  o’clock. 

The  following  is  a portion  of  the  celebrated  Irish  song,  noted  for 
its  method  of  tracing  a pedigree,  as  well  a9  its  description  of  the 
humours  of  Donnybrook  Fair.  It  is  called 

THE  DONNYBROOK  JIG. 

Ou  ! ’tvvas  Dennot  Ó’Nolan  M‘Figg, 

That  could  properly  handle  a twig, 

lie  wint  to  the  fair,  and  kicked  up  a dust  there, 

In  dancing  a Donnybrook  jig — with  his  twig. 

Oh  ! my  blessing  to  Dermot  M‘Figg. 

Whin  he  carne  to  the  midst  of  the  fair, 
lio  was  all  in  a paugh  for  fresh  air, 

For  the  fair  very  soon,  was  as  fuíl — as  the  moon, 

Such  mobs  upo»  mobs  as  were  there,  oh  rarc! 

So  inore  luck  to  ssvcet  Donnybrook  Fair. 
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But  Dermot,  his  niind  on  love  bent, 
lu  search  of  his  sweetheart  he  went, 

Peep’d  in  here  and  there,  as  he  walked  through  the  fair, 
And  took  a small  drop  in  each  tent — as  he  went, — 

Oh  ! on  whisky  and  love  he  was  bent. 

And  who  should  he  spy  in  a jig, 

With  a meal-man  so  taíl  and  so  big, 

But  his  own  darling  Kate,  so  gay  and  so  nate  ? 

’Faith  1 her  partner  he  hit  him  a dig — the  pig, 
lie  beat  the  meal  out  of  his  wig. 

The  piper,  to  keep  him  in  tune, 

Struck  up  a gay  lilt  very  soon  ; 

Until  an  arch  wag  cut  a hole  in  the  bag. 

And  at  once  put  an  eud  to  the  tune — too  soon — 

Och ! the  music  flew  up  to  the  moon. 

The  meal-man  he  looked  very  shy, 

VVhile  a great  big  tear  stood  in  his  eye, 

Me  cried,  “ Lord,  how  I*m  kilt,  all  alone  for  that  jilt ; 
With  her  may  the  devil  fly  liigh  in  the  sky, 

For  1 *m  murdered,  and  don't  know  for  why.” 

“ Oh  1 99  says  Dermot,  and  he  iu  the  duuce, 

Whilst  a step  to’ards  his  foe  did  advunce, 

u By  the  Father  of  Men,  say  but  that  word  again. 

And  1 ’ll  soon  knoek  you  back  in  a trance — to  your  dance, 
For  witli  rao  you’d  have  but  small  chance/* 

“ But,”  says  Kitty,  the  darlint,  says  she, 

“ If  you  *11  only  just  listen  to  me, 

It  's  inyself  that  will  show  that  he  can’t  be  your  foe, 
Though  he  fought  for  his  cousin — that  Ts  me,”  says  she, 
u For  sure  Billy  ’s  related  to  me. 

“ For  my  own  cousin-jarmin,  Auné  Wild, 

Stood  for  Biddy  jVlulroony’s  iirst  child ; 

And  Biddy’s  step-sou,  sure  he  married  Bess  Dunn, 

Who  was  gossip  to  Jenny,  as  mi  Id  a child 
As  ever  at  mother’s  breast  smiled. 

u And  may  be  you  don*t  know  Jane  Brown, 

Who  served  goatVwhey  in  Dundrum's  sweet  town  ? 

Twas  her  uncle's  half-brother,  who  married  my  mother, 
And  bought  me  this  new  y el  lo  w gown,  to  go  down 
Wheu  the  marriage  was  held  in  Milltowu.” 

“ By  the  powers,  then,n  says  Dermot,  “ 'lis  plain, 

Like  the  sou  of  that  rapscallion  Cain, 

My  best  friend  I have  kilt,  though  no  blood  is  spilt, 

But  the  devil  a harm  did  I mane — thal’s  plain ; 

And  by  me  he  *11  be  ne’er  kilt  again.” 
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Jttm'ie  ©itglanii  tn  tftc  ol&m  SCtme: 

OH,  PKRKGRINATJONS  WITH  UNCLE  TIM  AND  MR.  BOSKY,  OF 
LITTLE  BKITAIN,  DRYSALTER. 

BY  GEORGE  DANIEL. 

c<  Dost  thou  think  beca  use  thou  art  virtuous  there  sliall  be  no  more  cakes  and 
ule  ? ” — SlIAKSTEARE. 


CHAPTF.R  XXV. 

“ In  the  year  1776/'  continuecl  the  Laureat,  “ Mr.  Philip  Astley 1 * 3 
transferred  his  cquestrian  troop  to  the  * Rounds.*  To  liira  succeed- 
ed  Saundcrs ? who  brought  forward  into  the  c circle ' that  f wonder- 
ful  child  of  promise/  his  son,  accompanied  by  the  tailor  riding  lo 
Brcntford  / To  thee,  Billy  Bullón ! and  thy  * Buffo  Carie  alto / 
Thompson , the  tumbler,  we  owe  some  of  the  heartiest  laughs  of  our 
youthful  days.  Ods  ‘ wriggling,  giggling,  gallopping,  galloway,’  we 
llave  made  merry  in  »St.  Bartlemy ! " 

There  were  grand  doings  at  the  fair  in  1 786, 87  and  88.  Palmer; “ at 
the  Greyhound/*  placarded  H arlequín  Proteus,  and  the  Tailor  done 
o ver.  At  the  George  Inn,  Mr.  F toe  k ton  exhibited  the  Italian  Fan- 
toccini,  and  the  Tinker  in  a bustle.  Mr.  Johson 3 put  his  puppets  in 
motion ; Mrs.  Garman’s  caravan,  with  the  classical  motto,  ÍIoc  lem- 
pas el  non  aliter,  advertised  vaulting  by  the  juvenile  imp.  (fWalk 
in,  ladies  and  gentlemen,”  cried  Mr.  Smith , near  the  Swan  Livery 
Stables  ; “ and  be  enchanted  araong  the  rocks,  fountains,  and  water- 
falls  of  art ! ” Patríele  O’Bricn  (o'ertopping  Ilenry  Blackcr ,4  the 
seven  feet  four  inches  giant  of  176],)  arrived  in  his  tea-kettle.  A 
goose,  instructed  by  a poli  parrot , sang  several  popular  songa.  Tliree 
turkeys  danced  cotillons  and  minuets.  The  mili tary  o.r  wentthrough 
his  manual  exercise  ; and  the  monltey  taught  the  coiv  lier  horn-book. 
Ives’s  company  of  comediaos  playea  “ The  Wiíe  well  inanaged,”  to 
twenty-eight  different  audiences  in  one  day  ! The  automalon  Lady  ; 
the  injant  musical  phenomenon  wilhout  arms,  and  another  phenomenon, 
equally  i n fin  tiñe  and  musical,  wilhout  legs  ; a three-legged  hcifer, 
with  four  nostrils ; a lien  web-footed,  and  a duele  with  a cock*s  head, 
put  forth  their  several  attractions.  Messrs.  JVhite,  at  the  Lock  and 
Key,  sold  capital  punch;  savoury  sausages  (out-frying  every  other 


1 In  the  early  part  of  his  career  Mr.  Astley  pnraded  the  streets  of  London,  and 

ilealt  out  his  hand-bills  to  the  servanls  and  apprcntices  whoni  his  trumpet  and  drum 
attracted  to  the  doors  as  he  passed  along. 

3 “ Master  Saunders,  only  se  ven  years  oíd,  jumps  through  a hoop,  and  brings  it 
bver  his  head,  and  dances  a hornpipu  on  the  saridle,  his  liorse  going  thrce-quarters 
speed  round  the  circle  ! The  Tailor  riding  to  Brentford,  by  Mr.  Belcher.  — Bar- 
tholomew  Fair,  lVOn.*’ 

3 Mr.  Jobson  added  the  following  rerses  to  his  bilí : 

“ Prithee  come,  my  lads  aud  lasses,  Ploasant  lads  and  pretty  lasses, 

. Tobson's  oddities  let  ’s  seo  ; All  to  Jobsoti'a  liaste  uway  ; 

Where  there  ’»  mirth  and  siniling  faces,  Point  your  toes,  and  brim  yonr  glasses  ! 
And  good  atoro  of  fun  and  glee  ! And  enjoy  a eheerfnl  day.” 

4 “ Mr.  O'Brien  mensures  eight  feet  four  inches  in  lieight,  hut  lives  in  hopes  of 
attaining  nine  feet,”  the  fumily  nltitude  ! 
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fry  in  the  fair,)  fízzcd  at  “ the  Gruntcr's  Ordinary  or  Rclish-JVare - 
housCy  in  Iíosier  Lañe ; " and  Pie-Corner  rang  with  the  screeehing 
drollery  of  Mr.  Mountebank  Mcrry  Andrew  Ma cph i n on d ra ugh a n a nn - 
onbolinbrough  / The  “ wonderful  antipodean/'  Si  car  Sunches , who 
walked  against  the  ceiling  with  his  head  downwards,  and  a flag  in  his 
hand  ; Loáis  Porte  1 ( “ Hercule  du  Roi ! ” ) a French  equilibrist ; 
Picho  Bologna,  a dancer  on  the  slack-wire ; Signor  Placida  (<c  the 
Little  Devil ! ") ; “ La  BeÜe  Espacióle  " (on  the  tight-rope)  ; the 
“ real  wild  man  ofthe  woods1  2 * * the  uancing-dogs  of  Sieur  Scaglioni ; 3 
General.  Jacho,*  and  PidcocPs5  menagerie,  (to  wliich  succeeded  those 
of  Polito  and  Wombrvell ,)  one  and  all  drove  a roaring  trade  at  Bartho- 
lomew  Fuir. 

Of  the  modern  minstrelsy  of  the  “ Rounda/'  the  lyrics  of  Mr. 
Joharniot,  Joe  Grimaldi , and  the  very  merry  hey  down  derry,  “ Ncigh- 
bonr  Prig”  song  of  Charles  Mathews ,6  are  amusing  specimens. 

We  chronicle  not  the  gods,  emperors,  dark  bottle-green  demons, 
and  indigo-blue  nondescripts  that  llave  since  strutted  their  hour 
upon  the  boards  of  “ Richardsorfs  Granel  Theatrical  Bootli.” 7 They, 
like  every  dog,  llave  liad  their  day  ; and  comical  dogs  were  most  of 
them  ! 

What  more  than  a hasty  glance  can  we  afford  the  Wild  Indian 


1 Louis  Porte  was  an  iuoíFensive  giant.  Not  so  our  EnglUh  monsters.  On  the 
10th  of  Sept.  17«7,  a fíartlemy  Fair  Giant  was  broughi  before  Sir  William  Plomer 
at  Guildhall,  for  kuocking  out  two  of  his  manager’s  fore-teeth,  for  which  the  ma- 
gistrate  fined  hlm  two  guineas  per  tootli  ! In  Match  1841,  a yiuntes.s,  six  feetnine 
incites  high,  from  Modern  Athens  and  Bartholomew  Fair,  kiiled  her  husband  in  a 
booth  at  Glasgow  ; and  in  the  same  year,  at  Barnard- Cas  tic  Easter  Fair,  a giant 
stole  a chango  of  íinen  from  a hedge,  for  which  he  was  sent  to  prison  for  three 
months. 

On  the  2Gtli  May,  1555,  (see  Strvpe’s  Memorial*,)  there  was  a May-game  at  St. 
Martin’s  in  the  Fields,  with  gianls  and  hobby-horses,  drums,  guns,  morris-dancers, 
and  minstrels. 

•j  44  'phis  Etliiopiun  suvaye  has  a black  face,  with  a large  wltite  circle  round  it. 
He  sits  in  a chair  in  a very  pleasing  and  majestic  attitude  j eats  his  food  like  a 
Christian,  and  is  extremely  alfaide  and  polito/’ 

a TI  tese  dogs  danced  an  allemand,  mimicked  a lady  spinning,  and  a deserter  go- 
ing  to  execution,  attended  l»y  a cliaplain  (a  dressed-np  pnppy  !)  in  canonicéis. 

1 “ June  17,  1785,  at  Astley’s,  General  Jacho  perforas  the  broad-sword  exercise ; 
dances  on  the  tight-rope  ; balances  a pyramid  of  lights  ; and  liglits  Iiír  niaster  homo 
with  a link.”  In  the  foUowing  September  the  General  opened  his  campaign  at 
Bartholomew  Fair. 

5  “ Were  you  to  range  the  mighty  globe  aU  o’er, 

From  eust  to  west,  from  north  to  Southern  shore ; 

Under  the  line  of  torrid  zone  to  go, — 

No  desarts,  woods,  groves,  mountains,  moro  can  shew 
To  you,  than  Pidcock  in  his  forest  small — 

Here,  at  one  view,  you  have  a siglit  of  all.” 

6 My  last  visit  to  Mr.  Mathews  at  Kentish  Town  was  in  Mareh,  1833.  “ ’Tis 

agony  point  with  me  just  now,”  he  writes.  u I have  been  seribbling  from  piorning 
till  night  for  three  weeks.  I am  hurried  with  rny  entertainment : my  fingere  are 
cramped  with  writing ; and  on  my  return,  I find  twcnty-Jive  tetters , at  least,  to  an- 
swer.  1 shall  be  at  borne  Tuesday  and  Wednesday  ; can  you  come  np  ? Do.  Very  sin- 
cerely  yours,  in  a gallop  I Charles  Mathews. — 1\$.  It  will  be  your  last  chance 
of  seeing  my  gallery  here /'  I accepted  the  invitíition,  and  spent  a delightful  day. 

7 In  Sept.  1808,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Carey  (the  reputed  father  and  mother  of  Edmund 
Kcan , the  tragedian, ) played  at  Richard. son 'y  Tbeatre,  Bartholomciu  Fair , the 
Harón  Monlaldi  and  bis  daughtcr,  in  a gallimaulry  of  love,  inurder,  brimstone,  aud 
blue  fire,  called  u The  Monk  and  Murdcrcr,  or  the  tikeleton  Sjwctrc  ! /” 
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Wurriors  ; the  Enchantcd  Skcleton  ; Comical  Joe  on  his  Piggv-Wig- 
gy  ; the  Cana  (lian  G i un  tesa ; Toby , the  sapient  pig ; the  learned 
goose;1 * 3 4 * 6  Doncaster  Dick ; the  great  Mr.  jPuap,*  Sieur  Borawliski , 
Thomas  Alien , and  Lady  Morgan  the  little ; the  wonderful  c/iild  (in 
spirits)  with  two  hcads,  three  legs,  and  four  arms  (“  no  milite  lea- 
t/ier  l but  all  real  jlesh /’) ; the  Bonassus,  “ whose  fascinating  powers 
are  raost  wonderful )"  the  Chínese  Swinish  Philosophcr  (a  rival  of 
Toby  /)  ; Mrs.  SamjvcU'&vólúgcurs  on  the  slack-wire,  and  Tyrolesian 
stilts ; the  Spolted  Negro  Boa  ; Hokce  Pokcc  ; the  learned  dog,  near- 
sighted,  and  in  spectacles ; the  Red  Barn  Tragcdy , and  Corders 3 ex- 
ecution  “ done  to  the  lile  ! ” the  Indiun  Jugglcrs  ; the  Rejorm  Ban- 
<jucl ; Mr.  HayneSy  the  fire-eater  ;*  the  Chínese  Conjurar,  who  swal- 
lows  fífty  ncecues,  whicli,  after  remaining  some  time  in  his  throat, 
are  pulled  out  threaded  ; the  chattering,  locoinotive,  laughing,  lis- 
som,  light-heeled  Flying  Piemañ ; and  the  diverting  humours  of 
Riehardson’s  clown,  Rumfungus  I loo /cu  msnooh  um  iva  llcrisky  ? Tliis 
ark  of  oddities  5 must — 

u Come  like  shadows,  so  depart.” 

Mr.  Titlefaqe.  With  a little  love,  murder,  larceny,  and  lunacy, 
Mr.  Bosky,  your  monsters  with  two  heads  would  cut  capital  figures 
on  double  crown ! 

Mr.  Cramjjo.  If  / liad  their  drilling  and  dovetailing,  a pretty 
episode  should  they  make  to  my  fortheoming  historical  romance  of 
Mothcr  Bromnriggl  I Ve  always  a brace  of  plots  at  work,  an  upper 


1 a It  tells  the  time  of  day  ; the  day  of  tlie  month  ; the  month  of  the  year  ; 
takes  a hand  at  whist;  and  (O  the  profundity  of  tliis  goose’s  intellects!)  counts 
the  nuraber  of  ladies  und  gen  tienten  in  tlie  roora.” 

J Mr.  Simón  Paap  was  the  iuost  diminuí  i ve  of  dwarfs,  not  excepting  Jeffrey 
J/udson,  and  tbeuí>^  Wotchman /*  who,  in  17*r»k2,  advertí  sed  his  thirty  inches  at 
sixpence  a-liead.  Simón  measured  but  twenty-eight  inehes,  and  weighed  only 
twenty-seven  pounds.  Cornil  Borawliski  was  three  feet  three  inolies  higli  ; so  was 
Thomas  Alien.  Lady  Morgan , the  “ Windsor  Fairy was  a yard  liigli.  iler 
Ladyship  und  Alien  were  thus  be-rhymed  hy  some  Bartlemy  Fair  hard  : — 

« The  lady  like  a fairy  queen, 

The  yenlleman  of  equul  stature  ; 

O how  curious  these  dear  creatures  ! 

Little  bodies  ! little  feutures  ! 

Ilands,  feet,  and  all  alike  so  small, 

How  wondrous  are  the  works  of  nature  ! ** 

3 A countryman  from  Hertford,  being  in  thegallery  of  Covent  Oarden  Theatre,  at 
the  tragedy  of  Macbeth , and  liearing  JDuncan  demand  of  Malcolm , 

“ Is  cxecution  done  on  Catvdor  ? ” 
excluí med,  “ Yes,  your  honour  ! he  was  hanyed  tliis  morning.” 

4 June  7.  1020,  at  the  W hito  Coiuluil  Houso , Tslington,  Mcrns.  Chahert , after  a 
luncheon  of  pliosphorus,  arsenic,  oxalic  acid,  boiling  oil,  and  molten  lead,  walkcd 
into  a hot  oven,  preceded  by  a legof  lumb  and  a rumpsteak.  On  the  two  last,  wlien 
properly  baked,  the  spectators  dined  with  him.  An  ordinary  most  extraordinary  ! 

yorne  wags  insinnated  that,  if  tlie  Salamander  was  not  “ done  brown his  gulls 
were  ! 

6 The  following  account  of  Bartlemy  Fair  receipts , in  1020,  may  be  relied  on  : — 
TVombiceWs  Menagerie , 1700/.;  Atkins * ditto,  1000/.;  and  Bicha rdson's  Theatre , 
1200/.;  the  priee  of  ádmission  to  eaoh  being  sixpence.  Morgan's  Menagcrie , 150/., 
admission  thrccpcncc.  Batís,  801. ; Ballard,  HUL;  Kcycs,  20/.;  Frasser,  20/.;  Pike, 
40/.;  Pig-faced  Lady , 150/.;  Cordor's  ITcad , 100/.;  Chincse  Jugglers,  50/.;  Fat 
Boy  and  Girl , 140/.;  Salamamler , 30/.;  Diorama  Navarin,  00/.;  Sootch  Gianl,  20/. 
The  admission  to  the  last  twelve  shows  varied  from  twopence  to  one  lialfpenny. 
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and  an  under  one,  like  two  men  at  a saw-pit!  Indeed,  so  horribly 
puzzled  was  I how  to  get  decently  over  tne  starvation  part  of  my 
story,  till  1 hit  upon  the  notable  expedient  of  joining  Mrs.  B.  in  holy 
matrimony  to  a New  Poor  Law  Commissioner , that  it  was  a toss-up 
wlietlier  1 lianged  mi/self  or  my  heroine!  Thal  unión  happily  so- 
lemnised,  and  a few  liberal  drafts  upon  Philosophical  Nccessity , by 

’ ' 1,1  Johnny  Gilpin's  wine-bottles. 


galloped  over  the  course  ! By  suspending  the  good  lady's  suspen- 
sión t 11  tlie  end  of  vol.  three  (I  don’t  cut  her  down  to  a single  one), 
the  interest  is  never  suíTcrcd  to  drop  till  it  reaches  tlic  New  one.  Or, 
as  I 'm  doing  the  Nctvgate  Calendar , (I  like  to  have  two  strings  to  my 
bow  !)  what  say  you,  gents  ? if,  in  my  fashionable  novel  of  Miss 
JBlandy  (the  Oxford  lass,  who  poppcd  oíT  in  her  pumps  for  dosing — 
“ poison  injest  !**  — her  doting  oíd  dad),  St.  Bartlemy  and  his  con- 
jurors  were  made  to  play  íirst  fíddle ! D'  ye  think,  friend  Merripall, 
you  could  rake  me  up  from  your  rarities  a sketch  of  Mother  Brotvn - 
rigg  coereing  her  apprentices?  ( There  I am  fearfully  graphic! 
You  may  count  every  string  in  the  lash,  and  every  knot  in  the 
string  !)  A print  of  her  execution  ? ( There  I melt  Jack  Ketch,  and 

dissol  ve  the  turnkeys.  Or,  an  inch  of  the  identical  twine  (duly  at- 
tested  by  the  Ordinary  f)  that  compressed  the  jugular  of  Miss  Man/?” 
Mr.  Merripall,.  I promise  you  all  three,  Mr.  Crambo.  Let  the 
ílogging  and  the  finishing  scene  be  engravecí  in  mezzotinto,  and  the 
rope  in  line. 


Uncle  Timothy.  I\Iany  years  since  I accompanied  my  oíd  friend, 
Charles  Lamb,  to  Bartholomew  Fair.  It  was  his  pet  notion  to  explore 
the  droll-booths ; percliance  to  regale  in  the  “pens:”  indeed,  had 
roast  ]rig  (<f  aChinese  and  a female,"  dredged  at  the  critical  moment, 
and  done  till  it  crackled  delicately,)  continucd  one  of  its  tit-bits,  he 
had  bargained  for  an  ear ! “ In  spirit  a lion,  in  figure  a lamb,"  the 

game  of  jostling  went  on  merrily  ; and  when  the  nimble  fingers  of  a 
chcvatier  d'industric  found  their  way  into  his  pocket,  he  remarked 
that  the  poor  rogue  only  wanted  “ ckange ! " As  little  heeded  he 
the  penny  rattles  scraped  down  his  back,  and  their  frightful  har- 
mony  dinned  in  his  ears.  Of  a black  magician,  who  was  marvellous- 
ly  adroit  with  his  daggers  and  gilt  balls,  he  said,  “ Thatfellow  is  not 
only  a Ncg?'o  man,  sir,  but  a nccrumanccr  ! ” He  introduccd  himsclf 
to  Saunders , whose  fiery  visage  and  scarlet  surtout  looked  like  Mon- 
mouth  Sti*eet  in  a blaze  ! and  the  showman  suspended  a threatened 
blast  from  his  speaking-trumpet  to  bid  liim  welcome.  A painted 
show-cloth  announced  in  colossal  capitals  that  a two-headed  cow  was 
to  be  seen  at  sixpence  a head.  Elia  inquired  if  it  meant  at  per  our 
lieads  or  the  cow* 8 ? On  anotlicr  was  clialked,  “ Ladies  and  gentío - 
men,  two-pence;  servants,  one  penny."  Ella  subscribed  us  the  ex- 
hibitor*s  “ most  obedient  servants posted  our  plebcian  jiencc,  and 
passed  in.  We  peeped  into  the  puppet-shows ; paid  our  respeets  to 
the  wild  animáis ; visited  Gyngell  and  Richardson ; patronised 
(<c  nobly  daring  ! ”)  a puíf  of  the  Flying  Pieman's  ; and,  sucli  was  his 
wild  humour,  all  but  ventured  into  a swing ! This  was  a perilous 
joke  ! His  fragüe  form  canted  out,  and  his  neck  broken  ! Thenthe 
unclassieal  evidence  of  the  Bartlemy  Fair  folk  at  the  “ Crowner's 
'quest."  What  a serio-comic  chapter  for  a posthumous  edition  of 
Elia's  Last  Essays  ! Three  titile  sweeps  luxuriating  over  a dish  of 


preser  ved  my  equipoise  as  I 
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fried  sausages  caught  his  eye.  This  time  he  rvould,  have  his  way  ! 
We  entererl  the  “ parlour  ” and  on  a dingy  table-cloth,  embroidered 
with  mu  star  d and  gravy,  were  quickly  spread  before  us,  “hissing 
hot/*  some  of  ff  the  best  in  the  fair."  His  olfactory  organs  hinted 
that  the  €t  odeur  des  graillonf ” which  invaded  them  was  not  tliat  oí* 
Monsicur  Ude,  still  he  inhaled  it  heroically,  observing  that,  not  to 
argüe  rfog-matically,  yet  ctf/-egorically  speaking,  it  reminded  him  of 
cur- ry.  “ Lunch  time  witli  us/*  quoth  Elia,  “ is  past,  and  dinncr- 
time  not  yet  come/*  and  he  passed  over  the  steaming  dish  to  our 
companions  at  the  table  d'hfiLc , with  a kind  welcome,  and  a winning 
smile.  They  starcd,  grinned,  and  all  three  felí  to.  We  left  them  to 
their  enjoyments  ; but  not  before  Elia  had  slippeda  silver  piece  into 
their  little  ebony  palms.  A copious  libation  to  “ rarc  Bou  Jonson  *' 
concluded  the  day's  sports.  I never  belield  him  liappier,  more  full 
of  antique  reminiscences,  and  gracious  humanity. 

u The  peace  of  heaven, 

The  fellowship  of  all  good  souls  go  with  him  ! ” 

Unele  Timothy  rose  to  retire. 

" One  moment,  sir/*  said  the  Laureat;  “ we  have  not  yet  had  Mr. 
JBumgarten*s  song.*' 

“ My  singhig  days,  Cousin  Bosky,  are  over/*  replied  the  ill- 
matched  hubby  of  the  “ Holljhoclc ; " “but,  if  it  please  the  com- 
pany,  I will  tell  them  a tale” 

CIIArTER  xxvi. 

Mr.  Merripall,  having  gathered  that  the  tale  was  of  a ghostly 
character,  would  not  suífer  the  candles  to  be  snuflfed,  but  requested 
his  mutes  to  sprinklc  over  them  a pinch  or  two  of  salt,  that  they 
might  burn  appropriately  blue.  lie  would  have  given  his  gold  rc- 
peater  for  a deatli-watch ; and  when  a coffin  bounced  out  to  him 
from  the  íire  (howbeit  it  might  be  carrying  coals  to  Newcastle!)  he 
hailed  it  as  a pleasant  ornen.  Messrs.  Hatband  and  Stiflegig,  catch- 
ing  the  jocular  infection,  brightened  up  amazingly. 

Cf)m  Cljm'ríjcé  all  of  a tofo. 

.iFijtte  L 

lf  you  journey  westward — bo, 

Three  churches  all  of  a row, 

Ever  since  the  days  of  the  Friars, 

Have  lifted  to  Heaven  their  ancient  apires. 

The  bells  of  the  tliird  are  heard  to  toll — 

For  Paupcr , Dives  ? 

Puslury  Cives? 

For  a rich  or  a poor  maifs  soul  ? 

Winding  round  the  sandy  niound 
Coaches  and  four,  feathers  and  pall, 

Startle  the  simple  villagers  all ! 

Sable  mutes,  death’s  recruits  ! 

Marshall  the  hearse  to  the  holy  ground. 

Eight  stout  men  the  cofiin  bear — 

Wlmt  a creak  is  here  ! what  a groan  is  there  ! 

As  the  marcliing  corps  toil  through  the  church  door — 

For  the  rich  deud  must  be  buried  in  lead  ; 

Their  pamper’d  forms  are  too  good  for  the  worms ! 

They  cheat  in  dust,  as  they  cheated  before. 
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Spirit. 

Old  Man. 
Spirit. 

Old  Man. 
Spirit. 


Mumbles  thc  parson,  and  inumbles  the  clerk, 

Praycr,  response, 

A 11  for  the  nonce  ! 

Who  shall  shrive  the  soul  o f a shark  ? 

Slides  the  coffin  deep  in  the  ground  ; 

Earth  knocks  the  lid  with  a hollow  sound  ! 

It  lies  in  state,  and  the  silver’d  píate 
Clares  in  the  ghastly  sepulchre  round  ! 

Death  has  his  dolé ! 

At  last,  at  last  the  body’s  nail’d  fast ! 

13ut  who  has  the  soul  ? 

See  a mourner  slowly  retire, 

With  a conscience  ill  at  ease 
For  opening  graves  and  burial  fees, 
lie  hath  yet  to  pay  his  debt, — 

Tho’  Ileaven  dclays,  can  lleaven  forget  ? 

Forgct  ? As  soon  as  the  sun  at  noon, 

That  gilds  yon  spire, 

Shall  cease  to  roll — or  that  mourner’s  soul 
Itself  expire  ! 

dflítte  ÜE. 

Swift  the  arrow,  eagle’s  flight, 

Thought,  sensation,  sound,  and  light ! 

Rut  swift  indeed  is  the  spirit’s  speed 

To  the  glory  of  day,  or  the  darkness  of  night ! 

Who  knocks  at  the  brazen  gate  ? A fare 
By  the  ferryman  row’d  to  the  gulf  of  despair  ! 

With  hissing  snakes  Iwisted  into  a thong, 

(“  I drove  you  on  earth,  I drivc  you  bclow, 

Gee  up  ! gee  up  J old  Judas,  gee  ho ! ”) 

A furious  crouc  whipp’d  a spirit  along ! — 

Her  blood-shot  sight 
Caught  the  ferryman’s  sprite; 

“ Welcome ! welcome  ! ” she  shriek’d  with  delight, — 

“ Thy  father  is  here  for  his  gifts  to  me, 

And  here  am  I,  his  torraent  to  be” — 

(And  the  cruel  crone 
Lash’d  out  a groan  ! 

A deep-drawn  breath 
From  the  ribs  of  death, 

Where  the  undying  worm  gnaw’d  the  inarrowless  bone  !) 
44  For  what  I have  given  thy  brethren  and  thee ! 

Gold  was  to  keep  up  our family  ñame  ” 

A penny-wise  fame ! 

It  has  kept  it  up  ! for  ’tis  written  in  shame 

On  earth  : and,  behold  ! in  that  bright  shining  flame  !‘ 

Death  so  soou  to  knock  at  thy  door  ! 

And  send  thee  hither  at  forty  and  four. 

My  sire  ! my  sire  ! unholy  desire, 

The  hypocrite’s  guile, 

Mask’d  under  a smile  ¡ 

And  avarice  made  me  a pillow  of  fire 

The  ill-gotten  purse  has  carried  its  curse 

Hath  Jacob  done  better  ? 

Ñor  better  ñor  worse ! 

Losses  and  crosses,  and  sorrow  and  care 
llave  furrowed  his  cheeks  and  whitened  his  hair. 
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Crone. 

Sl’IRIT. 


Old  Man. 


BetrayVl  in  tum  by  tlie  heart  he  belrayVl, 

Exalting  bis  horn 
To  the  finger  of  scorn, 

lie  lies  in  the  bed  that  his  meanness  has  made. 

}Our  gold  ! our  gold  ! ten  thousand  times  told  ! 

Thus  to  fly  from  the  family  fold. 

Father!  mother ! my  spirit  is  wrung: 

Water!  water  1 for  parch’d  is  my  tongue. 

Is  this  ñery  lake  nc’cr  to  be  cross’d  ? 

Are  those  wild  soimds  the  shrieks  of  the  lost  ? 

And  that  stern  ángel  silting  alone, 

Lucifer  crown VI,  on  his  burning  throne  ? 

lint  how  fares  Jonuthun , modest  and  meek  ? 

My  Meeting- 1 lause  walking-stick  tliriee  in  the  week  ! 
Ere  wife  and  cough 
Carried  me  off, — 

Instead  of  heathenish  Latín  and  Greek, 

I early  taught  him  my  maxims  true, — 

Do  unto  all  as  you  #d  liave  others  do 

To  yourself,  good  Joña t han  ? Certainly  nol  ! 

Bul  learning  never  will  boil  the  pot ; — 

A penny  savVl  is  a peuny  got  ; — 

A groat  per  year  is  per  day  a pin; — 

Let  those  (the  lucky  ones  !)  laugh  that  win ; — 

Keep  your  shop,  and  your  shop  will  keep  you! 
Grasps  his  clutch  little  or  much  ? 
lias  his  good  round  sum  roll’d  into  a plum  ? 

A voice  spake  in  thunder — “ His  time  is  not  come  ! ” 

JFU  tte  115. 

There  is  an  eye  that  compasses  all, 

Good  and  ill  in  this  earthly  ball ; 

That  pierces  the  dunnest,  loneliest  cell, 

Where  wickedness  ludes,  and  marks  it  well ! 

Years  have  wheeled  their  circles  round. 

And  the  ancient  sexton  re-opens  the  ground ; 

A weary  man  at  the  end  of  his  span, — 

Again  the  bell  tolls  a funeral  sound, 

And  the  nodding  plumes  pass  down  the  liill, — 

?Tis  the  time  of  the  yeur  when  the  buds  appear, 

And  the  blackbird  pipes  his  musie  shrill ; 

On  the  breeze  there  is  balm,  and  a holy  calm, 
Whispers  the  troubled  heart,  “ Be  still  ! ” 

Ah  ! how  ehang’d  since  wre  saw  him  last, 

That  mourner  of  twenty  long  winters  past ! 
lie  halts  and  bends  as  he  slowly  wends — 

Bereft ! bereft  ! wliat  hath  he  done  ? 

That  death  should  smite  his  only  son  ! 

Fix'd  to  the  sod, 

Bitter  tears  his  cheeks  bedew  ; 

1 1 is  broken  heart  is  buried  too ! 

With  gentle  hand,  and  accents  bland, 

The  man  of  God 

Leads  him  forth — Vis  silence  deep, — 

And  fathers,  mothers,  children  weep. 

dfVttc  Ir II. 

For  what  man  gives  the  world,  he  learns 
Too  late,  how  little  it  returns ! 

2 c 
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Ñor  counts  he,  till  the  funeral  pulí 
lias  made  a shipwreck  of  his  all, 
llis  pleasures,  pains;  his  losses,  gains; 

And  finds  that,  bankrupt!  uaught  remains. 

In  the  watches  of  the  night 
E’en  our  very  thoughts  affright — 

And  see  ! before  the  mourner’s  sight 
A dark  and  shadowy  form  appears ; 

Hark ! a voiee  salutes  his  ears, 

“ IIusli  thy  sorrow,  dry  thy  tears ! 

Father!  ’twas  to  save  thy  son 

From  av’rice,  cunning,  passion,  pride, 

That  he  hath  left  the  path  uutried, 

The  crooked  path  that  world  lings  run. 

And,  happy  spirit!  early  dicd. 

If  thou  couldst  know  who  dwell  below 
In  deep  unutterable  woe ; 

Or  wing  with  me  thy  journey  far 
Above,  where  shines  the  morning  star ; 

And  hear  the  bright  angelic  choirs 

(Casting  their  crowns  before  His  feet,) 

1 11  choral  hyruns  Mis  praise  repeat, 

Aud  strike  their  golden  lyres — 

Anothersun  would  never  rise. 

And  gild  the  azure  vault  of  heaven, 

Fre  thy  petition  reach'd  the  skies 
To  be  forgiven.” 

Was  it  a dream? — The  mournful  man 
Next  morn  his  alter’d  course  begau. 

To  his  kindred  he  restor’d 
VVhat  unjustly  swelfd  his  hoard. 

With  a meek,  contentad  mind, 

He  liv’d  in  peace  with  all  mankind  ; 

And  thus  would  gratefully  prolong 
To  heaven  his  morn  and  evening  song; — 

I have  no  time  to  pray}  to  plead 
For  all  the  blessings  that  I need ; 

For  what  I /iavc>  a patriareh’s  days 
Would  only  give  me  time  to  praise! — 

He  died  in  hope.  Yon  narrow  cell 
Guards  his  sleeping  ashes  well. 

The  rest  can  holy  angels  tell  1 . . . . 

“ This  will  I carry  with  me  to  my  pillow,”  said  Unele  Timotliy. 
“ My  friends,  good  night.” 


CHAPTEK  XXVII. 

A chübby  young  gentleman,  a cíJittle  Jack  Hórner  eating  his 
Christmas  pie,”  abutting  from  “ The  Fortune  ofWar”  at  Pie-Corner, 
marks  the  memorable  spot  where  the  Great  Fire  of  London  con- 
cluded  its  ravages.  The  sin  of  ghittony ,1  to  which,  in  the  original 


1 “There  was  excessive  spending  of  venison , as  well  as  other  vietuals,  in  the 
ha  lis.  Nay,  aml  a great  consmnption  uí  venison  there  was  frequently  at  laverns  and 
cooks ’ shops,  insomuch  that  the  Court  was  much  offended  with  it.  Wlierenpon, 
aunó  1573,  that  the  Cili y miglit  not  continué  to  givo  the  Quccnand  nobility  ofFcnce. 
the  Lord  Mayor,  Sir  Lionel  Ducket,  and  Aldermen,  liad  by  act  of  Common  Council 
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inscription  (now  efFaced,)  the  fire  was  attributed,  is  still  rife  ; a con- 
siderable trade  in  eatables  and  drinkables  beingdriven,  and  corks  in- 
numerable drawn,  in  defiance,  under  the  chubby  young  gentleman's 
bottle  nose.  A Bartlemy  Fair  sliower  of  rain  overtook  us  while  we 
werc  contemplating  the  dilapidated  mansión  of  the  Cocíc  Lañe  GJ¿osl  ; 
and,  as  it  never  rains  in  Bartlemy  Fair,  but  it  pours,  we  scudded 
along  to  the  parlour  of  The  Fortune  of  War , as  our  nearest  shelter ; 
where  we  behekl  Mr.  Bosky,  though  he  beheld  not  us,  bombarding 
his  little  body  with  eutlets  and  bottled  beer,  in  company  with  a 
tragedy  queen;  a motion-master ; and  a brace  of  conjurors,  Mr. 
Rumfiz  and  Mr.  Glumfiz.  ]\Ir.  Rumfiz  was  a merry  fellow,  who 
had  fattened  on  blue  íire,  wliich  he  liung  out  for  a sign  upon  his 
torrid  nose  ; with  Mr.  Glumfiz  dolor  seemed  to  wait  on  dnnking, 
and  melancholy  on  mastication  ; for  he  looked  as  if  he  had  been  re- 
galing  on  fish-hooks  and  castor-oil,  instead  of  Mr.  Bosky's  bountiful 
cheer. 

“*Tis  liard  to  bid  good-b’ye  to  an  oíd  friend  that  we  may  never 
see  again  ! Heigho  ! I 'm  sorry  and  sick  ; as  cross  and  as  queer  as 
the  hatband  of  Dick  ! Good-b’ye  to  St.  Bartholomew.” 

This  was  sighed  fortli  by  the  lean  conjuror,  who,  as  he  emitted  a 
cloud  of  tobacco-smoke,  seemed  ready  to  pipe  his  eye,  and  respond- 
ed to  by  the  tragedy  queen  with  a look  of  unutterable  woe. 

c<  Bah  ! " cliuckled  the  corpulcnt  conjuror, “ a bus  the  blue  devils  ! 
If  ruin  must  come,  good  luck  send  that  it  may  be  blue.  Though 
poor  in  purse,  let  me  be  rich  in  nose  i Saint  Bartlemy  in  a consump- 
tion  — ha  ! ha  ! Pinched  for  standing-room,  the  comical  oíd  grig 
laughs  and  lies  down  ! and,  so  droll  he  looks  in  dissol ution,  that  I 
must  have  my  lark  out,  though  one  of  his  boa-constrictors  should 
threaten  to  suck  me  down  in  a lump.  lie  dies  full  of  years  and  fun, 
the  patriareis  of  posture-masters  and  puppet-showmen  ! Merry  be 
his  memory  ! and  Scaramouches  eternal  caper  round  his  sarcopha- 
gus  ! Shall  we  cry  him  a canting  canticle?  Rather  let  us  chant  a 
rattling  roundelay  1 ” 

Alajor  Domo  fs  a comical  homo  ! 

Sic  trunsit  gloria  imtndi  ; 

Ilighty-tighty  ! frolicksome  flighty  ! 

Soon  will  Bartiemy  Fair  and  fun  die. 

Coat  of  motley,  cap  and  bdls, 

U'er  his  bier  shall  dolefully  jingle ; 

Conjurors  all  shall  bear  his  pal  i, 

Ánd  mountcbanks  follow  it,  married  and  single. 

Giants , dwarfs  in  sable  scarfs, 

Merry  mourners  ! will  not  tarry  one  ; 

HumpSy  bumps  shall  stir  their  stumps  ! 

And  toes  of'  timba*  dot  and  carry  one  ! 

llarleqtún  droll  thebell  shall  toll, 

Ai  ínter  Punch  símil  shrive  and  bury  him; 

Punible rs  grin  while  they  shovcl  him  in, 

And  Charon  send  Joe  Grim  to  ferry  him  ! 


fnrbidden  sucli  feasts  hereafter  to  be  niade;  nnd  restrnined  the  sameonly  to  neces- 
sary  ineetings,  in  wliich,  also,  no  venison  (!!)  was  permitted.” — Stow. 

Veni&on  was  also  prohihited  in  the  tavems  and  cooks y shops . Our  modem  civic 
yourmands  and  gourmets , wiser  grown  ! have  propitiated  the  Court  by  occasiona) 
invitations  to  take  parí  in  their  gluttony. 
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B'ye,  b’ye ! we  all  must  die  ; 

Ev’ry  day  with  death  9s  u dun  day ; 

Monday,  Tuesday,  Wednesday,  Thursday, 

Friday,  Saturduy,  Sunday  ! 

Nothing  could  resist  the  hilarity  of  Mr.  Rumfiz.  The  tragedy 
queen  gave  a lop-sided  smile  from  under  tlic  ruins  of  «a  straw-bon- 
net ; the  motion-master  grinned  approbation ; Air.  Rumfiz  was 
tumultuously  tickled.  At  this  moment  an  infantine  tumbler,  dressed 
in  a tinselled  scarlet  jacket,  dirty-white  muslin-fringed  trousers, 
and  yellow  leather  pumps,  made  a professional  entry  on  his  head 
and  hands,  to  summon  the  two  conjurors  from  thuir  cups  to  their 
balls. 

“ Keep  the  blue  fíre  hot  till  I come,  Air.  Glumfiz  ! **  said  the 
Laureat. 

“It  won't  cool/'  replied  the  lean  conjuror. 

The  tragedy  queen  now  received  a cali  from  Cardinal  Wolsey,  to 
relieve  Aliss  Narcissa  Nimblepins  on  the  Pandean  pipes  and  double 
drum.  The  little  Alelpomene  assured  Air.  Bosky  of  her  high  consi- 
deration,  and,  leaning  on  the  mountebank  messenger's  arm,  bobbed 
and  backed  out  of  the  parlour  very  gracefully.  But  the  motion- 
master  would  have  been  immovable,  had  not  his  tawdry  better-lialf, 
wlio  had  nothing  of  a piece  but  her  tongue,  hurried  in  with  the  news 
that  their  stage-manager,  having  spitefully  cut  the  wires,  puppets 
and  trade  were  at  a stand- s till. 

The  Laureat  being  left  solus,  exliibited  a disposition  to  compose 
him sel f over  a cigar,  an  indulgence  at  which  his  eyes  sympathetic- 
ally  winked.  Should  we  draw  aside  the  curtain  between  his  box 
and  ours? 

A note  from  Air.  Bosky’s  nose 
Seem’d  to  say, 

“ Away ! away ! 

Leave  me,  leave  me  to  repose ! ” 

Our  glasses  were  empty,  and  the  fair  was  filling ; so  we  took  the 
lint  and  our  liats,  and  were  soon  among  the  lions. 


TIIE  ENTIIUSIAST  AT  TIIE  PY11AMIDS. 

In  this  vast  chamber  of  the  kiugly  dead, 

Where  Alystery  shudders,  and  wliere  Silence  broods, 
VVhere  Fancy  scarce  with  droopin^  wing  iulrudes, 

I would  to  thought  resign  my  throbbing  liead. 

But  ah  ! what  means  that  echo  ? ’Tis  the  tread 
Of  steps  contiguous.  What!  a stranger  liere  ! 

Hail ! visitant  of  this  dira  scene ; draw  near, 

And  o'er  its  waste  the  glimmer  let  us  shed 
Of  mutual  mind.  Let  us  awhile  discourse 

Of  those  weird  fames  that  cause  the  soul  to  start, 
Semiramis,  Sesostris,  and  the  forcé 

Of  haughty  Nimrod.  Tcll  me  whcncc  thou  art. 

And  by  what  ñame  thy  presen  ce  I may  greet. 

“ Sir ! my  name's  Vite,  and  I ’m  from  Tooley  Street. 11 


O.  D. 
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A LEGEND  OF  SPAIN. 

BY  TIIOMAS  INGOLDSBY,  ESQ. 


WíTir  a moody  air,  from  morn  till  noon, 

King  Ferdinand  paces  tlie  royal  saloon; 

From  morn  till  eve 

lie  does  notliing  but  grieve  ; 

Sighings  and  sobbings  bis  midriff  beave, 

And  be  wipes  bis  cyes  witli  bis  ermined  sleeve, 

And  be  presses  bis  fevcrisb  hand  to  bis  brow. 

And  lie  írowns,  and  be  looks  I can’t  tell  you  how ; 
And  tbe  Spanisb  Grandees, 

In  their  degrees. 

Are  wbispering  about  in  twos  and  in  tbrees, 

And  tbere  is  not  a man  of  them  seenis  at  bis  case, 
Bnt  tbey  gaze  on  tbe  monarch,  as  watching  wlrnt  be  does, 
Witli  tbeir  vcry  long  whiskers,  and  longer  Toledos. 

Don  Gaspar,  Don  Gusman,  Don  Juan,  Don  Diego, 

Don  Gómez,  Don  Pedro,  Don  Blas,  Don  Rodrigo, 

Don  Jeromc,  Don  Giacomo  join  Don  Alpbonso 
In  making  inquines 
Of  grave  Don  Ramírez, 

The  Chambcrlain,  what  it  is  makes  him  take  on  so 
A Monarch  so  great  that  tbe  soundest  opiniona 
Maintain  tbe  sun  can’t  set  tbrougbout  bis  dominions  ; 

But  grave  Don  Ramírez 
In  guessing  no  niglier  is 

Than  tbe  otber  grave  Dons  wlio  propound  tbesc  inquines 
Whcn,  pausing  at  lengtb,  as  beginning  to  tire,  bis 
Majesty  beckons,  witli  stately  civil  i ty, 

To  Señor  Don  Lewis 
Condé  d'Aranjuez, 

Who  in  birtli,  wealtli,  and  consequencc  second  to  fevv  is. 
And  Señor  Don  Manuel,  Count  de  Pacheco, 

A lineal  descernían t from  King  Pharonh  Ñeco, 

Both  Knigbts  of  tbe  Golden  Fleecc,  bigbborn  Hidalgos, 
Witli  whom  c’en  the  King  biraself  quite  as  a “pal”  goes. 

“ Don  Lewis,”  says  be, 

“ Just  listen  to  me  ; 

And  you,  Count  Pacheco, — I think  tliat  vve  tlirce 
On  matters  of  State,  for  tbe  most  part  agree, — 

Now  you  both  of  you  laiow 
That  some  six  years  ago, 

13eing  tben,  for  a King,  no  indifferent  Beau, 
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At  the  altar  I took,  like  my  forebears  of  oíd, 

The  Península’ s paragon, 

Fa¡r  Blanche  of  Aragón, 

For  better,  for  worse,  and  to  havc  and  to  hold — 

And  you  ’re  fully  aware, 

When  the  matter  took  air, 

How  they  shouted,  and  fired  the  great  guns  in  the  Square, 

And  cried  4 Viva/*  and  rung  all  the  bells  in  the  steeple, 

And  all  that  sort  of  thing 
The  mob  do  when  a King 

Brings  a Queen  Consort  borne  for  the  good  of  bis  people. 

“ Well ! — si  x years  and  a day 
Have  flitted  away 

Since  that  blessed  event,  yet  I 'ni  sorry  to  say — 

In  fact  it  ’s  the  principal  cause  of  my  pain — 

I don’t  see  any  signs  of  an  Infant  of  Spain  ! — 

Now  I want  to  ask  you, 

Cavaliers  true, 

And  Counsellors  sage, — what  the  deuce  shall  I do? — 

The  State — don’t  you  see  ? — bey  ? — an  heir  to  the  throne — 
Every  monarch — you  know — should  have  one  of  bis  ovvn — 
Disputed  succession — hey  ? — terrible  Go  ! — 

Hum  ! — hey  ? — Oíd  fellows  ! — you  see  ! — don’t  you  know  ? ” — 


Now  Rcader,  dear, 
lf  youVe  ever  been  near 
Enough  to  a Court  to  encounter  a Peer 
When  bis  principal  tenant’s  gone  off  in  arrear. 

And  his  brewer  has  sent  in  a long  bilí  for  beer, 

And  his  butcher  and  baker,  witli  faces  austere, 

Ask  him  to  clcar 

Off,  for  furnish'd  good  cheer, 

Bills,  they  say,  “ have  been  standing  for  more  tlian  a year,” 
And  the  tailor  and  shoemaker  also  appear 
Witli  tlieir  “ little  account  ” 

Of  “ trifling  amount,” 

For  Wellingtons,  waistcoats,  pea-jackets,  and — gear 
Which  to  ñame  in  society  ’s  thonght  rather  queer, — 

While  Drunmiond’s  chief  clerk,  with  his  pon  in  his  ear, 
With  a kind  of  a sneer,  says,  “ We  Ve  no  effects  liere  ! ” 

— Or  if  ever  you  Tve  seen 
An  Alderman,  keen 

After  turtle,  peep  into  the  silver  tureen, 

In  search  of  the  fat  call’d  par  excellencc  “ green,” 

When  there  ’s  none  of  the  meat  left — not  even  the  lean  ! — 
— Or  if  ever  you  Ve  witness’d  the  face  of  a sailor 
lleturn’d  from  a voyage,  and  escaped  from  a gale,  or 
j Poeticé  “ Bóreas,”  that  ‘‘blustering  railer,” 

To  find  that  his  wife,  when  he  hastens  to  “ hail  ” her, 
lias  just  run  away  with  his  cash — and  a tailor, — 
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If  one  of  these  cases  you  've  ever  survey’d, 

You  '11,  without  my  aid, 

To  yourself  luive  portray'd, 

The  beaatiful  mystification  display’d, 

And  the  puzzled  cxpression  of  manner  and  air 
Exhibited  now  by  the  digniñed  pair, 

Whcn  thus  unexpectedly  ask’d  to  declare 
Their  opinions  as  Counsellors,  several  and  joint, 

On  so  delicate,  grave,  and  important  a point. 

Señor  Don  Lewis 
Condé  d’Aranjuez 

At  lengtli  forced  a smile  ’twixt  the  prim  and  the  gr¡m, 

And  look’d  at  Pacheco — Pacheco  at  him — 

Then,  making  a rev’rence,  and  dropping  liis  eyes, 

Couglfd,  hem’d,  and  deliver'd  himself  in  thís  wlse  : 

<l  My  Líege  ! — unaccustom’d  as  I am  to  speaking 
In  public — an  art  I 'm  remarkably  weak  in — 

I feel  1 should  be  quite  unworthy  the  ñame 
Of  a man  and  a Spaniard — and  higlily  to  blame, 

Were  tbere  not  in  my  breas t 
What — can’t  be  exprest, — 

And  can  therefore,  your  Majesty,  only  be  guess’d — 

— Wliat  I mean  to  say  is — since  your  Majesty  deigns 
To  ask  my  advice  on  your  welfare — and  Spain’s, — 

And  on  that  of  your  Majesty’s  Bride — that  is,  Wife — 

It  *s  the — as  I may  say — proudcst  day  of  my  life  ! 

But  as  to  the  point — on  a subject  so  nice 
It  ’s  a delicate  matter  to  give  one's  advice, 

Especially,  too, 

When  one  don’t  elcarly  view 
The  best  mode  of  procccding, — or  know  what  to  do  ; 

My  decided  opinión,  however,  is  this, 

And  I fearlessly  say  that  you  can’t  do  amiss, 

If,  with  all  that  fine  tact 
Botli  to  tliink  and  to  aet, 

In  which  all  know  your  Majesty  so  much  cxcels — 

You  are  graciously  pleased  to — ask  somebody  else!” 

Here  the  noble  Grandee 
Made  that  sort  of  congée, 

Which,  as  Ilill  used  to  say,  tl  I once  happerid  fosee” 

The  great  Tndian  conjuror,  Ramo  Samee, 

Make,  while  swallovving  what  all  thought  a regular  choker, 
Viz.  a small  sword  as  long  and  as  stifP  as  a poker. 

Then  the  Count  de  Pacheco, 

Whose  turn  ’twas  to  speak,  o- 
-mitting  all  preface,  exclaim'd  with  devotion, 

“ Sire,  I beg  leave  to  seeond  Don  Lewis’s  inotion  ! 

Now  a Monarch  of  Spain 
Of  course  could  not  deign 
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To  expostulate,  argüe,  or,  much  less,  complain 
Of  an  answer  tlius  giv’n,  or  to  ask  them  again  ; 

So  he  inercly  obscrv’d,  with  an  air  of  disdain, 

“ Well,  Gentleraen, — since  you  both  shrink  from  the  tasb 
Of  advising  your  Sovereign — pray,  whoni  sliall  I ask?  " 


Eacli  felt  thc  rub. 

And  in  Spain  not  a Sub, 

Mucli  less  an  Hidalgo,  can  stomach  a snub, 

So  the  noses  of  thesc 
Castilian  Grandees 

Rise  at  once  in  an  angle  of  several  degrecs, 

Till  the  under-lip  's  almost  becoining  the  upper, 

Each  perceptibly  grows,  too,  more  stiíF  in  the  cr upper, 

Their  right  hands  rest 
On  the  left  sido  the  breast, 

While  the  hilts  of  their  svvords,  by  their  left  hands  deprest, 
Make  the  ends  of  their  scabbards  to  cock  up  behind, 

Till  they  ’re  quite  horizontal  instead  of  iuclined, 

And  Don  Lewis,  with  scarce  an  attempt  to  disguise 
The  disgust  he  experiences,  gravely  replies 
“ Sire,  ask  the  Archhishop — his  Grace  of  Toledo  ! — 

He  understands  these  things  much  better  than  we  do  ! 

— Pauca  Verba  ! — enough, 

Each  turns  off  in  a huff, 

This  twirling  his  mus  tache,  that  fingering  his  ruff, 

Like  a blue-bottle  fly  on  a rather  large  scale, 

With  a rather  large  corking-pin  stuck  tlirough  his  tail. 

* * * * 

King  Ferdinand  paces  the  royal  saloon, 

With  a moody  brow,  and  he  looks  like  a “ Spoon,” 

And  all  the  Court  Nobles,  who  form  the  ring, 

Iíave  a spooney  appearance,  of  course,  like  thc  King, 

All  of  them  eyeing  King  Ferdinand 

As  lie  goes  up  and  down,  with  his  watch  in  his  hand, 

Which  lie  claps  to  his  ear  as  he  walks  to  and  fro, — 

“ What  is  it  can  make  thc  Archhishop  so  slow  ? ” 

Hark  I — at  last  there  *s  a sound  in  the  courtyard  bclow, 

Where  the  Beefeaters  all  are  drawn  up  in  a row, — 

I would  say  the  “ Guards,”  for  in  Spain  they  ’re  in  chief  eaters 
Of  omeletien  and  garlick,  and  can’t  be  calfd  Beefeaters. 

In  fact,  of  the  few 
Individuáis  I knew 

Who  ever  had  happened  to  travel  in  Spain, 

There  has  scarce  been  a person  who  did  not  complain 
Of  their  cookery  and  dishes  as  all  bad  in  grain, 

And  no  one  I ’m  sure  will  deny  it  who  *s  tried  a 
Vile  compound  they  liave  that  ’s  called  Olla  podrida. 

(This,  by  thc  bj'e, 

’s  a mere  rhyme  to  the  eyc, 
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For  in  Spanish  the  i is  pronounoed  like  an  c.> 

And  they  Ve  not  quite  our  mode  of  pronouncing  the  d. 

Tn  Castillo,  for  ins tunee,  it  ’s  giv’n  tlirougli  the  tceth, 

And  what  we  cali  Madrid  they  sound  more  likc  Mad reethy) 
Of  course  you  will  see  in  a moraent  tlicy  ’vc  no  men 
That  at  all  correspond  with  our  Beéfeating  Yeomen ; 

So  cali  them  “ Walloons,”  or  whatever  you  please, 

By  the  rattles  and  slaps  they’re  not  “standing  at  case,’' 

But,  beyond  all  disputing, 

Engagcd  in  saluting 

Some  very  great  person  among  the  Grandees, 

And  a Gentleman  Usher  walks  in  and  declares, 

“ His  Grace  the  Arehbishop  ’s  a-coming  up-stairs  !” 

The  Most  Reverend  Don  Garcilasso  Quevcdo 
Was  just  at  tliis  time,  as  he 
Now  held  the  Primacy, 

(Always  attach’d  to  the  See  of  Toledo,) 

A man  of  great  worsliip  Officii  virtute 

Versed  in  all  that  pertains  to  a Counsellor’s  dutj , 

Well  skill’d  to  combine 
Civil  law  with  divine; 

As  a statesman,  inferior  to  nene  in  that  line ; 

As  an  orator,  too, 

He  was  equalled  by  fevv  ; 

Uniting,  in  sliort,  in  tonguc,  head-piece,  and  pen, 

The  very  great  powers  of  three  very  great  men, 

Tallcyrand, — who  will  never  drive  down  Piccadilly  more 
To  the  Traveller’s  Cluh-House  I — Charles  Phillips,  and  Phillimore. 
Not  only  at  lióme, 

But  even  at  lióme 

Tliere  was  not  a Prclatc  among  them  could  cope 
With  the  Primate  of  Spain  in  the  eyes  of  the  Pope. 

(The  Conclave  was  ful!,  and  they  ’d  not  a sparc  hat,  or  he 
’d  long  sincc  hcen  Cardinal,  Legate  a latere , 

A dignity  fairly  liis  due,  without  flattery, 

So  mucli  he  exeited  among  all  beholders 
Their  mar  ve  l to  see 
At  his  age — thirty-thrce 

Such  a very  oíd  hcad  on  such  very  young  shoulders,) 

No  wonder  the  King,  then,  in  tliis  his  distress, 

Sliould  send  for  so  sage  an  adviscr  express, 

Who,  you  ’ll  rcadily  guess, 

Could  not  do  less 

Than  start  ofF  at  once,  without  stopping  to  dress, 

In  his  liaste  to  get  Majesty  out  of  a rness. 

His  Grace  the  Arehbishop  comes  up  the  back  way, 

Set  apart  for  such  Nobles  as  have  the  entréc , 

Viz.  Grandees  of  the  first  class,  hoth  cleric  and  lay ; 

Walks  up  to  the  monarch,  and  makes  him  a bow, 

As  a digniíied  clcrgyman  always  knows  how, 

Then  replaces  the  mitre  at  once  on  his  brow ; 
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For,  in  Spain,  recollcct. 

As  a mark  of  respect 

To  the  Crown,  if  a Grandee  uncovers,  it’s  quite 
As  a matter  of  option,  and  not  one  of  right ; 

A thing  not  conceded  b y our  Royal  Masters, 

Who  always  make  Noblemen  take  oíF  their  “ castora," 
Except  the  hcirs  male 
Of  John  Lord  Kinsale, 

A stalwart  oíd  Barón,  who,  acting  as  Henchirían 
To  one  of  our  earl}f  Kings,  kill’d  a big  Frenchman  ; 

A feat  wliich  bis  Majesty  deigning  to  smile  on, 

Allow’d  him  thenceforward  to  stand  with  his  “ tile  99  on ; 
And  all  his  successors  have  kept  the  same  privilege 
Uown  from  those  barbarous  times  to  our  civil  age. 

Returning  his  bow  with  a slight  demi-bob, 

And  replacing  the  watcli  in  his  hand  in  his  fob, 
lt  My  Lord,"  said  the  King,  “ here  ’s  a rather  tough  job, 
Which  it  secms,  of  a sort  ¡s 
To  puzzle  our  Cortes , 

And  since  it  has  quite  flabbergasted  that  Diet,  I 
Look  to  your  Grace  with  no  little  anxiety 
Respecting  a point 
Which  has  quite  out  of  joint 
Put  us  all  with  respect  to  the  good  of  society  : — 

Your  Grace  is  aware 
That  we  've  not  got  an  ITeir  ; 

Now,  it  seems,  one  and  all,  tliey  don't  stick  to  declare 
That  of  all  our  advisers  there  is  not  in  Spain  one 
Can  tell,  like  your  Grace,  the  best  way  to  obtain  one ; 

So  put  your  considering  cap  on — we  're  curious 
To  learn  your  receipt  for  a Prince  of  Asturias." 

One  without  the  nice  tact 
Of  his  Grace  would  have  backt 
Out  at  once,  as  the  Noblemen  did,  and,  in  fact, 

He  was  at  the  first  rather  pozed  how  to  act — 

One  moment — no  more!  — 

Bowing  then,  as  before, 

He  said,  “ Sire,  'twere  superfluous  for  me  to  acquaint 
The  * Most  Catholic  King  ' in  the  world  that  a Saint 
Is  the  usual  resource 
In  these  cases, — of  course 

Of  their  influence  your  Majesty  well  knows  the  forcé  ; 

If  I may  be,  therefore,  allow’d  to  suggest 

The  plan  which  occurs  to  my  mind  as  the  best, 

Your  Majesty  may  go 
At  once  to  St.  Jago, 

Whom  as  Spain’s  patrón  Saint  I pick  out  from  the  rest  ¿ 
If  your  Majesty  looks 
Into  Guthrie,  or  Brooks, 

In  all  the  approved  Geographical  books 
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You  will  find  Compostella  Iaid  down  in  the  maps 
Some  two  hundred  and  sev’nty  miles  off ; and,  perhaps, 

In  a case  so  iinportant,  you  may  not  decline 
A pedestriau  excursión  to  visit  his  slirine ; 

And,  Sirc,  should  you  elioose 
To  put  peas  in  your  shoes, 

The  Saint,  as  a Gontleman,  can’t  well  refuse 
So  distinguish'd  a Pilgrim, — especially  when  he 
Considera  the  boon  will  not  cost  him  one  penny  ! ” 

Ilis  speech  ended,  his  Grace  bow\l,  and  put  on  his  mitre 
As  tight  as  before,  and  perhaps  a thought  tightor. 

“ Pooh  I pooh  I " says  the  King, 
c<  I shaíl  do  no  such  thing  ! 

It  ’s  nonsense, — Oíd  fellow — you  see — no  use  talking — 

The  peas  set  apart,  I abomínate  walking — 

Such  a deuccd  way  oíF,  too — hey  ? — walk  there — what  me  ? 
Pooh  ! — it  ’s  no  Go,  Oíd  fellow  I — you  know — don't  you  see?” 

“ Well,  Sire,”  with  much  sweetness  the  Prelatc  replied, 

“ If  your  Majesty  don’t  like  to  walk — you  can  ride  I 
And  thcn,  if  you  please, 

In  lieu  of  the  peas, 

A small  portion  of  horse-hair,  cut  fine,  we  *11  insert 
As  a substitute  under  your  Majesty’s  shirt ; 

Tlien  a rope  round  your  collar  instcad  of  a laced  band, 

A few  nettles  tuck’d  into  your  Majesty  *s  waistband, 
Assafcetida  mix’d  with  your  bonquct  and  civct, 

I 'II  warrant  you  '11  find  yourself  right  as  a trivet ! ” 

“ Pooh  ! pooh  ! 

I tell  you” 

Quoth  the  King,  “ it  won't  do  ! ” 

A coid  perspiration  began  to  bcdew 

Ilis  Majesty 's  clieek,  and  he  grew  in  a stew, 

Wlicn  Joze  de  Humcz,  the  King's  privy-purse-keeper 
(Many  folies  thought  it  could  scarcc  have  a worse  keeper) 
Carne  to  the  reseñe,  and  said  with  a smile, 

“ Sirc,  your  Majesty  carít.  go — ’twould  take  a long  while, 

And  you  won't  post  it  under  two  siiillings  a mile!  ! 
Twenty-seven  pounds  ten 
To  get  there — and  then 

Twent}r-seven  pounds  ten  more  to  get  back  agen  ! ! ! 

Sire,  the  totüú *8  enormous  ! — you  ought  to  be  King 
Of  Golconda  as  well  as  the  Indies,  to  fling 
Such  a vast  sum  away  upon  any  such  thing  !” 

At  this  second  rebuíf 
The  Archbishop  look’d  gruff> 

And  his  eye  glanced  on  Humez  as  if  he  'd  said  “ Stuff'!  ”■ 

But  seeing  the  King  seem'd  himself  in  a huff. 

He  changed  his  demeanour,  and  grew  smooth  enough, 

Then,  taking  his  chin  'twixt  his  finger  and  tliumb. 

As  a help  to  rcflection,  gave  vent  to  a “ Hum  ! M 
VOL.  X.  2 E 
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’Twas  tlie  pause  of  an  instan t — liis  eye  assumed  fast 
That  expression  which  says,  “ Come,  I ’ve  got  it  at  last ! ” 

“ Tliere  's  one  plan,”  he  resumed,  “ which,  with  all  due  respect  to 
Your  Majesty,  no  one,  I think,  can  object  to — 

— Since  your  Majesty  don't  like  tlie  peas  in  the  shoe — or  to 
Travel — what  say  you  to  burning  a Jew  or  two? — 

Of  all  cookeries,  most 
The  Saints  love  a roast ! 

And  a Jew  's,  of  all  others,  the  best  dish  to  toast ; 

And  then  for  a Cook 
We  have  not  far  to  look — 

Father  Dominic’s  self,  Sire,  your  own  Grand  Inquisitor, 

Luckily  now  at  your  Court  is  a visitor ; 

Of  his  RcvYence’s  functions  there  is  not  one  weightier 
Than  Heretic-burning — in  fact,  ’tis  his  métier . 

Resides  Alguazils 
Who  still  follow  his  heels, 

He  has  always  familiars  enough  at  his  beck,  at  lióme, 

To  pick  you  up  Hebrews  enough  for  a hecatomb  1 
And  depend  on  it,  Sire,  sucli  a glorious  specific 
Would  make  every  Queen  throughout  Europe  prolific!  ” 

Says  the  King,  “ That  *11  do ! 

Pooh  ! pooh  ! — buril  a Jew  ? 

Burn  half  a score  Jevvs — burn  a dozen — burn  two — 

Your  Grace,  it’s  a match  ! 

Burn  all  you  can  catch, 

Men,  womcn,  and  children — Pooh  I pooh  1 — great  and  small — 
Oíd  clothes — slippers — sealing-wax — Pooh  ! — burn  them  all. 

For  once  we  ’ll  be  gay, 

A Grand  Auto-dci-Fé 

Is  txiuch  better  fun  than  a hall  or  a play  I” 

So  the  warrant  was  made  out  without  more  delay, 

Drawn,  seafd,  and  deliver’d,  and 

igned) 

YO  EL  REI 

END  OF  CANTO  I. 


POPULAR  ADMIRATION  FOR  GREAT  TIIIEVES. 

BY  CHARLES  JVIACKAY. 

Whether  it  be  that  the  multitude,  feeling  the  pangs  of  poverty, 
sympathise  with  the  daring  aiul  ingenious  depredators  who  take  away 
the  ricli  man's  superfluity,  or  whether  it  be  the  interest  that  mankind 
in  general  feel  for  the  records  of  perilous  adven  tur  es,  it  is  certnin  that 
the  populace  of  all  countries  look  with  admiration  upon  great  and  suc- 
cessful  thieves.  Perhaps  both  these  causes  combine  to  invest  tlieir 
career  with  cliarms  in  the  popular  eye.  Alniost  every  country  m 
Europe  has  its  traditional  thief*  wliose  exploits  are  recorded  with  all 
the  graces  of  poetry. 
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Among  these  traditional  tliieves  the  most  noted  ¡n  England,  or  per- 
haps  in  any  country,  is  Robín  Hood,  a ñame  which  popular  aftection  lias 
encircled  with  a peculiar  halo.  “ lie  robbed  the  rich  to  give  to  the 
poor and  his  reward  has  been  an  immortality  of  fame,  a tithe  of 
which  would  be  thought  more  than  suílicient  to  recompense  a benefac- 
tor of  his  species.  Romance  and  poetry  liave  been  exnulous  to  make 
him  all  their  own ; and  the  forest  of  Sherwood,  in  which  he  roamed 
with  his  merry  men,  armed  with  their  long  bows,  and  ciad  in  Lincoln 
green,  has  become  the  resort  of  pilgrims,  and  a classic  spot  sacred  to  his 
memory.  The  few  virtues  he  liad,  which  would  have  ensured  him  no 

Iiraiseif  he  liad  been  an  honest  man,  have  been  blazoned  forth  by  popu- 
ar  renown  during  seven  successive  centuries,  and  will  never  be  forgotten 
while  the  English  tongue  endures.  His  charity  to  the  poor,  and  his 
gallantry  and  respect  for  women,  have  made  him  the  pre-eminent  thief 
of  all  the  world. 

Among  English  tliieves  of  a lat.er  date,  wlio  has  not  heard  of  Olaude 
Duval,  Dick  Turpin,  Jonathan  Wild,  and  Jack  Slieppard,  tliose  kniglits 
of  the  road  and  of  the  town,  wliose  peculiar  chivalry  formed  at  once  the 
dread  and  the  delight  of  England  during  the  eighteenth  century  ? 
Turpin’s  fame  is  unknown  to  no  portion  of  the  male  population  of  Eng- 
land after  they  have  attained  the  age  of  ten.  Ilis  wondrous  ride  from 
London  to  York  lias  endeared  him  to  the  imagination  of  millions ; his 
cruelty  in  placing  an  oíd  woman  apon  a fire,  to  forcé  her  to  tell  him 
wliere  she  liad  hidden  her  money,  is  regarded  as  a good  joke ; and  his 
prond  bearing  upon  the  scatfbld  is  looked  upon  as  a virtuous  action.  The 
Abbé  le  Blanc,  writing  in  1737>  says  he  was  continually  entertained 
with  stories  of  Turpin — how,  when  he  robbed  gentlemen,  he  would  ge- 
nerously  leave  them  enough  to  continué  their  journey,  and  exact  a 
pledge  from  them  never  toinform  against  him,  and  how  scrupulous  sucli 
gentlemen  were  in  Iceeping  their  word.  He  was  one  day  told  a story 
with  which  the  relater  was  in  the  highest  degree  delighted.  Turpin, 
or  some  otlier  noted  robber,  stopped  a man  whom  he  knew  to  be  very 
rich,  with  the  usual  salutation  — “ Your  money  or  your  life ! ” but  not 
finding  more  than  íive  or  six  guineas  about  him,  he  took  the  liberty  of 
entreating  him,  in  the  most  affable  manner,  never  to  come  out  so  ill 
provided  ; adding  that,  if  he  fell  in  with  him,  and  he  liad  no  more  than 
such  a paltrv  sum,  he  would  give  him  a good  licking.  Another  story, 
told  by  one  of  Turpin’s  admirers,  was  of  a robbery  lie  liad  committed 
upon  a Mr.  C.  near  Cambridge.  He  took  from  this  gentleman  his 
watch,  his  snutf-box,  and  all  his  money  but  two  shillings,  and,  before 
he  left  him,  required  his  word  of  hononr  that  he  would  not  canse  him 
to  be  pursued  or  brought  before  a justice.  The  promise  heing  given, 
they  botli  parted  very  courteously.  They  afterwards  met  at  New- 
murket,  and  renewed  their  acquaintance.  Mr.  C.  kept  his  word  reli- 
giously;  he  not  only  refrained  from  giving  Turpin  into  custody,  but 
made  a boast  that  he  had  fairly  won  some  of  his  money  back  ngain  in 
an  honest  way.  Turpin  oíFered  to  bet  with  him  on  some  favourite 
liorse,  and  Mr.  C.  accepted  the  wager  with  as  good  a grace  as  he  could 
have  done  from  the  best  gentlemun  in  England.  Turpin  lost  his  bet, 
and  paid  it  immediately,  and  was  so  smitten  with  the  generous  behavi- 
our  of  Mr.  C.  that  he  told  him  howdeeply  he  regretted  that  the  trifling 
alfair  which  had  happened  betw'een  them  did  not  permit  them  to  drink 
together. 

Not  less  familiar  to  the  people  of  England  is  the  career  of  Jack 
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Sheppard,  as  brutal  a rullian  as  ever  disgraced  liis  country,  but  who  has 
claims  upon  the  popular  admiration  which  are  very  generally  acknow- 
ledged.  He  did  not,  like  Robín  Hood,  plunder  tlie  ricli  to  relieve  the 
poor,  nor  rob  witli  an  uncouth  sort  of  courtesy,  like  Turpin ; but  he 
escaped  from  Newgate  with  the  fetters  on  liis  limbs.  This  achieve- 
ment,  more  thau  once  repeated,  has  encircled  his  felón  brow  with  the 
wreath  of  immortality,  and  made  liim  quite  a pattern  thief  among  the 
populace.  He  was  no  more  than  twenty-three  years  of  age  at  the  time 
of  his  execution,  and  he  died  rnuch  pitied  by  the  crowd.  His  adven- 
tures  were  the  solé  topics  of  conversation  for  months ; the  print-shops 
were  iilled  with  his  eifigies,  and  a fine  painting  of  him  was  made  by 
Sir  Richard  Thornhill. 

So  high  was  Jack's  fame  tliat  a pantomime  entertainment,  called 
<c  Harlequin  Jack  Sheppard,”  was  brought  out  with  great  success  at 
Drury  Lañe  Theatre.  All  the  scenes  were  painted  from  nature,  in- 
cluding  the  public-house  that  the  robber  frequented  in  Clare  JVIarket, 
and  the  condemned  cell  from  wliich  he  had  made  his  escape  in  New- 
gate. 

But,  popular  as  the  ñame  of  Jack  Sheppard  was  immediately  after 
he  had  suftered  the  last  penalty  of  his  crimes,  it  was  as  nothing  com- 
pared to  the  vast  renown  whicli  lie  has  acquired  in  tliese  days,  after 
the  lapse  of  a century  and  a quarter.  Jack  Sheppard,  faintly  praised 
in  his  own  day,  shines  out  in  ours  the  liero  of  heroes,  pre-eminent 
above  all  his  fellows.  Thornhill  made  but  one  picture  of  the  illustri- 
ous  robber,  but  Cruikshank  has  made  dozens,  and  the  populace  of  Eng- 
land  llave  nowbecome  as  familiar  with  Jack’s  features  as  they  are  with 
their  own.  Jack  is  the  liero  of  three  goodly  volumes,  and  the  delight 
of  the  circulating  libraries;  and  the  theatres  llave  been  smitten  with 
the  universal  enthusiasm.  Jack's  story  has  been  reproduced  in  the 
simpe  of  drama,  melodrama,  and  farce,  at  lmlf  a dozen  places  of  enter- 
tainment at  once.  Never  was  such  a display  of  popular  regard  for 
a liero  as  was  exhibited  in  liondon  in  1840  for  the  renowncd  Jack 
Sheppard  : robbery  acquired  additional  lustre  in  the  popular  eye,  and 
not  only  Englislimen,  but  foreigners,  caught  the  contagión  ; and  one  of 
the  latter,  fired  by  the  example,  robbed  and  murdercd  a venerable  and 
too-confiding  nobleman,  wliom  it  was  his  especial  duty  to  liave  protect- 
ed.  But  he  was  a coward  and  a wretcli ; — it  was  a solitary  crime  — 
he  had  not  made  a daring  escape  from  dungeon  walls,  or  ridden  from 
London  to  York, — and  he  died  amid  the  execrations  of  the  people. 

Joiiatlian  Wild,  whose  ñame  has  been  immortalised  by  Ficlding,  was 
no  favourite  with  the  people.  He  had  none  of  tlie  virtues,  wliich,  com- 
bined  with  crimes,  make  up  the  character  of  the  great  thief.  He  was 
a pitiful  Jfellow,  who  informed  against  his  comrades,  and  was  afraid  of 
deatli.  This  meanness  was  not  to  be  forgiven  by  tiie  crowd,  and  they 
pelted  him  with  dirt  and  stones  on  his  wav  to  Tyburn,  and  expressed 
their  contempt  by  every  possible  means.  How  diíferent  was  their  con- 
duct  to  Turpin  and  Jack  Sheppard,  who*  died  in  their  neatest  attire, 
with  nosegays  in  their  button-holes,  and  with  the  courage  that  a crowd 
expects  ! It  was  anticipated  that  the  body  of  Turpin  would  liave  been 
delivered  up  to  the  surgeons  for  dissection,  and  the  people  seeing  some 
men  very  busily  employed  in  removing  it,  snddenly  set  upon  them, 
rescued  the  body,  bore  it  about  the  town  in  triumph,  and  tlien  buried  it 
in  a very  deep  grave,  filled  with  quick-lime,  to  basten  the  progress  of 
decomposition.  They  would  not  suffer  the  corpse  of  their  liero,  of  the 
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man  wlio  bad  íiddcn  from  London  to  York  in  four-and-twenty  hotirs,  to 
be  mangled  by  tbe  rude  bands  of  unmannerly  surgeons. 

The  dea th  of  Claude  Duval  would  appear  to  llave  Leen  no  less  tri- 
umphant.  Claude  was  a gentlemanly  thicf.  According  to  Butler,  in 
tbe  famous  ode  to  bis  memory,  be 

“ Taugbt  the  wild  Araba  of  the  road 
To  10b  in  a more  gentle  mode; 

Take  prizes  more  obligingly  than  those 
Who  never  liad  been  bred  jilous; 

And  how  to  hang  in  a more  graceful  fashion 

Than  e’er  was  knovvn  before  to  the  dull  English  natiou.** 

In  fact,  be  was  tbe  pink  of  politeness,  and  bis  gallantry  to  tbe  fair  sex 
was  proverbial.  Wben  be  was  caught  at  last,  peni  in  “ stone  walls 
and  chains  and  iron  grates/’  — tbeir  grief  was  in  proportion  to  bis  rare 
rnerits  and  bis  great  fame.  Butler  says>  tliat  to  bis  dungeon 

ÍC carne  ladies  from  all  parts, 

To  ofler  up  cióse  prisoners  their  hearts, 

Which  be  received  as  tribute  due.” 

Among  tbe  noted  thieves  of  France,  tbere  is  none  to  compare  witb 
tbe  famous  Aimerigot  Tétenoire,  wbo  Hourished  in  tbe  reign  of  Charles 
VI.  This  fellow  was  at  tlic  head  of  four  or  five  bundred  men,  and  pos- 
sessed  two  very  strong  castles  in  Limousin  and  Auvergne.  Tbere  was 
a good  deal  of  tbe  feudal  barón  about  hiin,  althougli  be  possessed  no  re- 
veíales but  sucli  as  the  road  afforded  bim.  At  bis  death  he  left  a sin- 
gular will.  “ I give  and  bequeath/*  said  tbe  robber,  “ 1500  frailes  to 
St.  Gcorge's  Cliapel,  for  sucli  repairs  as  it  may  need.  To  my  sweet 
girl,  wbo  so  loyally  loved  me,  I give  2500 ; and  tbe  surplus  I give  to 
my  companions.  I liope  tliey  will  all  live  as  brotliers,  and  divide  it 
amicably  among  tbern.  If  they  cannot  agree,  and  tbe  devil  of  conten- 
tion  gets  among  tliem,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine ; and  I advise  tliem  to  get 
a good  strong,  sbarp  axe,  and  break  open  my  strong  box.  Let  them 
scramble  for  wliat  it  contains,  and  the  Devil  seize  the  hindmost.”  Tbe 
people  of  Auvergne  still  recount  witb  adiniration  tbe  daring  feats  of 
this  brigand. 

Of  later  years,  tbe  Frencli  thieves  have  been  such  unmitigated  scoun- 
drels  as  to  liave  left  but  little  room  for  popular  admiration.  Tbe  famous 
Cartoucbe,  wbose  ñame  has  become  synonymous  witb  ruflian  in  tbeir 
language,  bad  none  of  tbe  generosity,  courtesy,  and  devoted  bravery 
which  are  so  requisito  to  malte  a robber-bero.  lie  was  born  at  Paris, 
towards  tbe  eiul  of  tbe  seventeentli  century,  and  broken  alive  on  the 
wlieel  in  November  1727*  He  was,  liowevcr,  suflicicntly  popular  to 
liave  been  pitied  at  liis  death,  and  afterwards  to  have  formed  tbe  sub- 
ject  of  a much-admired  drama,  which  bore  bis  líame,  and  was  played 
witli  great  success  in  all  tbe  tbeatres  of  France  during  tbe  years  17^34, 
5,  and  (>.  In  our  own  day  tbe  Frencli  have  been  more  fortúnate  in  a 
robber.  Vidocq  bids  fair  to  rival  tbe  fame  of  Turpin  and  Jack  Shep- 
pard.  Already  he  has  become  tbe  liero  of  many  an  apocryphal  tale. 

Germany  lias  its  Schinderhannes,  Ilungary  its  Scbubry,  and  Italy 
and  Spnin  a wliole  liost  of  brigán ds,  wbose  ñames  and  exploits  are 
familiar  as  bousehold  words  in  the  moutlis  of  the  children  and  populace 
of  tliusc  countries. 

The  Italian  banditti  are  renowned  over  the  world  ; and  many  of 
tliem  are  not  only  very  religious,  after  a fashion,  but  very  charitable. 
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Clmrity  froin  such  a source  is  so  unexpected,  that  tlie  people  dote  upon 
them  for  it.  One  of  them,  when  he  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  pólice, 
exclaimed  as  they  led  him  away,  “ Ho  fatto  piü  carita ! ” — “I  have 
given  away  more  in  charity  than  any  three  convents  in  these  provinees.” 
And  the  fellow  spoke  truth. 

Schinderhannes,  the  robber  of  the  Rhine,  is  a great  favourite  on  the 
banks  of  the  river  which  he  so  long  kept  in,  awe.  Many  amusing  sto- 
ries  are  related  by  the  peasantry  of  the  tricks  he  played  oif  upon  rich 
Jews,  or  too-presuming  ollieers  of  justiee,  — of  his  princely  generosity, 
and  undaunted  courage. 

There  is  another  robber-hero,  of  whose  character  and  exploits  the 
people  of  Germany  speak  admiringly.  Mausch  Nadel  was  captain  of 
a considerable  band  that  infested  the  Rhine,  Switzerlancl,  Alsatia,  and 
Lorraine,  during  the  years  1824,  5,  and  G.  Like  Jack  Sheppard,  he 
endeared  himself  to  the  populace  hy  his  most  hazardous  escape  from 
prison.  Being  coníined  at  Bremen  in  a dungeon,  on  the  tliird  story  of 
the  prison  of  that  town,  he  contri  ved  to  let  himself  down  without  ex- 
citing  the  vigilance  of  the  sentinels,  and  to  swim  across  the  Weser, 
tliough  lieavily  luden  with  irons.  When  about  lialf  way  over,  he  was 
espied  by  a sentinel,  who  fired  at  him,  and  shot  him  in  the  calf  of  the 
leg ; but  the  undaunted  robber  struck  out  manfully,  reached  the  shore, 
and  was  out  of  sight  before  the  ollieers  of  justice  could  get  ready  their 
boats  to  follow  him.  He  was  captnred  again  in  1826,  tried  at  May- 
ence,  and  sentenced  to  death.  He  was  a tall,  stroug,  handsome  man, 
and  his  fate,  villain  as  he  was,  excited  mucli  sympathy  all  over  Ger- 
many.  The  ladies  especially  were  loud  in  their  regret  that  nothiiig 
could  be  done  to  save  a hcro  so  good-looking,  and  of  adventures  so 
romantic,  from  the  knife  of  the  headsman. 

The  theatre  has  frequently  recurred  to  the  annals  of  thieves  and 
banditti  for  its  most  favourite  heroes.  These  theatrical  robbers, 
with  their  picturesque  attire,  wild  haunts,  jollv,  reckless,  devil-may- 
care  manners,  take  a wonderful  liold  upon  the  imagination,  and  ex- 
ercise  a very  pernicious  inlluence  upon  public  moráis.  In  the 
Memoirs  of  the  Duke  of  Guise  * it  is  stated,  that  the  manners, 
dress,  and  mode  of  life  of  the  Neapolitan  banditti  were  rendered  so 
captivating  upon  the  stage,  that  the  authorities  found  it  absolutely 
necessary  to  forbid  the  representation  of  dramas  in  which  they  íigured, 
and  even  to  prohibí t their  costume  at  the  masquerades.  So  numerous 
were  the  banditti  at  this  time,  that  the  Duke  found  no  ditliculty  in 
raising  un  army  of  them,  to  aid  him  in  his  endcavours  to  seizc  on  the 
throne  of  Na))les.  He  tlius  describes  them  : “ They  were  tliree  thou- 
sand  live  liundred  men,  ofwliom  the  oldest  carne  short  of  live  and  forty 
years,  and  the  youngest  was  above  twenty.  They  were  all  tall  and  well 
made,  with  long  black  liair,  for  the  most  |)art  curled,  coats  of  blaek 
Spahish  leatlier,  with  slceves  of  velvet,  or  clotli  of  gold,  clotli  breeclies 
Avith  gold  lace,  most  of  them  scarlet ; girdles  of  velvet,  laced  with  gold, 
with  two  pistols  on  each  side ; a eutlass  hanging  at  a belt,  suitably 
trimmed,  tliree  fingers  líroad  and  two  feet  long  ; a hawking-bag  at  their 
girdle,  and  a powder-ílask  hung  about  their  ueck  with  a great  silk 
riband.  Some  of  them  carried  firelocks,  and  otliers  blunderbusses ; 
they  liad  all  good  shoes,  with  silk  stockings,  and  every  one  a cap  of 
clotli  of  gold,  or  clotli  of  sil  ver,  of  diífercut  colours,  on  his  lieud,  which 
ivas  very  delightful  to  the  eye/* 

* Upon  the  Revolution  of  Naples  in  1G17  and  1G  Í8. 
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The  “ Beggars*  Opera''  is  another  iustance  of  the  aduiiration  that 
thieves  excite  upon  the  stage.  Of  the  extraordinary  success  of  tliis 
piece  when  first  produced,  the  following  account  is  given  in  the  notes 
to  <fThe  Duhciad,"  and  quoted  by  Johnson  in  liis  Lives  of  the 
Poets."  This  piece  was  received  with  greater  applause  than  was  ever 
known.  Besides  being  acted  in  London  sixty-three  days  without  in- 
terruption,  and  renewed  the  next  season  with  equal  applause,  it  spread 
into  all  the  great  towus  of  England  ; was  played  in  many  places  to  the 
thirtieth  and  fortieth  time ; at  Batli  and  Bristol,  &e.  fifty.  It  mude 
its  progress  into  Wales,  Scotland,  and  Ireland,  where  it  was  performed 
twenty-four  days  successively.  The  ladies  earried  about  with  tliem 
the  favourite  songs  of  it  in  fans,  and  houses  were  ftirnished  with  it  in 
screens.  The  fume  of  it  was  not  confined  to  the  author  only.  The 
persou  who  acted  Poily,  till  then  obscuro,  became  all  at  once  the  favour- 
ite of  the  town  ;*  lier  pictures  were  engraved  and  sold  in  great  num- 
bers  ; her  life  written,  books  of  letters  and  verses  to  her  published, 
and  pamphlets  made  even  of  her  sayings  and  jests.  Furthermore,  it 
drove  out  of  England,  for  that  season,  the  Italian  Opera,  which  liad 
earried  all  before  it  for  ten  years.”  Dr.  Johnson,  in  his  Life  of  the 
Author,  says,  that  Herring,  afterwards  Archbishop  of  Cauterbury,  cen- 
sured  the  opera,  as  giving  encouragement,  not  only  to  vice,  but  to 
crimes,  by  making  the  higlnvayman  the  liero,  and  dismissing  liim  at 
last  unpunished  ; and  adds,  that  it  was  even  said,  that  after  the  exhi- 
bition  the  gangs  of  robbers  were  evidently  multiplied.  The  Doctor 
doubts  the  assertion,  giving  as  his  reason  that  highwavmen  and  liouse- 
breakers  seldoin  frequent  the  playhouse.  But  there  is  the  weighty 
authority  of  Sir  John  Fielding,  the  chief  magistrate  of  Bow  Street, 
who  asserted  positively,  and  proved  his  assertion  by  the  records  of  his 
office,  that  the  number  of  thieves  was  greatly  increased  at  the  time 
when  that  opera  was  so  popular. 

We  have  another  iustance  of  the  same  result  much  nearer  our  own 
times.  Schiller’s  “ Raüber,”  that  wonderful  play,  written  by  a green 
youth,  perverted  the  taste  and  imagination  of  all  the  young  men  in 
Germany.  The  liigh-minded,  metaphysical  thief,  its  hero,  was  so 
warmly  admired,  that  several  raw  students,  longing  to  imítate  a clia- 
racter  they  thought  so  noble,  actually  abandoned  their  homes  and  tlieir 
eolleges,  and  betook  themselves  to  the  forests  and  wilds  to  levy  contri- 
butions  upon  travellers.  They  thought  they  would,  like  Moor,  plunder 
the  rich,  and  deliver  eloquent  soliloquies  to  the  setting  sun  or  the 
rising  moon  ; relieve  the  poor  when  they  uiet  them,  and  drink  flasks  of 
Khenish  with  their  free  eompunions  in  rugged  mountain  passes,  or  in 
tents  in  the  tliicknesses  of  the  forests.  But  a little  experierice  won- 
derfully  cooled  their  courage,  in  the  simpe  of  three  months  imprison- 
ment,  with  bread  and  water  for  their  fare,  and  damp  straw  to  lie  upon. 

In  the  penny  theatres  that  ahound  in  the  poor  and  populous  distriets 
of  London,  chieíly  frequented  by  striplings  of  dissolute  habits,  tales 
of  thieves  and  murderers  are  more  admired,  and  draw  more  crowded 
nudiences,  than  any  other  species  of  representation.  There  the  foot- 
pad,  the  burglar,  and  the  higlnvayman,  are  portrayed  in  their  natural 
colours,  and  give  pleasant  lessons  in  erime  to  their  delighted  listeners. 
There,  whenever  a crime  of  unusual  atrocity  is  committed,  it  isbrought 
out  afresh,  with  all  its  disgusting  incidents  copied  from  the  life,  for 
the  amuscuieut  of  tliose  who  will  one  day  become  its  imitators. 

' La  vi  n ¡a  Fonton,  afterwards  Duchühs  of  Bolton. 
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A MYSTERY.* 

11 Y ISAJBELLA  F.  KOXUER. 
l<  She  was  falso  as  water ! ” — Olliello. 


1’AllT  TIIE  FIRST. 

“ L'uno  di  servitü,  l’altro  d’impero 
Si  gloria  ; ella  in  se  stessa,  ed  egli  in  Id.” — Tasso. 

It  was  a Septcmbcr  niglit,  soft,  fragrant,  and  starliglit, — onc  of 
those  delicious  nights  peculiar  to  Italian  skies,  which  the  inhabitants 
oí*  ruder  dimes  vainly  sigh  to  behold, — when  to  breathe  the  puré  at- 
mospherc,  and  to  gazc  upon  tile  transparent  firmanent  is,  in  itself,  a 
joy  too  deep  for  words ; and  the  soul  lifts  itself  in  silent  thanksgiv- 
íng  to  the  God  who  made  so  fair  a world  ! There  was  no  moon ; 
yet  a dying  glory,  the  last  trace  of  departed  day,  lingered  in  theclear 
heavens,  and  shed  its  magic  colouring  upon  the  gardens  of  Pratolino, 
(that  gem  of  the  Apennines,  the  regal  ' villa  of  the  Medid,)  investing 
with  a soft,  shadowy  beauty  the  glades  and  fountains,  thegroves  and 
lawns,  the  dim  grottoes  and  bright  translucent  lakes,  with  which  the 
taste  and  magniíicence  of  the  reigning  Duke,  Francesco  de  JMedici, 
liad  embellished  that  Eden-like  retreat.  All  was  silence  ; the  mur- 
murs  of  the  waters  were  hushed;  the  leaves  stirred  not  in  that 
breathless  calm ; the  very  air  sceincd  to  sleep  ! A stranger,  wrap- 
ped  in  a dark-brown  mantle,  was  the  only  living  accompaniment  to 
the  scene ; liis  features  were  concealed  beneatli  tlie  flap  of  a large 
hat,  and  he  was  seated  at  the  base  of  a statue  of  Pan,  which  was 
placed  under  the  slielter  of  a clustering  mass  of  myrtles,  and  over- 
shadowcd  by  two  wceping  willows,  wliose  graceful  branches  kissed 
the  velvet  turf  beneath,  and  fell  like  a verdant  tent  around  him.  As 
he  sat  in  breathless  expectation,  mute  and  motionless  as  the  statue 
at  wliose  pedestal  he  reclined,  the  beatings  of  his  heart  became  audi- 
ble in  the  deep,  pervading  stillness  that  reigned  around.  And  who 
was  he,  that  muffled  stranger?  What  mysterious  hand  had  opened 
to  him  at  the  “ witching  ” hour  of  nigfrt  the  gates  of  that  prohibited 
retreat?  How  had  he  contrived  to  elude  the  vigilance  of  its  watch- 
ful  guardians  ? “ What  business  had  he  there  at  such  a time  ? ** 

Guido  Razzi  was  the  younger  son  of  a rich  and  noble  Genoese 
family.  Nature  had  lavished  upon  him  ‘*the  fatal  gift  of  beauty," 
and  the  perliaps  still  more  fatal  one  of  deep  sensibility ; to  these 
were  added  a powerful  intellect  and  rare  talents,  tlic  soul  of  a poet, 
the  enthusiasm  ofan  artist,  and  that  ardour  of  mincl  which  led  him 
to  treat  whatever  occupation  interested  him,  less  as  a pastime  than  a 
passionate  and  engrossing  pursuit.  In  earlier  ages,  when  the  red- 
cross  banrier  waved  triumphant  over  the  seas,  and  the  glory  of 
Genoa,  and  the  deeds  of  her  sons,  had  spread  her  dominión  from 
west  to  east,  the  youthful  Guido's  aspirations  would  perhaps  llave 
raised  him  to  the  ranks  of  her  most  distinguished  warriors  ; like  his 
íbrefathers,  he  would  llave  become  a hero ; he  would  llave  made 
glory  his  idol,  and,  spurning  all  meaner  ambition,  would  have  wor- 
shipped  at  no  shrine  less  dazzling ; but  lie  had  fallen  upon  other 
times,  when  all  that  remained  to  his  country  was  the  light  of  the 
past ; the  dreary  Jtiimus , which  leaves  to  nations  as  well  as  to  indi- 

* Tliis  story  is  derived  from  an  Italian  Chronicle. 
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viduals  nothing  but  the  sterile  and  melancholy  pleasures  of  retro- 
spection  í 

His  ardent  spirit,  chafing  under  the  inactivity  to  which  circum- 
stanccs  liad  doomed  him,  “ cabined,  cribbed,  conuned,”  by  the  indo- 
lent  monotony  of  his  existence  in  his  father’s  house,  sought  for  in- 
demnification  in  the  fairy-land  of  Imagination,  and  devoted  its  ener- 
gies  to  the  worship  of  the  Muses,,  and  the  eultivation  of  the  fine  arts. 
He  quitted  Genoa,  and  wandered  through  Italy.  Rome  beheld  the 
young  stranger  witliin  her  walls,  feeding  the  sacred  fíame  of  genius 
from  those  puré  sources  atwhich  the  minds  of  Kaphael  and  Michael 
Angelo  liad  kindled  into  immortal  lustre.  The  shores  of  Pausilippo 
and  of  Mergellina  liad  echoed  to  the  accents  of  his  voiee,  as  (t  dazzled 
and  drunk  with  beauty,”  he  lingered  in  that  enchanting  clime,  and 
caught  poetical  inspiration  from  the  aspect  of  Nature  in  her  most  se- 
ducing  forra.  lie  had  stood  by  the  tombs  of  Virgil  and  of  Sannaz- 
zaro ; had  meditated  over  the  marble  that  endoses  the  dust  of  Dante ; 
gazed  with  pitying  eyes  upon  the  walls  of  St.  Anna,  in  whose 
gloomy  cell  the  gifted  Torquato  was  then  exniating  the  involuntary 
crime  of  having  believed  that  a princess  miglit  be  “ a love-mate  for 
a bard  ! " lingered  amidst  the  Euganean  hills,  near  that  quiet  hamlet 
where  the  bones  of  Laura* s lover  repose ; and  visited  every  spot 
which  had  been  sanctified  to  the  memory  of  man  by  the  presence 
and  the  suíTerings  of  genius.  And  applause  and  renown  had  follow- 
ed  the  footsteps  of  the  youthful  Guido  in  his  pilgrimage ; and  the 
poet's  wreath  had  bound  his  brows  ut  the  Capítol ! But  this  was 
not  enough  to  satisfy  the  cravings  of  his  soul ; it  yearned  for  a hap- 
piness  still  untasted  ; it  aspired  to  triumphs,  in  which  his  heart 
might  lose  a sense  of  its  loneliness.  There  wras  an  aching  void 
within,  which  nothing  yet  had  filled  ; what  w'ere  the  applauses  of 
the  multitude  to  him,  since  no  fond  heart  echoed  them,  and  beat  re- 
sponsivo to  his  own  ? In  this  vague  and  dreamy  State  of  melancholy, 
which,  like  the  still,  sultry  gloom  that  precedes  the  tempest,  is  often 
the  precursor  of  some  devastating  hcarUquakc,  lie  rcached  Florence, 
then  jflourisliing  under  the  government  of  that  famous  race  of  nier- 
chant  princes,  the  blood-stained  Medici,  whose  liberal  protection  of 
the  fine  arts,  and  unceasing  efibrts  to  render  their  fair  capital  the 
seat  of  learning  and  refinement,  have  not  dazzled  succeeding  ages  into 
blind  forgetfulness  of  their  many  crimes,  or  sufiieed  to  redeem  their 
memory  from  the  moral  leprosy  that  clings  to  it. 

During  one  of  the  excursions  in  which  Guido  loved  to  indulge  in 
the  lovely  environs  of  Florence,  with  no  companion  save  his  “ thick- 
coming  íancies,,'  he  wandered  to  the  domain  of  Pratolino,  and,  en- 
chanted  by  the  beauty  of  the  scene,  he  flung  liimself  upon  the  grass, 
and  dreamed  the  golden  hours  away,  lulled  by  the  murmurs  of  its 
water  ful  Is,  and  shaded  by  its  magnificent  trees.  With  his  eye  fixed 
upon  the  colossal  Apennine,  whose  bold  and  rugged  outline  sliowed 
in  strong  relief  against  the  bright  blue  sky,  and  towered  above  the 
voluptuous  bowers  that  sheltered  him,  calm,  majestic,  and  severe, 
like  the  monarch  of  the  fair  domain,  he  admired  the  beautiful  eflects 
of  liglit  and  shade,  the  magical  changes  of  colouring  produced  by  the 
gradual  transition  from  noonday  splendour  to  the  more  subdued 
glories  of  sunset ; and,  determined  to  perpetúate  his  observations,  he 
returned  thither  more  than  once,  and  busied  himself  in  transmitting 
to  canvass  the  ficeting  hues  that  had  enchantcd  liim. 
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One  day,  Avhile  he  was  thus  eraployed,  and  that  he  had  embodied 
in  the  foreground  of  his  picture  one  of  his  dreams  of  beauty  in  the 
form  of  a naiád  rising  from  her  fountain,  and  wringing  in  graceful 
disorder  the  long  meshes  of  her  streaming  huir,  the  sound  of  foot- 
steps  approaching  eaused  him  to  look  up,  and  he  beheld,  issuing 
lrom  a grove  of  platanus  trees,  a female  figure,  wrapped  in  a light 
zcndudu , her  heacl  covered  Avith  aveil  so  transparent,  that,  like  athin 
vapour  fioating  across  the  disk  of  a briglit  star,  it  shaded  but  could 
not  conceal  her  beauty.  She  approached  witli  sIoav  steps,  her  eyes 
bent  u poli  the  grouiiií,  and  apparently  quite  uneonscious  of  Guido's 
vicinity.  Beáutiful  she  was,  even  beyond  all  that  his  glowing  ima- 
gination  had  ever  depicted  to  him  of  female  loveliness ; her  move- 
ments  were  all  grace,  her  coüntenance  all  harmony ; and  so  ethereal 
and  dream-like  was  her  appearance  that  scarcely  could  he  believe  it 
was  a “ mortal  mixture  of  earth’s  mould  *’  that  moved  before  him. 
Motionless,  and  absorbed  in  the  delight  of  beholding  her,  Guido  fol- 
lowed  witli  his  eyes  the  fair  visión  as  she  slowly  pursued  the  Avind- 
ings  of  the  avenue  ^ and  wlien  at  last  she  disappeared,  he  felt  like 
one  from  whóm  the  light  of  the  sun  had  suddenlv  been  withdrawn. 
The  naiad  remained  untouched, — the  pencil  fell  from  his  hand, — his 
oecupation  was  gone ! and  his  heart,  soul,  and  thonghts,  ravished  by 
the  enchanting  apparition  he  had  just  beheld,  hovered  eagerly  to- 
Avards  the  spot  Avhere  she  had  vanished.  In  vain,  hoAvever,  Avhen  he 
decided  upon  folloAving  her,  did  he  Avander  through  the  Avoods  and 
labyrinths  of  Pratolino, — in  vain  did  he  penétrate  into  its  deep  grot- 
tocs,  and  visit  its  clustering  bowers;  she  Avhom  he  sought  Avas  no 
longer  there ; she  had  disappeared. 

On  the  morroAv  he  returned,  and  the  next  day,  and  the  next ; and 
during  a Avhole  Aveek  he  pursued  his  vain  research.  The  beáutiful 
stranger  carne  no  more  to  the  platanus  grove  ; the  avenue  Avas  de- 
serted  by  her ; and  to  the  sickly  faney  of  Guido,  the  Avhole  of  that 
lovely  región  had  suddenly  changed  into  a desert,  — the  face  of  Na- 
ture  had  hecome  discoloured,  and  Avithout  a charm. 

“ Wert  tliou  an  illusiou  of  mybrain?”  he  asked  liimself, — “ a 
phantom  conjured  up  by  my  heated  imagination,  or  a living  being 
sent  to  dazzle  my  eyes,  and  mock  my  hopes  Avitli  a glimpse  of  thy 
matehless  beauty,  and  tlien  disappear  for  ever  ? Art  thou  an  ángel 
descended  upon  earth  to  give  to  its  inhabitants  a foretaste  of  Heaven, 
or  a creature  of  this  Avorld  revealed  to  me  by  the  liand  of  Fate  as 
the  being  who  is  to  become  a part  of  myself,  — the  arbitress  of  my 
happiness,  — the  sovereign  lady  enthroned  Avithin  my  heart  ? All 
thatis  most  beáutiful,  most  poetical,  most  sublime  in  the  Avonders  of 
nature,  and  the  treasures  of  art,  imites  in  thy  aspect,  oh,  incom- 
parable being ! Ñor  can  auglit  of  beáutiful,  poetical,  or  sublime, 
henceforth  present  itself  to  my  imagination  but  as  eonnected  Avith 
thy  divine  charros,  lint,  Avherefore  dost  thou  conceal  thyself  from 
me?  Why  wilt  thou  not  once  again  appeur  to  bless  me  Avith  a look, 
to  consolé  me  Avith  a Avord?  Ilenceforward  my  life  is  bound  up  in 
thee ; and  to  thee  alone  does  my  soul  turn  as  the  source  from  Avhich 
all  its  future  happiness  or  misery  must  emanáte.” 

Thus  the  enamoured  Guido  lingered  day  after  day  on  the  spot 
Avhere  he  had  beheld  the  fair  unknoAvn,  Hope  still  whispering  to 
him  that  she  Avould  again  appeur,  and  witli  delusivo  dreams  feeding 
the  fíame  that  consumed  his  heart ; and,  night  after  night,  when  the 
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closing  of  the  gates  at  sunset  warned  him  to  depart,  he  would  tear 
himself  away  from  Pratollno  sick  at  soul,  bitterly  railing  at  the 
weakness  which  had  suffered  so  fantastic  a passion  to  tyrannise  over 
him,  yet  yielding  without  a struggle  to  the  infatuation  which  daily 
led  him  to  the  scene  of  his  enchantment,  again  to  hope,  and  again  to 
be  disappointed.  His  pencil  was  neglected ; his  books  thrown 
aside  ; and  all  his  favourite  pursuits  becanie  intolerable  to  him  ; but 
in  tliis  period  of  moral  suffering  his  poetical  talent  developed  itself 
with  rare  perfection,  and  the  woods  of  Pratolino  daily  echoed  to  the 
inelody  of  his  voice,  as,  sweeping  the  chords  of  his  luto  with  a 
master's  hand,  the  history  of  his  heart  flowed  to  his  lips  in  verses 
tender  and  harmonio us  as  those  of  Petrareli  hirnself. 

At  last,  one  evening,  as  with  reluctant  steps  and  slow  he  prepared 
to  leave  the  gardens,  a femalc  form  appearecl  in  sight,  following  him 
at  a distance.  It  was  not  the  adored  unknown  (the  eye  of  love 
could  not  for  one  moment  be  deceived)  ; she  neither  possessed  her 
faultless  eontours  ñor  her  graeeful  movements ; but  his  beating 
heart  presaged  that  she  carne  from  her  who  was  his  destiny  — ñor 
had  it  deceived  him.  As  soon  as  he  had  reuehed  a spotwhere  lime- 
trees  spreading  above,  and  myrtles  clustering  beneath,  shut  him  out 
from  the  possibility  of  being  observed,  the  fleet-footed  damsel  rapidly 
gained  his  side,  and  stopped  liiui.  With  her  finger  laid  upon  lierlip, 
she  signified  to  him  that  he  was  not  to  speak,  placed  a letter  in  his 
hand,  and  disappeared,  without  breaking  silence.  The  billet  con- 
tained  these  lines : — 

“ Pe  in  waiting  to-night  at  the  garden-wall  facing  the  north,  near 
u little  door  fastened  with  a bolt,  and  overshadowed  by  two  oíd 
cy  press  trees.  Silence  and  discretion ” 

Language  cannot  do  justice  to  the  felicity  which  these  few  words 
Conveyed  to  the  heart  of  Guido, — his  feelings  had  been  understood, 
— his  love  was  returned ! Long  before  nightfall  he  was  hovering 
round  the  spot  indicated  ; at  last  the  door  opened,  — the  taciturn 
damsel  introduced  him  into  the  garden,  guided  him,  without  breath- 
ing  a word,  to  the  spot  where  the  opening  of  this  sketch  describes 
him  to  liave  been  seated,  and,  making  a sign  that  he  was  to  wait 
there  in  silence,  she  quitted  him,  and  became  lost  to  view  in  the 
deepening  shadows  of  the  trees. 

And  presently  the  peudcnt  branclies  of  the  two  willows  were 
gently  parted,  and,  light  as  a sylph,  silent  and  spirit-like,  the  beau- 
tiful  incógnita  stood  before  liim,  her  fair  cheek  palé  as  the  statue  at 
whose  base  he  was  seated,  her  large  eyes  veiled  beneath  their  long 
lashes,  and  bent  tirnklly  towards  the  earth.  Guido,  bending  his 
knee  to  the  ground,  stretchcd  out  his  arms  towurds  her  as  though 
invoking  a deity,  and  that  simple  act  conveyed  more  eloquently  than 
words  perhaps  could  havé  done,  the  wonder,  joy,  and  adoration, 
which  filled  his  heart,  and  had  deprived  him  of  the  power  of  speech  ; 
at  least  the  incógnita  thus  interpreted  his  silent  homage.  She  wfas 
the  íirst  to  speak  ; and  soft,  low,  and  musical,  her  voice  completed 
the  fascination  which  her  loveliness  had  exercised  over  the  feelings 
of  the  young  Genoese. 

“ Guido,”  she  said,  “ the  step  I liave  tuken,  — the  expedient  to 
which  I liave  had  recourse,  are  convincing  proofs  that  our  souls  un- 
clerstancl  each  other,  and  that  mine  abanaons  itself  with  iinplicit 
confidencc  to  the  loyalty  of  yours.  Forbid  it,  Ileavcn,  that  this 
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fond  trust  eliould  prove  to  be  as  misplaced  as  it  is  blind  I The  sen- 
timent  which  has  subjugated  us  both  may  lead  to  our  mutual  perdi- 
tion  — yes,  mutual ! Do  you  hear  me?  ” she  continued  hurriedly, 
perceiving  the  agitation  of  Guido,  and  drawing  nearer  to  him. 
“ Listen,  then,  without  interrupting  me,  for  these  precious  moments 
are  full  of  solemn  import.  I know  you,  Guido  ! I have  knownyou 
ever  since  the  day  on  whicli  I appeared  to  you  in  the  platanus 
grove  ; unseen  by  you,  I then  beheld  yon  follow  the  traces  of  my 
fbotsteps,  and  each  succeeding  day  I watched  you,  and  witnessed 
your  vain  researches,  and  the  ardent  emotions  with  which  thcy  were 
pursued.  I listened  to  the  passionate  accents  that  revealed  to  me 
the  love  I had  inspired, — a love  such  as  my  youthful  faney  liad  once 
dreamed  of,  but  which  I had  despaired  of  ever  finding  to  be  a reali- 
ty  ! And  then  it  was,  that  in  my  turn  I hung  upon  your  footsteps  ; 
ever  near,  yet  still  unseen,  I gaye  myself  up  to  the  dangerous  de- 
light  of  observing  you.  In  secret  I watched  you — in  secret  I made 
myself  mistress  of  your  sentiments  and  inclinations ; I obtained  (no 
matter  how)  a knowledge  of  your  ñame,  rank,  country,  habits,— - 
and  all  that  I heard  was  favourable, — all  tended  to  strengthen  my 
infatuation  ! One  thing  still  remains  to  be  ascertained  — your  wil- 
lingness  to  accede  to  condi  ti  ons  which  I am  forced  to  impose  on 
you  ; I must  put  your  devotion  to  a test,  difíicult  indeed  to  require, 
still  more  difíicult  to  grant;  but  1 cannot  absolve  you  from  this  trial, 
for  the  alternative  of  our  parting  now  for  ever  hangs  upon  its  issue ; 
it  is  witli  that  intention  that  I have  brouglit  you  liere." 

She  paused ; and  the  gentle  gravity  of  her  accents  sunk  into  the 
lieart  of  Guido,  and  caused  it  to  thrill  witli  emotions  which  he  sought 
not  to  define. 

“ A trial ! ” he  exclaimed,  and  there  was  that  in  his  voice  which 
carried  conviction  to  her  soul,  — there  was  in  its  intonation  a confi- 
dence  in  his  own  sentiments,  an  abandun  d’ámc , an  abnegation  of 
selfish  feeling,  as  spontaneous  as  it  was  unlimited  ; “ a test ! ” lie 
added  ; “ ñame  it,  that  you  may  be  obeyed ! M and  he  prostrated 
himself  at  her  feet  in  token  of  unconditional  devotion. 

“I  believe  you,”  she  replied,  motioning  him  to  rise  and  place 
himself  beside  her ; “ and  yet,  I must  extract  from  you  un  oalh  to 
that  eíTect.  Do  you  feel  yourself  capable  of  obeying  the  only  re- 
striction  with  which  I shall  ever  shackle  your  aíTection  ? " 

Tlius  saying,  she  extended  to  him  her  trembling  hand,  and  Guido 
eagerly  possessing  himself  of  it,  sealed  with  his  lips  the  vow  of  alie- 
giance  he  breathed  over  it. 

“Listen  to  me,"  she  continued.  “ I have  already  told  you  that 
our  attachment  may  prove  fatal  to  us  both ; and  now,  I repeat,  that 
it  wilí  lead  us  to  certain  perdition  unless  we  surrouml  it  with  the 
profoundest  mystery.  It  is  absolutely  necessary  that  we  should 
conceal  it  from  every  living  being  ; and,  if  it  were  possible,  it  ought 
in  like  manner  to  be  hidden  from  the  light  of  Ileaven,  from  the  very 
air  that  we  breathe  1 Swear  to  me,  then,  by  all  that  is  dearest  to 
you  upon  eartli,  by  all  that  is  most  sacred  to  you  in  Ileaven,  that, 
satisfied  with  my  tenderness  alone,  you  will  never  seek  to  know  me, 
— to  see  me, — to  be  with  me, — except  when  I shall  point  out  to  you 
the  time,  the  manner,  and  the  place.  Swear  to  me,  that,  deaf  to 
every  suspicion,  impenetrable  to  all  curiosity,  you  will  never  inter- 
rógate me  respecting  aught  that  regards  my  actual  position,  or  my 
future  prospeets  ; — that  you  will  never  even  ask  to  know  my  fíame  1 ” 
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“ Not  even  your  ñame  ! ” repeated  Guido,  with  indignant  surprise. 
“ Wliat  strange  inystery  is  this  ? and  what  can  you  fear  froin  me  ? 9* 
^Nothing  from  you,  but  cverything  for  you  ! Must  I repeat  it, 
Guido?  this  imprudent  love  maylead  us  bothto  destruction  ; a ter- 
rible fatulity  governs  my  life,  and  more  terribly  still  does  it  threaten 
all  who  interest  me.  Love  alone,  exalted,  disinterested,  confiding 
love,  such  as  my  soul  has  long  sighed  for,  and  which  I believed  liad 
for  ever  vanished  from  earth,  can  shed  a ray  of  brightness  over  the 
gloom  of  my  existence.  Alas  ! such  an  affection  once  appeared  to 
smile  upon  me ; but  rapid,  fugitive  as  a wintry  sunbeam,  it  vanished, 
and  left  my  heart  more  chill  and  dreary  from  having  for  a moment 
reflected  its  transitory  glow.  And  now,  even  now,  I beheld  it  shine 
upon  me  once  again,  more  scrcnely  steady  than  before ; and  Hope 
whispered  to  me  that  the  joy  would  be  less  fleeting  — but  it  was  an 
illusion!  again  it  abandons  me  more  cruelly  than  before  — without 
leaving  me  even  the  remembrance  of  a momentary  felieity  to  dwell 
upon.  Leave  me,  Guido,  and  forget  all  that  lias  passed ; tliink  no 
more  of  this  convcrsation,  this  place,  this  hour  ! — think  no  more  of 
me  I ” 

She  aróse  to  depart;  but  Guido,  flinging  himself  upon  his  knees 
before  her,  and  grasping  her  dress,  detained  her. 

t(  No,  this  must  not  be  ! **  he  exclaimed.  “ Beautiful  and  beloved 
one!  you  cannot  mean  that  we  sliould  thus  sepárate!  From  hence- 
forward  my  destiny  is  here,  at  your  feet,  blindly  to  obey  you  ! Who- 
ever  you  are,  whatever  the  mystcry  may  be  that  involves  you,  I ac- 
cept  the  condi tions  you  llave  imposed  upon  me,  and  abandon  myself 
to  your  gu  i dan  ce,  heart  and  soul,  without  reserve ! ” 

The  incógnita  sunkback  upon  the  marble  seat  from  which  she  liad 
risen,  breathless  with  emotion ; then,  bending  over  the  prostrate 
youth,  who  still  remained  at  her  feet,  with  his  face  lniried  in  his 
liands,  “ Oh,  Guido  ! ” she  murmured,  (<  deceive  me  not ! " 

lie  raised  his  eyesat  those  words,  and  gazed  upon  the  enchantress. 
Iler  veil,  disengaged  from  the  golden  bodkin  by  which  it  liad  been 
con  fine  d,  fcll  ncgligcntly  over  her  shoulders,  leaving  completely  re- 
vealed  to  him  her  beautiful  lace,  palé  with  passion,  doubt,  and  fear ; 
a tear  trembled  in  her  deep  lustrous  eyes,  and  gleanicd  in  the  star- 
light  like  a dew-drop  in  the  chalice  of  a violet.  “I  swear  not  to 
deceive  you  ! **  exclaimed  the  youthful  lover.  “ Provided  that  your 
heart  isminc,  and  that  you  banish  me  not  from  your  presenec,  what 
are  your  secrets,  or  your  ñame,  tome?  I will  believe  that  a celestial 
spirit  has  descended  upon  earth  to  visit  and  consolé  me  ; and  the 
ñame  that  my  heart  in  its  secret  orisons  bestows  upon  you  shall 
never  be  whispered  even  to  the  winds  of  Heaven  1 Yes,  I swear  it!” 

PAKT  THE  SECOND. 

**  La  vida,  e la  óónobbe  ; o restó  senza 
E voce  e moto.  Alii  vista  ! ubi  conoscenza ! ” 

Gerusalemme  Liberata. 

Anji  the  oatli  of  Guido  Raggi  was  sacred.  For  a time  his  felieity 
was  unclouded,  and  if  it  appeared  to  liira  that  the  fulness  of  his  joy 
could  admit  of  no  increase,  neither  did  he  contémplate  the  possibili- 
ty  of  its  ever  diminishing.  The  passionatc  dream  of  his  heart  liad 
been  realized,  and  beyond  the  present  he  looked  not ; besides,  such 
were  the  beauty  and  blandishments  of  his  mysterious  enslaver. 
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such  the  subjugating  influence  of  her  presence,  that  as  long  as  they 
were  together  he  never  felt  the  tinequal  grounds  upon  which  her 
strange  caprice  had  willed  that  they  should  stand.  With  womanly 
tact  she  delicately  administered  to  his  vanity  as  well  as  to  his  love; 
she  spoke  to  him  of  himself,  she  drew  from  his  lips  the  history  ofhis 
whole  life,  of  his  aspirations,  liis  studies,  and  his  sensatíons  ; she  hung 
delighted  upon  the  recital  ofhis  travels,  andin  imagination  wandered 
by  his  side  through  the  classic  ruins  of  Rome,  along  the  enchañting 
shores  of  the  Mediterraneun,  or  by  the  green  waters  of  the  Adriatie  ; 
and  it  was  only  when  they  had  separated  that  Guido  remembered 
the  impenetrable  mystery  in  which  she  had  wrapped  herself ; and  if 
apassing  doubt  ever  assailed  his  mind,  it  was  (like  one  of  those  thin 
vapours  which  float  in  early  morning  over  a beautiful  landscape,  and 
vanisli  before  the  bright  rays  of  the  sun,)  dispelled,  forgotten,  in  her 

Íiresence.  Curiosity  became  hushed  there ; and  if  he  remembered 
lis  oath,  it  was  to  shrink  from  every  attempt  at  absolving  himself 
from  it,  even  as  he  would  have  shrunk  from  raising  the  curtain  that 
veiled  from  profane  eyes  some  holy  sanctuary. 

As  long  as  the  serene  nights  of  autumn  lasted,  the  meetings  of  the 
lovers  at  the  same  place  and  the  same  hour  werc  uninterrupted  ; but 
at  last  the  rainy  season  commenced,  bleak  winds  blew  from  the  Ap- 
ennines,  and  the  nocturnal  interviews  at  Pratolino  became  less  fre- 
quent,  and  more  brief.  “ I must  soon  go  to  Florence/'  said  the  un- 
known  one  night  to  Guido  ; ct  I am  forced  to  leave  you  for  a few 
weeks, — andin  so  doing,  I musíalas  ! impose  another  sacriíice  upon 
you.  Do  not,  I conjure  you,  leave  these  solitudes  during  my  ab- 
sence ; but  tranquilly  await  my  return  here.  Do  you  promise  me 
this,  dearest  Guido  ? — do  you  swear  it  to  me  ? ” 

“ And  do  you  promise  me  that  your  return  will  be  prompt  and 
certain  ? ” inquired  Guido,  with  a sinking  at  heart  which  he  could 
not  overeóme. 

She  remained  silent  for  a moment  plunged  in  deep  thought,  as  if 
revolving  in  her  mind  what  answer  might  best  tranquillise  his  feel- 
ings,  without  compromising  her  secret ; while  Guido,  with  his  eyes 
sorrowfully  fixed  upon  her  conntenance,  endeavoured  to  read  there 
the  fíat  that  she  was  about  to  pronouncc. 

But  in  that  moment  the  noise  of  carringe-wheels,  the  clattering  of 
horses*  hoofs,  and  the  clash  of  arms,  were  heard  outside  of  the  gar- 
den  wall  near  to  which  the  lovers  were  sented ; lights  suddenl}^  ap- 

Íieared  in  the  grounds  of  Pratolino  ; servants  bearing  flambeaux  foi~ 
owed  one  another  in  quick  succession,  and  cries  of  fíTlieDuke! 
the  Duke  ! Long  live  the  Duke  ! " resounded  through  the  gardens. 

The  incógnita  started  to  her  feet,  palé  and  breathless,  and  looked 
round  her  with  an  expression  of  terror  and  suspicion.  “ Go — fly  ! ” 
she  exclaimed  to  Guido,  in  a voice  scarcely  articúlate,  and  joining 
her  hands  together  with  frantic  energy.  “Remember  your  oath, 
Guido  ! Life  or  death  hangs  upon  your  fidelity  to  it.  Go  — go  ! 
You  shall  soon  hear  from  me  ! **  And,  without  awaiting  his  reply, 
she  sprang  past  him,  ruslied  into  the  nearest  avenue,  and  vanished 
from  the  sight  of  her  astonished  lover,  leaving  him  motionless  and 
thunderstruck,  without  the  power  either  to  detain  or  to  follow  her. 

Eight  days  — a fortnight — the  whole  of  November  passed  away, 
and  yet  Guido  heard  nothing  from  the  mysterious  fair  one.  At  íirst 
he  resolutely  struggled  against  the  doubts  that  assailed  his  mind. 
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and  thc  fears  tliat  tortured  bis  heart ; for  the  faitli  he  so  religiously 
placed  in  her  love  for  him  sustained  bis  eourage  in  that  first  sicken- 
íng  trial  of  hope  deferred ; but  when  bis  expectations  died  away 
into  despondency,  and  to  bis  trust  in  her  truth  succeeded  a convic- 
tion  of  her  heartless  abandonment,  words  are  wanting  to  express  the 
wretchedness  and  despair  that  overwhelmed  him.  He  recalled  to 
mind  all  the  conversations  that  liad  passed  between  them,  weighed 
her  fond  avowals,  pondered  over  her  concealments,  and  pictured  to 
himsclfher  looks  and  gcstures,  nay,  the  tears  even  that  she  hadsbed 
upon  his  bosom,  that  he  might  extract  from  these  oncc-prized  evi- 
dentes of  her  tenderness,  proofs  of  her  perfidy  and  deceit.  Irritated 
with  himself  for  his  weak  concessions  to  her,  irritated  against  the 
fascinations  that  liad  dazzled  and  blinded  him,  he  cursed  the  passion 
which  liad  lurcd  him  on  into  the  dark  and  devious  windings  of  such 
an  adventure  without  knowing  the  liand  to  whose  guidance  he  liad 
surrendered  himself.  But,  alas  ! his  anger  was  like  the  wind  that 
blows  upon  a dame,  fanning,  but  not  extinguishing  it:  such  was  the 
strength  of  his  infatuation,  such  the  weakness  of  his  resolves,  that 
the  unhappy  Guido  would  again  llave  blindly  committed  himself  to 
the  deceiver  to  llave  renewed  one  moment  of  his  past  felicity, — he 
would  llave  braved  eternal  torments  to  have  found  himself  once  more 
beneath  thc  willows  of  Pratolino,  listening  to  the  vows  of  the  be- 
loved  but  false  unknown. 

One  day,  at  last — fatal  day  1 — a letter  reached  him,  without  any 
date  either  of  time  or  place ; he  tore  it  open,  and,  with  a bursting 
heart,  read  its  contents. 

“ Few  are  the  words  that  I can  write  to  you,  Guido,  and  sad  and 
solemn  must  they  be,  as  the  farewell  of  the  dying.  We  shall 
never  meet  again ! A horrible  necessity  separates  ns  for  ever  ! 
Do  not  curse  me  for  inflicting  tliis  unhappiness  upon  you  : my 
crime  will  be  visited  upon  me  by  a lite  of  hopeless  anguish  ! No — 
do  not  curse  me  : the  fatality  that  persecute3  me  extends  even  to 
those  I love,  and  involvcs  you  in  my  suílerings.  This  I ouglit  to 
have  foreseen,  and  T did  foresee  it ; but  love  was  stronger  in  my 
breast  than  reason  ; and  a vain  hope — the  hope  that,  once  for  all,  I 
might  vanquish  my  destiny — overcame  me.  For,  believe  me,  Gui- 
do, I loved  you  as  few  on  earth  are  capable  of  loving,  and  I love  you 
still,  and  Jbr  ever  shall  I love  you,  despite  our  eternal  scparation,  and 
the  iron  barrier  that  has  been  v ai  sed  between  us.  But,  although  I 
have  caused  your  wretchedness,  do  not  let  me  have  to  reproach  my- 
self  with  having  caused  your  death  i Destruction  hangs  ovcr  your 
liead  as  long  as  you  remain  in  Tuscany : it  will  fall  and  crush  you  if 
you  do  not  speedily  remove  yourself  lar  away.  Fly  quickly,  tlien ! 
seek  safety  in  another  land,  and  eftace  from  your  memory  thc  last 
two  months  of  your  existence.  A word  uttered  — a sign  made  by 
you  qf  the  pasl  to  any  breathing  being,  would  be  the  signal  for  jmur 
immediate  destruction  ; no  obstacle,  no  precaution  could,  in  that 
case,  prevcnt  the  powerful  liand  which  has  for  ever  separated  us 
from  reaching  you.  Farewell,  dear  and  unhappy  Guido ! May 
Heaven  watch  over  and  consolé  you  ! May  your  path  in  lite  be 
strewcd  with  flowcrs,  ulthough  my  hand,  alas  1 must  not  scatter 
them  there  ! May  the  noble  aspirations  of  your  early  days  lead  to 
the  glory  and  happiness  of  your  riper  years  ; — and,  oh  ! may  some 
devoted  w ornan, — happier  far  than  me, — compénsate  to  you  for  the 
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ills  I havc  inflicted,  and  replace  in  your  young  heart  the  wretched 
being  who  is  lost  to  you  for  ever  1 ” 


The  populace  of  Floren  ce  liad  assemblcd  in  crowds  in  the  great 
square  before  the  ducal  palace ; every  Street  and  alley  poured  forth 
its  living  masses,  like  a torrent  overflowing  its  banks.  The  air 
rang  with  the  acclamations  of  a thousand  joyous  voiees,  and  the  huin 
and  bustle  of  the  multitude  sounded  in  the  distance  like  the  mur- 
mur  of  the  ocean  wavcs  laslied  by  the  storm,  and  wildly  breaking 
lipón  the  shore.  Rich  tapestries  were  hung  before  ull  the  build- 
ings ; flowers  strewed  the  pavements  ; the  bells  of  all  the  churches 
rung  forth  a merry  peal,  and,  xningling  with  the  roar  of  cannon  fired 
at  regular  intervals,  the  delicious  strains  of  music  issuing  from  tem- 
porary  orchestras  stationed  here  and  there,  and  the  warlike  din 
of  the  drums  and  trumpets  of  the  troops  that  lined  tlie  streets, 
formed  a tout  ensemble  of  bustle,  noise,  and  movement,  such  as  had 
not  been  seen  or  heard  for  years  in  that  eity  of  luxury  and  refine- 
ment, — the  fair  and  peerless  Florence.  Francesco  the  Sccond  De 
Medici,  Duke  of  Tuscany,  was  on  that  day  to  celébrate  his  nuptials 
with  Bianca  Capello,  daughtcr  of  the  Venetian  Republic. 

The  magnificent  procession,  opened  by  the  Florentino  nobles, 
moved  slowly  onwards  towards  the  cathedral  church  of  Santa  María 
del  Fiore;  then  followed  the  carriages  of  the  Venetian  ambassadors, 
surrounded  by  the  most  conspicuous  personages  of  their  nation, 
ninety  in  number,  who  had  floeked  from  the  shores  of  the  Adriatic 
to  as’sist  in  placing  upon  the  throne  this  new  Caterina  Cornaro ; 
then  carne  the  brother  of  the  Duke,  the  Cardinal  Ferdinand  de  Me- 
dí ci,  smiling  at  the  applauses  of  the  multitude,  and  the  magnificence 
of  the  scene,  with  such  a dark  ambiguous  smile,  as  once  again,  at  a 
future  day,  was  to  curl  his  lip,  upon  an  occasion  splendid  as  the 
actual  one,  but  not  so  joyous.  Afterwards  carne  the  heralds  and  the 
household  of  the  sovereign,  and,  lastly,  the  ducal  carriuge  appeared, 
brilliant  with  gilding,  sculpture,  and  rock  crystal,  and  drawn  by 
eight  splendid  Andalusian  horses,  who,  impatient  of  the  slow  pace 
to  which  their  conductors  reined  them  in,  chafed  upon  their  bits, 
tossed  their  superb  manes,  and  pawed  the  ground  as  if  indignantly 
spurning  its  contad.  “ She  comes! — she  comes!  The  beautiful 
Bianca,  our  fair  Duchess,  comes  ! ” burst  from  the  lips  of  the  crowd, 
as,  rushing  from  all  sides  towards  tile  point  of  attraction,  they 
jostled  and  pushed  against  one  another  in  order  to  obtain  a nearer 
glimpse  of  the  triumphant  beauty.  “ Longlive  Blanca!  Long  live 
the  bride  of  Duke  Francesco  ! Long  live  our  lovely  Sovereign  ! ” 
resounded  through  the  air,  and  greeted  her  approach. 

Beliind  the  foremost  rank  of  spectators  were  standing  a knot  of 
young  and  light-hearted  citizens,  who  aniuscd  themselves  in  bandy- 
ing  jokes,  and  exchanging  remarks  upon  the  nassing  scene ; not  one 
of  which  escaped  the  attention  of  a youthful  stranger,  who,  hope- 
less  of  advancing  nearer  to  the  procession  through  the  dense  crowd 
that  intervened,  had  stationed  himself  cióse  to  these  young  men. 

fc  She  is  indeed  exquisitely  beautiful,"  said  one  of  them : “ how 
well  do  tliose  gorgeous  robes  and  that  transparent  veil  bccomc  her ! 
but  did  you  observe  how  palé  and  pensive  she  looks,  as  though  she 
were  a stranger  to  the  joy  which  her  presence  occasion s ? ” 

She  is  amazed  by  her  good  fortune,”  replied  another,  ff  to  which 
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assuredly  she  had  no  right  to  pretend.  Corpo  di  Bacco  f a poor 
Venetian,  of  noble  family  it  is  trae.,  but  unconnected  with  the  State, 
— a fugitive  from  her  father's  housc,  tlic  Avife  of  a simple  merchant‘s 
clerk,  accustomed  to  the  privations  of  a wandering  life,  to  step  all  at 
once  from  such  obscurity  to  the  throne  of  Tuscany  ! to  find  herself 
the  bride  of  a JVledici,  and  hear  herself  salutcd  as  Duchess  1 — Why, 
sirs,  it  is  enough  to  turn  her  head ! ” 

“ Ay,  ay,”  added  a third ; “ and  if  she  looks  pensive  and  palé,  she 
has  good  reasons  for  doing  so.  Do  you  think  it  possible  all  at  once 
to  forget  tlie  past  ? Are  there  not  sad  recollections  that  fix  tlieni- 
selves  indelibly  upon  the  mind ; remorse  wliicli  the  lieart  cannot  fling 
aside  ? Poor  Bonaventuri ! that  un  fortúnate  husband  Avho  perished 
in  so  tragical  a manner  ! ” 

“And  do  you  believe  that  Bianca  was  privy  to  her  hiisjiand'á 
deatli  ? ” inquired  a fourth  in  a low  voice. 

“ Who  knows?"  returned  the  last  speaker,  shrugging  his 
shoulders. 

“ JEh,  signori ! ” observcd  anotlier  one  with  a bitter  smile,  “ tliis 
light-o'-love  has  left  her  remorse  in  the  solitudes  of  Pratolino ! ” 

At  these  words  the  stranger  started  as  if  a sword  had  pierced  his 
lieart;  he  lieard  no  more, but  darting  into  the  erowd,  pushed  stead- 
fastly  onward. 

The  procession  reached  the  gates  of  the  cathedral,  and  Bianca 
Capello  having  alighted  from  her  carriage,  stood  for  a moment  upon 
the  threshold,  in  the  midst  of  the  noble  ladies  and  cavaliers  who 
coinposed  her  retinue.  A breathless  silence  had  succeeded  to  the 
noisy  acclamations  that  had  greeted  her  on  her  murch,  and  the  mul- 
titude,  hushed  into  mute  expectation,  testifíed  their  homage  and  ad- 
rniration  only  with  their  eycs  in  that  solemn  moment ; wlien  sud- 
denly  a cry  of  indescribable  anguish  was  heard.  'Tis  she  ! — 'tis 
she ! ” broke  upon  the  still  air  ; and  a young  man,  whom  the  guards 
liad  vainly  endeavoured  to  hold  back,  precipitated  himself  from  the 
erowd,  and  stretching  his  arms  towards  Bianca  Capello,  fell  sense- 
less  at  her  feet. 

At  that  heart-broken  cry,  the  bride  turned  round,  and  a crimson 
flush  for  a moment  suffused  the  transparent  pnrity  of  her  cheeks ; 
but  quiekly  recovering  herself,  she  cast  a look  of  coid  wonder  and 
pity  upon  the  motionless  stranger,  pqssed  on,  “and  made  no  sign.” 

The  next  day,  a group  of  inquisitive  idlers  Avere  collected  upon 
the  banks  of  the  Arno,  near  the  Ponte  Vecchio,  around  the  lifeless 
body  of  a young  man,  Avhich  had  just  been  drawn  out  of  the  river ; 
three  ghastly  Avounds  had  pierced  his  breast,  and  one  of  thern  had 
passed  through  his  heart.  Nobody  knew  Avho  the  deceased  Avas, 
ñor  Avere  there  any  papers  about  his  person  by  Avhich  his  ñame  or 
station  might  be  aseertained.  One  woman  only,  avIio  by  her  dress 
Avas  nothing  more  than  a serving  damsel,  gazed  long  and  silently 
upon  his  still  beautiful  countenance,  as  though  transfixed  by  the  sad 
spectacle;  then  moving  slowly  aAvfay,  she  muttered  to  herself, 
i€  Guido  Raixgi ! ° 

The  ñame  was  overlieard,  and  flew  from  mouth  to  mouth ; it  was 
soon  known  Avho  the  unfortunate  victim  had  been : but  how  he  pe- 
rished, wliether  by  his  oavii  act,  or  by  the  hand  of  an  assassin,  re- 
mained  then,  and  has  ever  since  remained,  a mystery • 
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CHAPTKR  XIX. 

THE  TRAITOR  BKTRAYED. 

Lord  Mounteagle  arrived  at  the  Tower  shórtly  after  Viviana, 
and  repairing  at  once  to  the  lieatenant's  lodgings,  liad  a brief  confer- 
ence  with  hira,  and  informed  him  that  he  liad  a secret  order  to  deliver 
to  Jasper  Ipgreve,  from  the  Earl  of  Salisbury,  toucliing  the  conspirators. 
Sir  William  Waad  would  liave  summoned  the  jailer  ; but  Mounteagle 
preferred  visiting  him  at  the  Well  Tower,  and  accordingly  proceeded 
thither. 

lie  found  Ipgreve  with  liis  wife  and  daughter,  and  telling  him  he 
desired  a moment's  prívate  speecli  with  him,  the  jailer  dismissed  them. 
Suspecting  that  the  new-coiner’s  errand  related  in  souie  way  to  Vivi- 
ana, Ruth  contrived  to  place  herself  in  stich  a situation  that  ahe  could 
overhear  what  passed.  A moment's  scrutiny  of  Jasper's  villanous 
countenance  satisíied  Mounteagle  that  the  Earl  of  Salisbury  was  not 
mistaken  in  his  man ; and,  as  soon  as  he  supposed  they  were  alone,  he 
unhesitatingly  opened  his  plan  to  him.  As  he  expected,  Jasper  ex- 
liibited  no  reluctance  to  undertake  it ; and,  after  some  furtlier  discus- 
sion,  it  was  agreed  to  put  it  in  execution  without  delay. 

“ The  sooner  Mr.  Tresliam  is  silcnced  the  better,"  said  Jasper; 
“ for  he  threatens  to  make  disclosures  to  the  Council  that  will  bring 
3ome  noble  persons,"  with  a signiíicant  look  at  Mounteagle,  “ into 
trouble." 

“ Where  is  he  confined  ?"  demanded  the  otlier. 

“ In  the  Beauchamp  Tower,"  replied  Ipgreve. 

“1  will  visit  him  at  once,"  said  IMounteagle  ; "and  when  I liave 
conferred  with  him,  will  cali  for  wine.  Bring  two  goblets,  and  in  that 
whicli  you  give  to  Tresliam  place  tliis  powder." 

Ipgreve  nodded  assent,  and  with  a grim  smile  took  the  packet. 
Shortly  after  tliis  they  quitted  the  Well  Tower  together,  and  passing 
under  ’tlie  arclnvay  of  the  Bloody  Tower,  crossed  the  green,  and  en- 
terad the  fortificaron  in  wliich  the  traitor  was  confined.  Tresliam  was 
treated  with  far  greater  consideration  than  the  other  conspirators,  be- 
ing  allowed  tlie  use  of  the  large  room  on  the  upper  floor  of  the  lleau- 
champ  Tower,  whicli  was  seldom  allotted  to  any  jiersons  except  those 
of  the  higliest  distinction.  . When  they  entered,  he  was  pacing  to  and 
fro  within  his  cliamber  in  great  agitation,  but  he  immediately  stopped 
on  seeing  Mounteagle,  and  ruslied  towards  him. 

“ You  bring  me  my  liberation  ? " he  said. 

“ It  is  impossible  to  effect  it  at  present,"  returned  the  other.  “ But 
make  yourself  perfectly  easy.  Your  confinement  will  not  be  of  long 
duration." 

“I  will  not  be  trifled  with,"  cried  Tresham,  furiously.  “ If  I am 
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examined  by  the  Council,  look  to  yourselves.  As  I hope  for  sal  va t ion, 
the  tmth  shall  out." 

Leave  us,"  said  Mounteagle,  witli  a significant  look  at  the  jailer, 
who  quitted  the  chamber. 

“ Hark’e,  Mounteagle,"  said  Treslíain,  as  soon  as  they  were  alone, 
“ I liave  been  your  tool  thus  far.  But  if  yon  propose  to  lead  me  blind- 
fold  to  the  scalfold,  you  are  greatly  mistaken.  You  tliink  that  yon 
liave  me  safe  within  these  walls  ; that  my  voice  cannot  be  heard  ; and 
that  I cannot  betray  you.  But  you  are  deceived  — fearfully  deceived, 
as  you  will  find.  I have  your  letters — the  Earl  of  Salisbury  *s  letters, 
proving  that  yon  were  both  aware  of  the  plot — and  that  you  employed 
me  to  watch  its  progress,  and  report  it  to  you.  I have  also  letters 
froin  Doctor  Dee,  the  warden  of  Manchester,  detailing  his  acquaint- 
ance  with  the  couspiracy,  and  containing  descriptions  of  the  persona  of 
Fawkes  and  Catesby,  which  I showed  to  the  Earl  of  Salisbury.  — 
These  letters  are  now  in  my  possession,  and  I will  deliver  them  to  the 
Council,  if  I am  not  released." 

“ Deliver  them  to  me,  and  I swear  to  you  you  shall  be  set  free," 
said  Mountengle. 

I will  not  trust  you/’  rejoined  Tresham.’  ‘‘Libérate  me,  and  they 
are  yours.  But  I will  not  rob  myself  of  vengeance.  1 will  confound 
you  and  the  false  Earl  of  Salisbury ." 

ct  You  wrong  us  both  by  your  unjust  suspicions,"  said  Mounteagle. 

(( Wrong  yon  !"  echoed  Tresham,  contemptuously.  “ Where  is  my 
promised  reward  ? Why  am  I in  tliis  dungeon  ? Why  am  I treated 
like  a traitor?  If  you  meant  me  fairly,  I should  not  be  liere,  but,  like 
yourself,  at  liberty,  and  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  King\$  favour.  But 
yon  have  duped  me,  villain,  and  shall  rué  it.  If  I am  led  to  the  scaf- 
fold,  it  shall  be  in  your  company." 

“ Compose  yourself,"  rejoined  Mounteagle,  calmly.  “ Appearances, 
I own,  are  against  us.  But  circumstances  render  it  imperatively  ne- 
cessary  that  the  Earl  of  Salisbury  should  appear  to  act  against  you. 
You  have  been  charged  by  Guy  Fawkes,  when  under  the  torture,  of 
being  a confedérate  in  the  design,  and  your  arrest  could  not  be  avoided. 
I am  come  hither  to  give  you  a solemn  assurance  that  no  liarm  shall 
befal  you,  but  that  you  shall  be  delivered  from  your  thraldom  in  a few 
days — perhaps  in  a few  liours." 

“ You  have  no  further  design  against  me?”  said  Tresham,  suspici- 
ously. 

“ Wliat  motive  could  I have  in  coming  hither,  except  to  set  your 
mind  at  rest  ? " rejoined  ¡Mounteagle. 

“And  I shall  receive  my  reward?"  demanded Tresham. 

“ You  will  receive  your  reward,"  returned  ¡Mounteagle,  with  signi- 
ficant  emphasis.  “I  swear  it.  So  uiake  yourself  easy." 

te  If  I thought  I might  trust  you,  1 should  not  heed  my  imprison- 
ment,  irksome  though  it  be,"  rejoined  Tresham. 

ct  It  cannot  be  avoided,  for  the  reasons  I have  jnst  stated,"  replied 
¡Mounteagle.  But  come,  no  more  despondeney.  All  will  be  well 
with  you  speedily.  Let  us  drown  care  in  a bumper.  What  ho  ! 
jailer,"  he  udded,  opening  the  door,  “a  cup  of  wine  ! " 

In  a few  minutes,  Ipgreve  made  his  appearance,  bearing  two  goblets 
fi  1 led  with  wine  on  a salver,  one  of  which  he  presented  to  Mounteagle, 
and  the  other  to  Tresham. 

“ Here  is  to  your  speedy  deliverance  from  captivity  1 " said  Mount- 
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eagle,  draining  tlie  goblet.  “ Yon  will  not  refuse  tliat  pledgc,  Tre- 
sham  ? ” 

“ Of  a surety  not/'  replied  the  other.  “ To  my  speedy  deliverance  ! ” 

And  lie  emptied  tlie  cup,  wliile  Mounteagle  and  the  jailer  exelianged 
significant  glances. 

u And  now,  having  fully  discharged  myerrand,  I must  bid  you  fare- 
well/'  said  Mounteagle. 

“ You  will  not  forget  your  promisc  ? ” obscrved  Tresliam. 

Assuredly  not/*  replied  tlie  other.  €<  A week  henee,  and  you  will 
malee  no  complaint  against  me. — Are  you  sure  you  did  not  give  me  the 
wrong  goblet  ? ” he  added  to  Ipgreve,  as  théy  descended  the  spiral 
staircase. 

“ Quite  surc,  my  lord/'  returned  the  jailer,  witli  a grim  smile. 

Mounteagle  immediately  quitted  the  Tower,  and  hastening  to 
Whitehall,  souglit  out  the  Earl  of  Salisbury,  to  whom  he  related  what 
he  liad  done.  The  Earl  complimented  him  on  his  skilful  management 
of  the  matter  ; and  congratulating  each  other  upon  having  got  rid  of  a 
dangerous  and  now  useless  instrumenta  tliey  separated. 

On  the  following  day,  Tresham  waa  seized  witli  a sudden  illness, 
and  making  known  his  symptoms  to  Ipgreve,  tlie  cliirurgeon  who  at- 
tended  the  prison  was  sent  for,  and  on  seeing  him  pronounced  him 
dangerously  ill,  though  he  was  at  a loss  to  explain  the  n ature  of  his 
disorder.  Every  hour  the  sick  man  grew  worse,  and  he  was  torn  witli 
racking  pains.  Connecting  his  sudden  seizure  with  the  visit  of  Lord 
Mounteagle,  an  idea  of  the  trutli  Haslied  upon  him,  and  he  mentioned 
his  suspicions  to  the  chirurgeou,  cliarging  Jasper  Ipgreve  with  being 
accessory  to  the  deed.  The  jailer  stoutly  denied  the  aecusation,  and 
charged  the  prisoner  in  his  turn  with  making  a malicious  statement  to 
bring  him  into  discredit. 

“ I will  soon  test  the  trutli  of  his  assertion,"  observed  the  chirur- 
geon,  taking  a small  tiat  piece  of  the  purest  gold  from  his  doublet. 
c<  Place  this  in  your  mouth/' 

Tresham  obeyed,  and  Ipgreve  watclied  the  experiinent  with  gloomy 
curiosity. 

“ You  are  a dead  man/'  said  the  chirurgeon  to  Tresham,  as  he  drew 
forth  the  piece  of  gold,  and  perceived  that  it  was  slightly  tarnished. 
“ Poison  ha s been  administered  to  you.” 

“ Is  there  no  renredy  — no  counter-poison  ? " demanded  Tresham, 
ea^erly. 

The  chirurgeon  shook  his  head. 

“ Then  let  the  lieutenant  be  snmmoned,”  said  Tresham  ; fí  I liave 
an  important  confession  to  make  to  him.  I eharge  this  man/*  pointing 
to  the  jailer,  <€  with  giving  poisoned  wine  to  trie.  Do  you  liear  what  I 
say  to  you  ? ” 

“ I do/'  replied  the  chirurgeon. 

But  he  will  never  reveal  it,”  said  Ipgreve,  with  great  unconcern. 
" I have  a warrant  from  the  Earl  of  Salisbury  for  what  I liave  done.” 

“ What ! ” cried  Tresham,  “ can  murder  be  committed  liere  with 
impunity  ? '* 

“ You  have  to  thank  your  own  indiscretion  for  what  has  happened/' 
rejoined  Ipgreve.  “ II ad  you  kept  a cióse  tongue  in  your  head,  you 
would  have  been  safe.” 

“ Can  nothing  be  done  to  save  me  ? ” cried  the  miserable  man,  with 
an  imploring  look  at  the  chirurgeon. 
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“ Nothing  whatever,"  replicd  tlic  person  appealed  to.  €t  I would 
advisc  you  to  recommend  your  soul  to  God." 

“ Will  you  not  inform  the  lieutenant  that  I desire  to  speak  with 
bim  ? " demanded  Tresliam. 

The  chirurgeon  glanced  at  Ipgreve,  and  receiving  a sign  from  bim, 
gave  a promise  to  that  effect. 

Tbey  tlien  quittcd  the  cell  together,  leaving  Tresliam  in  a State  of 
indescribable  agony  both  of  mind  and  body.  Half  an  hour  afterwards 
the  chirurgeon  returned,  and  informed  bim  that  the  lieutenant  refused 
to  visit  him,  or  to  hear  his  confession,  and  wliolly  discredited  the  fact 
of  his  being  poisoned. 

“ I will  take  cliarge  of  your  papers,  if  you  choose  to  commit  them  to 
rae,”  lie  said,  “ and  will  lay  them  before  the  Council." 

“ No,”  replied  Tresliam ; “ whilc  life  remains  to  me  I will  never 
part  with  them." 

<(  I have  brought  you  a mixture  which,  though  it  cannot  heal  you, 
will  at  least  alluy  your  sufferings,"  said  the  chirurgeon. 

“ I will  not  take  it,"  groaned  Tresliam.  “ I distrust  you  as  much  as 
the  others." 

“ I will  leave  it  with  you,  at  all  events,"  rejoined  the  chirurgeon, 
setting  down  the  pliial. 

The  noise  of  the  bolts  shot  into  their  sockets  sounded  to  Tresham  as 
if  his  tomb  were  closed  upon  liim,  and  he  uttered  a cry  of  anguish. 
He  would  have  laid  violent  hands  upon  himself,  and  accelerated  his 
own  end,  but  he  wanted  courage  to  do  so,  and  continued  to  pace  back- 
wards  and  forwards  across  his  chamber  as  long  as  his  strength  lasted. 
lie  was  about  to  tlirow  himself  on  the  couch,  from  which  he  never 
expeoted  to  rise  again,  when  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  pliial.  “ Wliat  if 
it  sliould  be  poison  ! " he  said,  “ it  will  end  my  sufferings  the  sooner." 

Aml  plací ng  it  to  his  lips,  he  swallowed  its  contents.  As  the  chi- 
rurgeon had  foretold,  it  alleviated  his  suílerings,  and  throwing  himself 
on  the  bed,  he  sanie  into  a troubled  slumber,  during  which  he  dreamed 
that  Catesby  appeared  to  him  with  a vengeful  countenance,  and  tried 
to  drag  him  into  a fathomless  abyss  that  yawned  beneath  their  feet. 
Shrieking  with  agony,  he  awoke,  and  found  two  persons  standing  by 
liis  couch.  One  of  them  was  the  jailer,  and  the  other  appeared,  from 
his  garb,  to  be  a priest ; but  a hood  was  drawn  ovcr  his  bead  so  as  to 
con  cea  l his  feat.ures. 

“ Are  you  come  to  witness  my  dying  pangs,  or  to  finisli  me  ? " de- 
manded  Tresham  of  the  jailer. 

ie  I am  come  for  neither  purpose,"  replied  Ipgreve,  “ I pity  your 
coiulition,  and  have  brought  you  a priest  of  your  own  faitb,  who  like 
yourself  is  a prisoner  in  the  Tower.  I will  leave  him  with  you,  but  he 
cannot  remain  long ; so  make  the  most  of  your  time."  And  with  these 
words,  he  retired. 

When  he  was  gone,  the  supposod  priest,  who  spoke  in  feeble  and 
faltering  accents,  desired  to  hear  Tresliam's  confession,  and  having 
listened  to  it,  gave  him  absolution.  The  wretched  man  then  drew 
from  his  bosom  a small  packet,  and  oílered  it  to  the  confessor,  who 
eagerly  received  it. 

**  This  contains  the  letters  of  the  Earl  of  Salisbury  and  Lord  Mount- 
eagle,  which  I have  just  mentioned,"  he  said.  “ 1 pray  you  lay  them 
before  the  Privy  Council." 

“ I will  not  fail  to  do  so,"  replied  the  confessor. 
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And  reciting  a prayer  for  one  in  extremis  over  tbe  dying  man,  he 
departed. 

cf  I have  obtained  tlie  letters  from  him/*  said  Mounteagle,  tbrowing 
back  bis  bood  as  he  quitted  the  chamber,  and  addressing  tbe  jailer. 
fC  And  now  you  need  give  yourself  no  furtber  concern  about  him ; be 
will  be  dead  before  morning.” 

Jasper  Ipgreve  locked  tbe  door  lipón  tbe  prisoner,  and  proceeded  to 
tbe  Well  Tower.  Wlien  be  returned,  be  found  Mounteagle’s  words 
liad  come  to  pass.  Tresham  was  lying  on  tbe  floor  quite  dead  — his 
collapsed  frame  and  distorted  countenance  showing  tbe  agonies  iu 
wbicb  be  niust  have  expired. 


CHAPTER  XIIT. 

THE  TRIAIv. 

Tiie  trial  of  tbe  conspirators,  wbicb  liad  been  delayed  in  order  tbat 
full  evidence  might  be  procured  against  tbem,  was  nt  length  appointed 
to  take  place  in  Westminster  Hall,  on  Monday  tbe  27th  of  January, 
1606.  Early  on  tbe  morning  of  this  day,  tbe  eigbt  surviving  confede- 
rates  (Garnet  and  Oldcorne  being  at  this  time  secreted  at  Hendlip) 
were  conveyed  in  two  large  covered  wberries  from  tbe  fortress  to  tbe 
place  of  trial.  In  spite  of  tbe  severity  of  the  weather,  — it  was  snow- 
ing  heavily,  and  tbe  river  was  covered  with  sbeets  of  ice,  — they  were 
attended  by  a vast  number  of  boats  filled  with  persons  anxious  to  ob- 
tain  a sight  of  them.  Such  was  tbe  abhorrence  in  wbicb  tbe  actors  in 
tbe  conspiracy  were  lield  by  tbe  populace,  tbat,  not  contented  with 
menaces  and  execrations,  many  of  tbese  persons  liurled  missiles  against 
the  wberries,  and  would  llave  proceeded  to  furtber  violence  if  they  had 
iiot  been  restrained  by  tbe  pikemen.  Wben  tbe  prisoners  landed,  a 
tremendous  and  fcarful  shout  was  raised  by  tbe  mob  stationed  at  tbe 
head  of  tbe  stairs,  and  it  required  tbe  utmost  eíforts  of  tbe  guard  to 
proteet  tbem  from  injury.  Two  lines  of  soldiers,  with  calivers  on  tbeir 
shoulders,  were  drawn  out  from  the  banks  of  tbe  river  to  the  en  trance 
of  tbe  Hall,  and  between  tbem  tbe  conspirators  marched. 

Tbe  melancboly  procession  was  lieaded  by  Sir  William  Waad,  wlio 
was  followed  by  an  ofiieer  of  tbe  guard  and  six  balberdiers.  Then 
carne  the  executioner  carrying  the  gleaming  implement  of  death  with 
its  edge  turned  from  tlic  prisoners.  lie  was  followed  by  Sir  Everard 
Digby,  whose  noble  figure  and  handsome  countenance  excited  much 
sympatliy  among  the  bebolders,  and  Ambrose  Hoolcwood.  Next  carne 
tbe  two  Winters,  both  of  wbom  appeared  greatly  dejected.  Next, 
John  Grant  and  Robert  Bates, — Catesby's  servant,  who  bad  been  cap- 
tured  at  Holbeacb.  And  lastly,  Keyes  and  Fawkes. 

Bitterly  and  justly  incensed  as  were  tbe  multitude  against  tbe  con- 
spirators, tbeir  feelings  underwent  sorae  chango  as  they  beheld  tbe 
baggnrd  countenance  and  shattered  frame  of  Guy  Fawkes.  It  was 
soon  understood  tbat  be  was  the  individual  who  liad  been  found  in  tbe 
vault  near  tbe  Parliament  House,  with  tbe  touchwood  and  matches  in 
belt,  ready  to  fire  tbe  train  ; and  tbe  greatest  curiosity  was  exhibited 
to  see  him. 

Just  as  tbe  foremost  of  tbe  conspirators  reacbed  tbe  en  trance  of  tbe 
Hall,  a terrific.  yell,  resembling  notbing  eartlily,  except  tbe  roar  of  a 
thousand  tigers  thirsting  for  blood,  was  uttered  by  tbe  mob,  and  a tre- 
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mendous  but  ineffectual  attempt  was  made  t o break  througli  tlie  lines 
of  tlie  guard.  Never  before  had  so  large  an  assemblage  been  collected 
on  the  s]>ot.  The  whole  of  tlie  space  extending  on  one  liand  from 
Westminster  Hall  to  the  gates  of  Whiteliall,  and  on  tlie  otlier  to  the 
Abbey,  was  filled  with  spectators ; and  every  roof,  window,  and  but- 
tress  was  occupied.  Nur  was  the  interior  of  the  Hall  less  crowded. 
Not  an  indi  of  room  was  unoccupied ; and  it  was  afterwards  com- 
plained  in  Parliament,  that  the  members  of  the  house  liad  been  so 
pressed  and  iucommoded,  that  tliey  could  not  hear  what  was  said  at  the 
arraignment. 

The  conspirators  were  tírst  conveyed  to  the  court  of  the  Star-Cham- 
ber,  wliere  they  remained  till  the  Lords  Commissioners  had  arrived, 
and  taken  their  seats.  The  commissioners  were  the  Earl  of  Notting- 
hum,  Lord  High  Admiral  of  England ; the  Earl  of  Suftblk,  Steward  of 
the  Household;  the  Earl  of  Woreester,  Master  of  the  Horse ; the 
Earl  of  Devonshire,  Master  of  the  Ordnance  ; the  Earl  of  Northamp- 
ton,  Warden  of  the  Cinque-Ports ; the  Earl  of  Salisbury,  Principal 
Secretary  of  State  ; Sir  John  Popham,  .Lord  Chief  Justice  ; Sir  Tilo- 
mas Fleming,  Lord  Chief  Barón  of  the  Excliequer ; and  Sir  Thomas 
Walmisley  and  Sir  Peter  Warburton,  Kniglits,  and  both  Justices  of 
the  Conimon  Pleas. 

Summoned  by  an  usher,  the  conspirators  were  conducted  to  a plat- 
form  covered  with  black  cloth,  which  had  been  erected  at  the  lower 
end  of  the  Hall.  A murmur  of  indignation,  vainly  sought  to  be  re- 
pressed  by  the  grave  looks  of  the  Commissioners,  burst  from  the  im- 
mense  assemblage,  as  they  one  by  one  ascended  the  steps  of  the  plat- 
form.  Cuy  Fawkes  was  the  last  to  mount,  and  his  appearance  was 
followed  by  u deep  groan.  Supporting  liimself  against  the  rail  of  the 
scaffold,  he  surveyed  the  assemblage  with  a stern  and  undaunted  look. 
As  he  gazed  around,  lie  could  not  lielp  marvelling  at  the  vast  multi- 
tude  before  liim.  The  whole  of  the  peers,  and  all  the  members  of  the 
House  of  Commons  were  present,  wliile  in  a box  on  the  left,  though 
screened  by  a lattice,  sat  the  Queen  and  Prince  Henry ; and  in  an- 
other  on  the  riglit,  and  protected  in  the  same  way,  the  Ki ng  and  his 
courtiers. 

Silence  being  peremptorily  commanded,  the  indietment  was  read, 
wherein  the  prisoners  were  charged  with  conspiring  to  hlow  up  the 
King  and  the  neers  with  gunpowder,  and  with  attempting  to  incite 
the  Papists,  and  other  persons,  to  open  rebellion ; to  which  all  the  con- 
spirators,  to  the  no  small  surprisc  of  those  who  lieard  them,  and  were 
aware  that  they  had  subscribed  their  confessions,  pleaded  not  guilty. 

“ How,  sir!  ” cried  the  Lord  Chief  Justice,  in  a stern  tone  to 
Fawkes.  <c  With  what  face  can  yon  pretend  to  deny  the  indietment, 
when  you  were  actually  taken  in  the  cellar  with  the  powder,  and  have 
alrcady  confesscd  your  treasonablc  iiiteiitions  ? " 

“ I do  not  mean  to  deny  what  I have  confessed,  my  lord,'*  replied 
Fawkes.  “ But  this  indietment  contains  many  matters  which  I neither 
can  ñor  will  countenance  by  assent  or  silence.  And  I therefore  denv 
it." 

“ It  is  well,"  replied  the  Lord  Chief  Justice.  “ Let  the  trial  pro- 
ceed." 

The  indietment  being  opened  by  Sir  Edward  Philips,  sergeant-at- 
law,  he  was  followed  hy  Sir  Edward  Coke,  the  Attorney-General,  who 
in  an  eloquent  and  elabórate  speech,  which  produced  an  extraordinary 
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eíFect  upon  the  assemblage,  expatiated  upon  thc  monstrous  nature  of 
the  plot,  wliich  he  cliaracterised  as  “ the  greatest.  treason  that  ever  was 
plotted  i n England,  and  against  the  greatest  King  that  ever  reigned  in 
England  and  after  narrating  Lhe  origin  and  progress  of  the  conspi- 
racy,  concluded  by  desiring  that  the  conféssions  of  the  prisoners  should 
be  openly  read.  Tliis  done,  the  jury  were  ordered  by  the  jLord  Chief 
Justice  to  retire,  and  the  injunction being  obeyed,  they  almost  instantly 
returned  with  a verdict  of  guilty. 

A deep,  dread  silence  then  prevailed  throughout  tlie  Hall,  and 
every  eye  was  bent  upon  the  conspirators,  all  of  whom  maintained  a 
comjiosed  demeanour.  They  were  then  questioned  by  the  Lord  Chief 
Justice  whether  they  had  anythiug  to  say  why  judgment  of  death 
should  not  be  pronounced  against  them. 

“All  I have  to  crave  of  your  lordships,”  said  Thomas  Winter,  “is> 
that  being  the  chief  oífender  of  the  two,  I may  die  for  my  brother  and 
myself." 

“And  I ask  only  that  my  brother' s request  may  not  be  granted,” 
said  Robert  Winter.  “ If  he  is  condemned,  I do  not  desire  to  live.” 

“ I have  nothing  to  solicit — not  even  pardon,”  said  Keyes,  carelessly. 
“My  fortunes  were  always  desperate,  and  are  better  now  tlian  they 
have  ever  been.” 

“ I desire  mercy,”  said  Rookwood,  “ not  from  auy  fear  of  death,  but 
because  so  shameful  an  ending  will  leave  a perpetual  stain  upon  my 
ñame  and  blood.  I humbly  submit  myself  to  the  King,  and  pray 
him  to  imítate  our  Supremo  Judge,  who  sometimos  puuishcs  corporal ly, 
but  not  mortally." 

“ I have  been  guilty  of  a conspiracy,  intended  but  never  elFected," 
said  John  Grant;  “and  solicit  forgiveness  on  that  plea.” 

“ My  crime  has  been  fidelity  to  my  master,”  said  Bates.  “ If  the 
King  will  let  me  live,  I will  serve  him  as  faithfully  as  I did  Mr. 
Catesby." 

“I  would  not  utter  a word,"  said  Fawkes,  looking  sternly  round; 
“ if  I did  not  fear  my  silence  might  be  misinterpreted.  I would  not 
accept  a pardon  if  it  were  offered  me.  I regard  the  project  as  a glori- 
ous  one,  and  only  lament  its  failure.” 

“Silence  the  vile  traitor,"  said  the  Eurl  of  Salisbury,  rising. 

And  as  he  spoke  two  halberdiers  sprang  up  the  steps  of  the  scaffold, 
and  placing  themselves  on  either  side  of  Fawkes,  prepared  to  gag  him. 

“1  have  done,"  he  said,  contemptuously  regarding  them. 

“ I have  nothing  to  say  save  tliis,”  said  Sir  Everard  Dighy,  bowing 
to  the  judges.  “ If  any  of  your  lordships  will  tell  me  you  forgive  me, 
I shall  go  more  cheerfully  to  the  scaffold.” 

“ Heaven  forgive  you,  Sir  Everard,”  said  the  Earl  of  Nottingliam, 
returning  Lis  reverence,  “ as  we  do." 

“ I humbly  thank  your  lordship,”  replied  Digby. 

Sentence  was  then  passed  upon  the  prisoners  by  Lord  Chief  Justice 
Popliam,  and  they  were  removed  from  the  plutform. 

As  they  issued  from  the  Hall,  and  it  became  known  to  the  assem- 
blage  without  that  they  were  condemned,  a sliout  of  fierce  exultation 
rent  the  air,  and  they  were  so  violently  assailed  on  all  sides,  that  they 
had  great  difficulty  in  reaching  the  wherries.  The  guard,  however, 
succeeded,  at  length,  in  accomplishing  their  embarkation,  and  they 
were  conveyed  back  in  safety  to  the  Tower. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

ln  which  Richard  garage  is  made  the  principal  in  nn  unlooked-for  adventure  ; 
and  finds  certain  new  and  serviceable  friends. 

Mr.  Langlky  carne  out  of  Myte’s  door  as  I was  about  to 
enter  it.  Upon  perceiving  me,  he  hesitated  ; then  removí ng  bis 
hat,  and  making  me  a coid  and  ceremonious  bow,  he  glided  past 
me.  I was  half  tempted  to  run  after  him,  and  inquire  the  rea- 
son  of  tliis  conduct;  but,  concluding  that  whatever  the  cause 
might  be  T should  be  able  to  collect  it  from  his  father-in-law,  I 
walked  into  the  office. 

Ilearing  my  footstep,  Myte,  who  was  seated  at  his  desk, 
raised  his  head,  and  with  eyes  and  the  feather  end  of  his  pen 
directed  towards  me,  continued  to  gaze  upon  me  for  some 
time. 

“ What  Levan t wind  blew  yon  hither  ? ” he  said,  at  last ; “ or 
have  you  come  to  ask  me  to  bail  you  to  the  sessions  ? for,  I sup- 
pose  you  were  either  compelled  to  come,  or  have  a favour  to 

“ Neither,”  I replied,  smiling,  for  I supposed  him  to  be  in 
jest.  “ Ludlow  is  now  better,  and  can  spare  me ; and  so  I have 
returned.” 

“ And  so  you  ’ve  returned  — ugh  ! ” cried  Myte  with  a sort  of 
grunt;  <c  have  you  brought  any  news  with  you?” 

“ None,  in  particular.” 

“ Not  time  yet  to  fire  ’cm  off ? ” suggested  Myte.  “ Méndez 
Pinto  got  ’cm  ready  more  easily.” 

“What  do  you  mean?”  said  I,  in  doubt  whether  I ought  to 
laugh  or  to  take  offence. 

“ Pinto  was  une  of  those  men  that  never  let  down  the  bucket 
to  help  truth  out  of  her  well,”  answered  Myte. 

“ What  of  that?  ” I exclaimed  in  perplexity. 

“ Is  n’t  Ludlow  a little  like  Pinto,  and  are  not  you  his  ap- 
prentice  ? ” 

“ Mr.  Myte  ! ” I exclaimed,  in  indignant  astonishment,  “ this 
language ” 

“ Has  only  truth  to  recommcnd  it,”  cricd  Myte,  rising,  “and 
therefore  will  carry  little  weight  with  you.  Go  away,  young 
man,  — go  away,  and  let  me  never  see  your  face  again.  A fel- 
low  of  your  parts, — Lord  bless  my  soul ! — that  might  tear  the 
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bandage  from  Fortunéis  eyes,  and  make  her  smile  at  yon  for  do- 
ing  so, — that  might  invcnt  a whccl  of  your  own,  with  cogs  in  it, 

to  turn  hers  at  pleasure, — cogs  ? — cogs  ? — oh  d it  ! ” (the 

only  oath  I ever  heard  from  Myte’s  lips,)  “ I think  there  has 
heeu  a grcat  dcal  too  much  cogging  already  between  you.  Ri- 
cardo— Richard  Freemau,  I blush  for  you.” 

“Do  you?”  I replied.  “I  wish  I could  see  your  meaning; 
that  and  your  blushes  are  alike  hidden,  at  presenté 

“ None  of  your  jeers,”  cried  Myte,  in  a ragc,  colouring  in 
downright  earnest ; “ you  ’ll  put  me  in  a passion,  and  I *m  — I 
don^t  know  what  when  I ’m  once  roused.  I can  say  hard  things 
— but  I won’t.  You  want  my  meaning,  do  you  ? Take  it, 
then.  Woful  — (what  the  deuce  !)  Ludlow  and  you  have  been 
concocting  a plot — that  we  have  discovered, — I always  thouglit 
it  a strange  story — to  pass  yourself  off  for  the  son  of  Semira  — 
Mrs.  Brett.  1 am  convinced  of  it  nowT 

“Convinced  of  it ! ” said  I,  with  an  insolent  sneer,  “and 
7ioio  ! since  when  is  that  noto  ? How  much — how  much  wrought 
that  conviction  ? Tcll  me,  good  Mr.  Myte,  for  how  inuch  my 
good  motlier,  Mrs.  Brett,  bought  you  ? (was  there  much  hag- 
glingp) — purchased  you,  I say — in  a lump,  as  it  were  ; bluster 
and  remonstrance  — virtuous  resentment  and  invisible  blushes. 

I hope  the  gold,  at  least,  was  true.” 

“ Out — out  of  my  house  ! ” roared  Myte,  and  he  sprang  iiim- 
bly  forwards,  and  I verily  thought  was  going  to  lay  hands  upon 
me.  “ I sell  myself  to  Mrs.  Brett  for  money  ! 1 and  my  son 

Langley  lend  ourselves  to . Oh  ! go  away  ; or  1 know  not 

what  I may  do.” 

“ I care  not,  for  my  part,”  said  I.  “ For  what,  Mr.  Myte,  do 
you  take  me  ? ” 

“ An  impostor,”  he  cried  decisively. 

“ And  what  the  aim  of  my  imposition  ? 99 
“ The  extortion  of  money,”  he  said  with  equal  promptness. 

“ Oh,  sir  ! 99 1 rejoined,  “ fair  play,  if  you  please.  If  you  sus- 
pect,  why  may  not  I ? If  money  is  so  potential,  perhaps  you 
acknowledge  its  influence — feel  it — fall  to  it.” 

u My  character  through  life,”  said  he,  after  a pause,  “ sets 
aside  that  supposition.” 

“ Will  Ludio w’s  stand  him  in  any  stead  ?”  I asked.  ÍC  Cha- 
rity,  Mr.  Myte.” 

“ Freeman,”  he  began. 

“ My  ñame  is  not  Freeman,  sir,”  said  I. 

“ Never  mind  that.  We  would  not  believe  anything  against 
you — we,  Langley  and  I, — upon  the  mere  word  of  Mrs.  Brett. 
Why,  my  thoughts  were  friendly  towards  you — very  fricndly.” 
“ You  told  nu*  that  once  before,  sir,  and  still  I doubt  it. 
Words  are  wind,  and  easily  vented.” 

“Therefore,  I forgive  what  you  say,”  returned  Myte.  “ Let 
me  go  on.  We  liad  a worthier  assurance  than  Mrs.  Brett  could 
offer.” 
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“ And  wliose  was  that  ? w I inquired. 

An  honourable  lady  — Lady  Masón.  She  has  told  us  that 

you  are 99 

An  impostor  ? ^ 

46  That  word  was  your  own,”  cried  Myte,  — Ctf  that  yon  are 
Ludlow's  nephew.  She  thinks  so.  At  all  events,  that  you  are 
not  the  son  of  Mrs.  Brett.  That  child  died  in  its  infancy.” 

“ Gracious  God  ! ” I exelaimed,  ccdo  you  mean  to  say  that 
Lady  Masón  has  disowned  me  ? I ll  not  believe  it.  This  is 
another  worthy  device  of  my  exeellent  mother.  But,  why  do  1 
talk  to  you  ? Boes  it  signify  to  me  a rush  what  you  think  of 
me  ? " 

“ Yes,’"  answered  Myte,  “ it  does.  The  good  opinión  of  an 
honest  man  is  worth  all  the  rushes  that  were  ever  made  into 
chairs  for  knaves  to  sit  upon.  I tell  you,  Langley  and  1 waited 
upon  Lady  Masón,  and  liad  it  from  her  own  lips.” 

I was  confounded,  and  unable  to  speak  for  some  time.  Myte 
regarded  me  with  an  aspect  of  pity. 

u My  poor  Ricardo  ! 99  said  he,  shaking  his  head.  “ You, 
also,  I fear,  have  been  deceived  by  that  insidious  villain,  Lud- 
low.  Nay,  don’t  storm,  or  I shall  be  certain  you  are  acting  in 
concert.” 

“ But  I will  speak,  sir.” 

44  Young  man,”  said  Myte,  with  more  solemnity  than  I 
thought  he  could  put  on,  “ when  people  league  together  to  do 
base  things,  tliey  should  be  very  circumspect ; but  what  has 
Ludlow  (lime  ? No  sooner  is  he  turned  out  of  doors  by  his 
mistress,  than  he  recals — reelaims — faugh  ! takes  to  his  bosom 
his  wife — as  infamous  a woman  as  ever  spurned  at  everysugges- 
tion  of  decency,  of  virtue,  of  humanity.  You  see,  we  know  all. 
And  what  ha  ve  you  done?  you  have  positively  gone  to  live  with 
them  ; you  have  made  yourself  one  of  them,  — identiíied  your- 
self  with  them.  What  is  the  inevitable  conclusión  ?r>  raising  his 
voice.  u Why,  roguery,  roguery,  roguery.  Oh  ! 99  and  he 
shook  his  head  so  that  his  face  was  scarce  distinguishable,  “ no 
more,  no  more.  If  you  think  you  have  any  claim  upon  Mrs. 
Brett,  get  away  from  ’em — have  nothing  to  do  with  *em. 
Wilh  your  hands  to  your  ears,  and  your  feet  to  the  ground, 
scamper  away  from  ’em.” 

This  was  a homc-thrust  which  I could  not  parry.  And  it  did 
look  awkward — ugly.  It  was  so  exeellent  a foundation  for  Mrs. 
Brett  to  build  upon  : I could  not  but  see  that.  And  then  — 
what  man  out  of  a thousand, — if,  indeed,  any  man  were  to  be 
found, — who  could  understand,  much  less  sympathise,  with 
the  feelings  that  liad  prompted  Ludlow  to  take  back  to  his  for- 
giveness  a penitent  sinner — that  sinner  being  his  wife.  Present- 
ly,  however,  a sense  of  Myte’s  injustice  towards  me — an  unpro- 
tected,  inexperienccd  youtli — returned  to  me.  I was  too  proud 
to  ask  him  to  put  a favourable  construction  upon  my  proceed- 
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ings, — to  suspend  his  opinión  of  me.  I turnee!,  tliercfore,  to 
him,  and  said, 

44  I called,  sir,  to  inquire  whéther  a gentleman,  tall  and  stout, 
has  been  here  after  me/’ 

44  No  gentleman,”  returned  Mytc,  44  tall  and  stout,  or  short 
and  slender,  has  been  here.  Do  you  mean  Colonel  Brett  ? ” 

44  I do  not.  Is  any  letter  lying  for  me  ? ” 

“No  letter  lies  for  you  here.” 

44  Then,  good  morning,  sir,”  and  I was  about  to  depart. 

44  Stay  ! ” cried  Myte  ; “ let  us  see — your  clothes — you  will 
come  for  them  ?” 

44  L will  send  for  them,11  1 replied.  44  Into  this  house,  sir,  I 
never  set  my  foot  again.” 

44  Would  to  God,  Richard,”  said  Myte,  44  I could  think  you 
honest.” 

44  Is  your  inoney  safe?”  said  I,  looking  over  my  shoulder. 
44  Is  your  píate  gone  ? Have  you  counted  tlie  spoons  ? 
Where  ’s  your  watch  ?” 

44  Stay,  I tell  you,”  urged  Mytc,  fumbling  in  his  pocket  for  a 
small  key,  which  he  drew  out. 

44  How  I bate,”  I exclaimed,  44  this  detestable  scene ! Mr. 
Myte,  you  shall  regret  your  conduct  to  me  this  day, — upon  my 
soul  you  shall.  What  new  insult?  Search  my  trunks.  I will 
wait  while  you  send  for  a tipstaff.” 

44  I didn't  mean  that, — not  that,”  cried  Myte,  clapping  down 
the  lid  of  a tin-box  which  he  had  just  oponed.  44  Look  here, 
Ricardo.  I should  like  to  part  good  friends  with  you,  in  case 
your  story  should  turn  out  to  be  true.  Upon  my  word,  it  would 
go  nigh  to  break  my  heart — it  would,  indeed,  to  think  that  I 
had  done  you  injustice.  See  here,”  he  continued,  opening  the 
box,  and  coming  towards  me  with  a coaxing  smile,  44  look  at 
these.  Here,  take  these  parings  from  the  hoof  of  the  golden 
calí,”  and  he  handed  me  several  pieces  of  gold. 

The  oíd  fellow  caused  a rising  in  my  throat,  which  I gulped 
down  again. 

44  Give  me  these  parings,  as  you  cali  them,”  I said. 

“Yes,”  he  replied  complacently,  counting  them  into  my 
hand.  44  One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six,  seven,  eight,  nine,  — 
¿e/¿9 — there.” 

I tossed  them  from  me  on  the  ground,  as  a man  deais  cards. 

44  There,”  said  1, 44  stoop  and  pick  them  up,  as  you  /¿ave  stoop- 
ed,  I daré  say,  to  pick  up  money.  1 shall  not  stoop  to  receive 
money  from  you.  Ha  ! ha  ! sir.  Now,  if  this  is  not  the  basest 
insult  of  all ; but  I *11  be  even  with  you,  yet.” 

44 Oh,  dear  me!  don’t,”  exclaimed  Myte,  seizing  me  by  the 
coat.  44  If  that  wasn’t  the  face,  and  the  voice  too,  of  Se  mira- 
mis,  ma}'  I never  touch  gold  more.” 

I broke  from  him,  and  rushed  out  of  the  office;  and  hasten- 
ing  up  a gateway,  gave  vent  to  my  feelings  in  a ílood  of  tears. 
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I had  conceived  a sort  of  affection  for  the  little  man,  the  extent 
of  which,  until  I parted  from  him  (as  I resolved,  for  ever,)  I did 
not  know.  I felt  a yearning,  too,  to  take  leave  of  Mrs.  Myte 
and  her  daughter,  who  had  upon  all  occasions  treated  me  with 
singular  and  unvarying  kindness.  But  that  must  not  be  thought 
on  now.  Other  considerations  pressed  upon  me. 

And,  first — shoukl  I return  to  JLudlow  ? I could  not  but  be 
sensible  that  to  continué  to  reside  under  the  same  roof  with  him 
must  prejudice  me  very  strongly  in  the  eyes  of  those  who  were 
to  decide  upon  the  reality  of  my  claims.  The  recent  forgiveness 
of  his  wife  would  not  be  so  callcd  by  the  world,  which  never 
gives  a man  credit  for  a Christian  virtue  when  the  action  of 
which  it  is  the  effect  can  be  referred  to  a base  motive.  Her  con- 
tinuancein  the  house,  coupled  with  myrcsidence  there,  must  in- 
evitably  throw  an  air  of  collusion  over  the  whole  business.  Myte, 
after  all,  was  not  so  much  to  blame.  Mankind  generally  would 
draw  the  same  inference.  But  then,  I could  not  bring  myself  to 
leave  Ludlow  in  his  presen t frame  of  mind,  of  which,  for  a rea- 
son  I will  hereafter  disclose,  I have  furnislied  only  a faint  de- 
scription  to  the  leader.  Besides,  the  very  money  wherewith  I 
should  be  enabled  to  support  myself  for  a time,  was  of  his  pro- 
visión ; and  it  would  be  nothing  short  of  ingratitude  to  run 
away  from  him — to  employ  a common  saying — in  the  very  shoes 
he  had  placed  upon  my  feet. 

Again,  the  extraordinary  weakncss  or  wickedness  of  Lady 
Masón  our  joínt  endeavours  could  alone  counteract.  There 
could  be  no  doubt  — for  Myte  in  grave  matters  was  a man  of 
veracity,  — that  she  had  renounced  me  to  him  and  Langley,  and 
that  she  was  prepared  to  maintain  her  disavowal  at  all  hazards. 
“ Hang  that  woman — that  wife  of  his!”  thought  I,  as  1 turned 
into  the  Street  in  which  we  lodged,  “ would  that  Ludlow  had 
never  sought  or  seen  her.” 

1 was  about  to  knock  at  the  door,  when  a man  tapped  me  on 
the  shoulder. 

“ One  word  with  yon,  if  you  picase,”  he  said,  beckoning  me  a 
fcw  paces.  I a t tended  him. 

44  Is  your  ñame  Savage  ?”  he  inquired. 

u It  is.  Wliat  do  you  want?” 

“ Here,  Bill,  lend  a luind,”  he  said. 

Bill,  it  seemed,  was  alive  to  business  ; for,  scarce  were  the 
words  spoken,  when  my  arms  were  pinioned  by  a powerfnl  rnf- 
íian,  and  1 was  thrust  into  a coach,  the  two  men  tnmbling  in 
after  me.  In  an  instant,  the  door  was  closed,  — the  Windows 
were  drawn  up,  the  blinda  after  them,  and  tile  coach  drove  oíl* 
at  a rapid  rate. 

I was  so  confounded  by  this  sudden  seizure,  that  I was  sur* 
prised  out  of  my  presence  of  mind.  In  a moment,  however,  1 
regained  my  senses,  and  struggling  violen tly  with  the  two  í el- 
lows,  attempted  to  get  hold  of  the  handle  of  one  of  the  doors. 
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44  Curse  his  young  bones  and  mu  seles,*”  eried  one  of  them, 
with  a brutal  oath.  44  This  won’t  do.  Down  with  him,  Bill.” 

Hereupon,  Bill  dealt  me  a tremendous  blow  on  the  side  of  the 
head,  and  winding  bis  hand  into  my  cravat,  tlirust  me  down 
upon  one  of  the  seats. 

44  I shall  be  choked,”  I gasped.  44  Don’t  murder  me.” 

44  Not  this  bout,”  eried  the  fellow  with  a hoarse  chuckle, 
planting  his  knee  upon  my  chest,  and  forcing  my  head  back 
with  his  hand.  44  Now,  Watson,  where’s  the  ropeP  Just  tie 
up  his  pickers  and  stcalcrs ; he  can’t  do  much  harm  after  that.” 

Watson  was  ready  with  his  rope,  which  he  bound  tightly 
round  my  wrists.  44  Now  get  up,”  said  he,  lending  me  a back- 
handed  slap  upon  the  face,  44  and  tell  us  how  you  find  yourself 
by  this  time.” 

Whatever  my  prívate  feelings  of  resen tment  might  be,  I was 
wise  enough  to  keep  them  very  prívate.  I perceived  it  was  use- 
less  to  remonstratc  with  men,  whom,  had  1 been  at  perfect  liber- 
ty,  I could  not  effectually  resist,  and  who  had  rendered  me  alto- 
gether  powerless.  They  were  acting  under  orders ; and  these, 
although  in  some  alarm,  I applied  myself  to  discover. 

44  Gentlemen,”  I began,  (what  a shocking  perversión  of  this 
word  circumstances  compel  us  at  times  to  commit  !) — 44  gen- 
tlemen, I am  sure  there  must  be  some  mistake.  I cannot  be  the 
person  you  want.” 

44  Shall  I just  make  the  gag  useful  ? ” said  the  fellow  who 
was  called  Bill,  44  that  mouth  of  his  will  be  opening.” 

44  Young  fellow,”  eried  the  other,  44  if  you '11  promise  not  to 
set  up  your  throat,  and  to  attempt  no  escape,  Bill,  there,  shall 
keep  his  gag  in  his  pocket : if  you  make  a noise  or  a scuflrle,” 
swearing  horribly,  44  it  shall  be  worse  for  you.  We  have  got 
you  ; and  we  know  what  to  do  with  you  ; and  what  we  choose 
to  do  with  you,  nobody  need  know.  We  shan’t  murder  you,  I 
daré  say,  unlcss  you  wish  it.” 

44  But,  what  are  you  going  to  do  with  me?”  I urged,  greatly 
disturbed  at  this  speech,  which  implied  that  murder  was  one  of 
the  branches  of  the  worthies*  profession. 

44  He  will  be  chattering,  you  see,”  said  Bill. 

44  Never  mind,”  replied  Watson,  44  it  does  him  good,  and  us 
no  harm.  It  ’s  natural  he  should  feel  a little  curiosity. 
Shouldn’t  you , Bill?’1 

44  Why  yes,”  said  Bill.  44  Nature,  you  know,  as  a man  may 
say,  is  what  we  all  feel.” 

44 Do  we?”  returned  Watson.  44  Well,  I ’m  no  scholar,  and 
don’t  know  much  about  that.” 

44  Gentlemen,”  said  I,  44 1 am  sure  you  are  in  an  error.  1 am 
certain  you  have  taken  the  wrong  person.” 

44  Catcli  us  doing  that,”  replied  Watson  ; 44  though,  I daré 
say,  if  we  had  taken  any  one  else  instead  of  you,  you’d  have 
thought  him  the  right  one.  No — no.” 
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“ I am  known  to  nobody,”  I said  : “no  human  being  can 
possibly  entertain  any  enmity  against  me.” 

“ Perhaps  not,”  returned  Watson  quietly ; “ we  heard  it  was 
to  be  all  for  your  good  ; you  wouldn’t  be  easy,  young  fellow  ; 
and  so  you  Ve  to  be  sent  where  they  VI  try  to  make  you  com- 
fortable.” 

61  What  have  I done?”  I iuquired.  “I  llave  injured  no- 
body.” 

“Perhaps  not,  again,”  said  Watson  ; “ it  appears  you  have 
been  paying  great  attention  to  a certain  lady,  who  VI  rather  be 
without  it;  and  that  ’s  the  long  and  the  short.  You  sha’nV  be 
sent  to  the  Indies  without  knowing  who’s  to  be  at  the  expense 
of  you.” 

“ The  Indies  ! ” I exclaimed,  u and  who  is  it  would  send  me 
there  ? ” 

“ Ah  ! ” cried  Watson,  while  Bill  chuckled  approvingly  at  his 
friend’s  peculiar  humour,  you  ’ll  know  that  one  of  these  days, 
when  you  return  with  a yellow  face,  and  a bag  of  yellow 

guineas.  4 Mrs.  B , how  d’ye  do,  dear  Mrs.  B ? many 

thanks  for  your  kindness  in  taking  care  of  me.  Here  I am, 

come  back  again,  you  see.’  Tlien  says  Mrs.  B , * Mighty 

glad  to  see  you,  I protest, ’ says  she  ; 4 and  how  did  you  lea  ve 
the  blacks  at  Jamaicy  ? ’ she  says. — 6 Why,  mura/  says  you, 
< they  Ve  as  well  as  the  whites  ’ll  let  ’em  be.  They  lceep  their 
colour,’  you  says,  É which  is  more  than  I ’ve  been  able  to  do,’’ 
meaning  your  yellow  phiz.  Oh  ! you  Ve  a famous  chance  be- 
fore  you,  Mr.  Savage,  and  I wish  you  luck  with  all  my  heavt. 
You  VI  remember  us  when  you  return  ? ” 

I said  no  more.  It  was  too  clear  that  Mrs.  Brett  was  at  the 
bottom  of  this  — that  my  mother  had  hit  upon  these  means  of 
providing  for  me. 

“ Come,  young  one,”  cried  Bill,  after  a long  pause,  attracting 
my  attention  by  a kick  on  the  shins,  “ donV  fall  asleep.  You  VI 
have  plenty  of  time  for  a nap  before  they  give  you  a row  down 
the  river.  What  time  are  they  to  be  up  with  the  boat?”  to 
Watson. 

“ Nine,”  replied  his  companion. 

“ Three  good  hours,  yet,”  rejoined  Bill.  “ We  Ve  nearly 
there  by  this  time,  I should  think.” 

“ I daré  say,”  answered  Watson,  letting  down  the  blind  and 
the  window.  “ You  ’re  a good  one  at  a guess,  Bill,”  he  conti- 
nued,  drawing  in  his  head,  which  he  had  thrust  out  at  the  win- 
dow. “ Here  we  are.  Stop  ! ” 

The  coacli  now  stopped,  and  the  driver  carne  to  the  door, 
which  lie  opened. 

“Now,  Mr.  Savage,  will  you  be  so  good?”  cried  Watson 
with  mock  politeness.  “ There,  now,  — not  quite  so  fast,”  he 
added,  seizing  me  as  I attem])ted  to  spring  out  of  the  vehicle, — 
“ we  Ve  so  fond  of  your  company  that  we  muat  stick  to  you. 
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Leiul  a hand,  Bill,  and  sliowthc  gen t lemán  into  the  house.  Be 
very  gentle  with  liim — you  know  how.” 

The  ruffian  took  the  hint.  Clasping  me  under  the  arm  with 
onc  huge  hand,  he  wound  the  other  into  my  cravat,  foreing  his 
knuckles  into  my  throat.  Watson  did  likewise,  and  lifting  me 
out  of  the  coach,  and  urging  me  forward  with  their  knees,  they 
succeeded  in  getting  me  into  the  passage  of  a small  alehouse. 

44  Now,  Kugby,”  cried  Watson,  as  they  dragged  me  towards 
the  back  of  the  house,  speaking  to  a short  stout  man,  who  was 
lighting  a lantern,  44  we’ve  caught  our  bird  at  last.  He  hasn’t 
sung  much  since  wc  *vc  had  him.” 

44  Oh  ! he  ’s  a sweet  one, — he  is,”  cried  Rugby,  as  he  looked 
into  my  face  by  the  aid  of  the  lantern,  giving  me  a plaguy 
chuck  under  the  chin,  and  mimicking  the  chirping  sound  with 
which  a man  encourages  his  favourite  bird.  44  He  hasn’t  sung 
much,  hasn’t  he?  it’s  moulting  time  with  him,”  surveying  my 
clothes,  44  he  11  soon  shed  his  feathers,  I doubt.” 

44  A tankard  of  ale/'  said  Watson;  44  wc ’ve  had  dry  work 
hitherto.”  Rugby  went  away,  presently  returning  with  a foam- 
ing  measure. 

44  Now,  Mr.  Savagc,”  said  Watson,  turning  to  me.  “Tell  us 
at  once,  to  save  trouble.  Will  you  go  up  stairs  quietly,  or  do 
you  mean  to  compel  us  to  treat  you  roughly?  Bill,  let  go  his 
throat,  will  you  ?” 

44  If  you  will  unbind  my  wrists,  1 will  go  quietly,’’  I said, 
44  the  rope  hurts  them  very  much.  Nay,  upon  my  honour  I will 
offer  no  resistance 

44  I think  we  can  manage  him  if  he  does,”  said  Rugby. 
44  Why,  if  you  ’d  only  leave  him  to  me,  I ’d  up  with  him  in  no 
time.” 

44  You  would  ? ” cried  Watson  ; 44  he  ’d  down  with  you  in  less 
than  no  time,  I can  tell  you  that,  mine  host.  Tliere,  Bill, 
pocket  the  rope ; and  hand  over  the  tankard.  Here,  young  one, 
lay  hold.  1 like  a fellow  of  spirit.” 

1 drank  heartily,  emptying  the  measure. 

44  Now,  gentlemen,”  I said,  giving  the  tankard  to  Rugby, 
44 1 attend  you.  It  is  useless  to  resist ; and  I shall  not  attempt 
it.  You  are  going,  it  seems,  to  carry  me  on  board  a vessel.” 

44  No,  we  ain’t,”  replied  Watson  ; 44  our  w ork  ’s  nearly  ended. 
When  we  ’ve  given  you  over  to  two  jolly  tars  who  will  be  here 
at  nine,  wc ’ve  nothing  to  do  but  to  make  our  bow  to  lionest 
Rugby  here,”  (the  villanous  host  expanded  his  mouth  into  a 
grin  at  the  inapplicable  adjective,)  44  and  to  wait  upon  the  lady 

— dear  Mrs.  B , your  Mrs.  13 , who  will  be  anxious  to 

know  wdiether  you  ha  ve  been  placed  in  safe  keeping.” 

44  W ell,  gentlemen,”  I returned,  44  I give  you  warning,  which 
I hope  you  will  be  pleased  with  me  for  doing, — if  1 should  iind 

means  to  escape  from  the  late  designed  me  by  Mrs.  B , as 

you  cali  her, — now,  or  at  any  future  time, — my  best  endeavours 
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shall  be  exereiscd  to  trace  you  out,  and  to  llave  you  punished, 
as  you  deserve.  You  kuow  the  law  will  not  permit  such  out- 
rages  to  be  committed  with  impunity.” 

Bill  liad  bis  hand  up  in  readiness  íbr  a stunning  blow,  which 
he  designed  for  my  head,  but  he  was  checkcd  by  Watson  with 
a fierce  oath. 

“ Not  nuich  chance  of  your  escaping,  Savagc,”  he  said,  with 
a laugh  ; tc  if  you  do,  we  will  give  you  leave  to  set  the  bull- 
dogs  after  us.  Come,  walk  up — you  first,  if  you  please.” 

So  sayiñg,  he  administered  an  unceremonious  shove  to  me, 
which  caused  me  to  stumble  over  the  first  stair. 

Lend  us  the  lantern,”  said  he,  to  Rugby,  “ this  young  gen- 
tleman  ’s  not  used  to  your  stairs.  He  ’ll  come  down  more  easily, 
1 daré  say.” 

Having  pushed  me  up  thrce  flights  of  stecp  and  narrow  stairs, 
the  man  halted  at  a door  immediately  before  them. 

“ Where  is  the  key,  my  jolly  host  ? ” asked  Watson. 

“ Here,  master,”  answered  Rugby. 

Watson,  having  unloeked,  unbolted,  and  unbarred  the  door, 
— for  this  door,  unlike  others  that  are  usually  to  be  met  with  in 
honest  houses,  was  furnished  with  bolts  and  bars  on  the  outside, 
— projcctcd  his  lantern,  and  took  a momentary  survcy  of  the 
room,  into  which,  immediately  afterwards,  he  thrust  me  without 
ceremony. 

44  There — get  you  in  there,”  said  he,  proceeding  to  lock,  bolt 
and  bar  ; u if  you  don't  find  ÍL  warm  enough,  there  ’s  plenty  of 
room  for  a dance.  No  wind  can  get  at  him,  I think,  Rugby  ? the 
Windows  are  pretty  fast  ; and  it  won’t  whistle  down  the  chim- 
ney,  1 promise  you.  You’,ll  find  a sort  of  a bed  somewherc : 
take  your  nap  out  on  it,”  he  added,  through  the  key  lióle.  44  It 
hasn’t  been  much  slept  upon  lately  ; and  I don’t.  think  there  ever 
was  a good  sound  night’s  rest  got  out  of  it  yet.” 

With  a burst  of  boistcrous,  and,  1 daré  say,  heartfelt  inerri- 
ment,  the  tliree  rogues  left  me  to  my  own  reflections. 

And  sad  and  bitter  they  were,  for  a time, — and  then,  revenge- 
ful.  But  her  revenge,  it  was  too  apparent,  would  precede  mine, 
perlinos  prevcnt  it.  Was  it  certain  — whatever  Watson  might 
have  hinted  to  the  contrary, — that  my  life  would  not  be  at- 
tempted, — that  I should  not  be  murdered  in  this  den  ? Tha¿,  1 
liad  full  reason  to  bclieve,  would  be  the  disposal  of  me  most 
satisfactory  to  Mrs.  Brett.  For,  of  wliat  avail — lasting  avail — 
to  send  me  to  Jamaica,  if  I chanced  to  come  back  again  ? the 
possibility  of  my  doing  which  my  mother,  guilty,  I remember- 
ed,  as  well  as  malignan t and  revengeful,  must  have  revolved,  be- 
fore she  decided  upon  this  step.  Murdered,  — the  decree  liad 
gone  forth,  — I was  to  be  murdered  — drowned,  it  occurred  to 
me,  by  the  jolly  tars  of  whom  Watson  liad  spoken,  whose  jollity 
would  suffer  little  diminution  fVom  the  trivial  circumstance  of 
having  sent  a poor  devil  to  the  bottom  of  the  Thames.  My  huir 
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stood  on  end  at  this  suggestion,  — and  the  sweat  gathered  into 
drops  upon  my  foreliead. 

The  moon  at  the  instant  broke  through  the  darkness, — bland 
goddess  ! she  never  walked  out  of  a cloud  to  supply  the  exigence 
of  the  hide-bound  brains  of  a poetaster  more  opportunely  than 
she  seemcd  to  visit  me  in  my  prison  now.  Through  onc  of  the 
small  windows,  high  above  my  reacli,  and  barred,  lier  light 
streamed  into  the  room,  disclosing  its  dimensions.  It  was  to- 
lcrably  large,  and  square.  A huge,  old-fashioned  bcdstead 
against  the  wall  opposite  the  Windows,  the  solé  thing  in  the 
room,  except  myself, — and  I,  indeed,  a thing,  entrapped,  out- 
wittcd,  brought  to  my  pleas,  and  my  knees,  too ; yes,  my 
prayers,  my  tears,  my  cries,  my  wild  howlings  for  mercy  — for 
life  — by  a woman  ; and  that  woman  (it  was  a lie — a íiend)  my 
mother  ! 

It  would  have  done  her  heart  — good,  I was  abou t to  write, 
but  it  liad,  long  ago,  been  past  that, — to  have  heard  me  curse 
and  swear,  as  1 ran  madly  about  the  room,  seeking  some  impos- 
sible  outlct.  No  chimney,  no  trap-door  in  floor  or  ceiling  ; no 
chance  of  scaling  the  Windows  ; no  chance  if  I could  do  so.  l£x- 
hausted  at  length,  by  these  unavailing  and  weak  efforts,  I flung 
myself  upon  the  mattress.  I would  sleep  out  the  interval  be- 
tween  this  and  nine  o’clock.  I wished  the  time  were  come.  Sus- 
pense was  agony. 

It  would  not  do.  Sleep  was  out  of  the  question.  So  was  it 
to  lie  passive,  whilst  dreadful  thoughts  of  horror  and  of  death 
carne  thickly,  — the  last  more  hideous  than  the  former, — and 
wreaked  themselves  upon  my  brain.  I could  not  bear  it.  Start- 
ing  up  violently,  my  arm  carne  in  contact  with  something  that 
protruded  from  the  wall — was  it  merely  the  wall? — at  the  back 
of  the  bed.  Thore  was  a sort  of  dingy  curtain  — I know  not 
what  to  cali  it  — that  prcvcnted  my  seeing  what  this  something 
was.  I rent  a hole  in  the  rotten  piece  of  linen.  It  was  a key — 
a key  in  the  lock  of  a door.  1 tried  it.  It  turned  easily.  Al- 
ready  I could  open  the  door  some  inches.  Remove  the  bedstead, 
and  I should  at  once  íind  myself  in  another  room — a room  they 
liad  probably  forgotten,  and  the  door  of  which  they  liad  most 
iikely  omitted  to  secure. 

Ha  1 ha  ! I sprang  from  the  bed  in  a t ran  sport,  and  was  at 
my  work  in  a trice.  These  villains  were  not  adepts, — they  had 
something  of  their  business  yet  to  learn.  My  escape  would 
teach  them  foresight,  caution.  They  would  malee  ull  fast  be- 
forehand,  next  bout.  I did  not  think,  at  the  time,  of  my  suc- 
cessor,  whoever  he  miglit  be,  with  whom  it  would  go  hard  in 
consequence  of  their  acquired  caution  and  foresight. 

Never,  surely,  was  there  such  a huge,  unmanageable,  imprac- 
ticable bedstead.  Invoking  imprecations  upon  the  joiner,  I 
laboured  away  at  the  vast  efiort  of  wood-work,  and  had  nearly 
drawn  it  from  the  wall  far  enough  to  euablc  me  to  open  the 
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door,  and  to  squeeze  myself  through,  when  a loud  knocking 
arrested  my  attention,  and  suspended  my  labours. 

“ Ililloah  ! young  fellow  ! ” cried  the  gruff  voice  of  Rugby. 

“ Well;  what  do  you  want  ? ” I answered,  in  a courageous 
tone.  c<  Are  you  going  to  let  me  out  ? 99  It  occurred  to  me 
that,  Rugby  being  alone,  and  by  no  means  a powerful  man,  if 
lie  opened  the  door,  I would  liave  a struggle  for  it.  Could  I 
forcé  liirn  into  the  room,  and  succeed  in  bolting  and  barring  him 
quietly  within,  I might  slip  down  stairs  — out  at  the  door,  and 
then, — Mrs.  Brett,  my  Service  to  you.”  My  heart  leapt  at  the 
possibility  of  it. 

The  reply  of  Rugby,  however,  dispelled  this  pleasing  antici- 
pation. 

Going  to  let  you  out  ?”  said  he,  — “ not  I,  till  your  time 
comes.  Mr.  Watson  ’s  a kind-hearted,  considérate  gentleman, 
and  he  wants  to  know  whether  you  '11  have  anything.  If  you 
will,  me  and  Bill  Sima  11  bring  it  to  you.” 

“ I want  nothing : go  away,  and  leave  me,”  I said. 

“ You  might  put  a liandle  to  my  ñame,  and  cali  me  Mister,” 
said  Rugby.  “ Neither  hog,  dog,  ñor  devil.  4 1 want  nothing 
— go  away  ! ’ I should  like  to  have  the  teaching  of  you  man- 
ners.  I ’d  cut  ’em  into  you,  I would,  that  you  ’d  never  forget 
'em,”  and  the  fellow  retired,  muttering. 

When  he  was  well  gone,  I resumed  my  employment  witli  re- 
newed  vigour.  I had  been  on  tenter-hooks  whilst  the  man 
stayed,  lest  he  should  be  reminded  of  the  door  of  the  inner  room, 
which  I concluded  to  be  immediately  on  his  right  hand.  In  a 
short  time  I had  sufficiently  removed  the  bedstead  to  press  my- 
self through  the  opening  of  the  door  behind  it,  which  I did  with 
such  precipitation  as  to  fall  headlongdown  a couple  of  steps  that 
led  into  the  inner  room.  I got  up,  regardless  of  the  accident, 
and  proceeded,  as  well  as  I was  able,  to  explore  the  apartment. 
It  was  a small  garret,  or  rather  hole,  lighted  in  the  day-time  by 
a casement ; but  this  1 did  not  at  the  moment  observe.  My 
first  impulse  was  to  make  towards  that  part  of  the  wall  in  which 
I had  assured  myself  I should  find  a door.  Like  many  other 
assurances  which  a man  xnakes  to  himself,  mine  had  no  foundation 
in  rcality.  After  carefully  (in  both  senses  carefully)  feeling  the 
whole  superficies  of  the  walls,  and  of  the  ceiling  — for  that  I 
could  reach  with  my  hands,  — not  a door  was  to  be  found,  ex- 
cept,  indecd,  the  door  that  opened  into  my  prison.  The  hope- 
lessness  of  my  condition  now  returned  to  me  with  tenfold  poig- 
naney.  1 sat  me  down  on  the  two  steps,  and  could  have  wept 
with  very  anguish ; but,  of  what  avail,  thought  I,  when  I sorac- 
what  recovered  my  composure,  to  wring  one’s  hands,  and  to  dis- 
turb  one’s  spirits,  when  work  is  to  be  done,  that,  perhaps,  after 
all,  may  be  done  ? 

Springing  up — for  a new  hopebroke  in  upon  me — I has  tened 
to  the  casement,  which  with  some  difliculty  I opened.  Could 
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I gct  out,  and  malee  my  escape  over  the  roofs  of  the  houses  ! 
Some  friendly  neiglibour  would,  perhaps,  receive  me,  and'assist 
my  deliverance  out  of  the  hands  of  thése  murderers.  Or, 
if  no  window  were  accesible,  I could  alarm  the  passengers 
in  the  Street  by  my  outeries,  who  might  insist  upon,  nay,  who 
would  compel  my  liberation.  But  would  they  so  ? I was  not 
so  certain  of  that.  I decided  that  this  should  be  my  last.  resort ; 
for  1 was  well  awarc  that  unless  I liad  an  opportunity  of  telling 
my  story  íirst,  I should  stand  small  chance  of  obtaining  credit 
for  it,  against  the  combined  contradiction  of  three  hard-fronted 
ruffians,  who  could,  doubtless,  utter  a lie  with  more  confidente 
than  an  honest  man  could  relate  the  truth. 

The  great  fiend  fly  away  with  Rugby,  and  invent  a new  and 
exquisite  torture  expressly  for  him  ! His  house  had  been  built 
for  the  purpose,  and  he  had  taken  it  with  the  view,  of  accommo- 
dating  young  gentlemen,  who  might  happen  to  fall  under  their 
mothers*  displeasure,  with  a few  hours*  lodging  preparatory  to 
their  embarkation  for  the  plantations.  I could  not  stretch  my- 
self  sulliciently  far  out  of  the  casement  to  distinguish  whether 
there  were  houses  on  either  side  of  us.  I began  to  fear  that  our 
house  ( our  house !)  was  detached ; in  which  case  no  hope  was 
left  to  me.  All  was  silence.  Eeforc,  and  widely-extended  be- 
fore,  was  a space  of  ground,  diversifíed  here  and  there  with 
patches  of  hungry  grass,  and  ponds  of  accumülated  rain.  Not 
a soul — and  I watched  for  half  an  hour — dotted  the  surface  of 
this  lost  waste.  Not  a house  was  to  be  scen. 

And  now,  as  to  escape  from  the  lióle  in  which  1 was.  The  edge 
of  the  roof  — a steep  one  — was  barely  a yard  and  a half  below 
the  casement.  There  was  not  even  the  common  wooden  gutter 
to  convey  the  rain  from  the  eaves.  And  now  1 turned  from  the 
casement,  and  placed  this  question  straight  before  me.  1 rc- 
peated  it  aloud,  that,  as  it  were,  my  mind  should  distinctly  sec 
it.  “ Shall  I stay  here,  and  submit  myself  to  certain  death, — 
or,  if  that  be  not  certain,  to  a life-long  captivity,  worse  than 
death,  or  shall  1 avail  myself  of  this  chance  for  my  life,  which 
Providence  has  pointed  out  to  me  ? ” 

No  time  was  to  be  lost ; ñor  could  there  he  ariy  hesitation. 
Having  taken  uíf  my  slioes,  and  put  tliem  in  my  pockets,  1 fell 
upon  my  knees,  and  coinmeiided  myself  to  God,  — and  I aróse, 
strengthened. 

It  was  a matter  of  no  small  difficulty  to  get  myself,  in  a col- 
lected  form,  outside  the  casement,  and  when  1 liad  done  so,  to 
project  myself  upwards  by  its  side,  which  was  raised  from  the 
roof.  One  glance  below  would  llave  been  inevitable  destruction. 
I threw  myself  forward,  and  on  hands  and  feet  made  my  way 
towards  the  ridge  of  the  roof  in  an  oblique  direction,  purposing 
to  reach  the  next  house,  if  there  were  one.  I had  proceeded 
some  distanee,  when  one  tile,  and  tlien  another,  and  another, 
gave  way  from  beneatli  my  feet,  which  could  cífect  lio  hold  or 
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stay, — neither  con  Id  my  fingers,  thc  nails  of  which  I vainly  en- 
deavourcd  to  infix  into  thc  mortal*.  I was  now  sliding  down- 
wards  at  full  length.  God  ! what  a moment  was  that  ! My 
eyes  closed,  — my  senses  redad,  — and  yat  one  thought  — one 
visión,  horribly  distinct  within  me.  I saw  myself  below  — on 
theground,  on  the  flinty,  jaggcd  stones, — and  what  I saw — what 
figura,  if  figura  it  may  be  called — the  reader  shall  imagine;  for 
I cannot ; or  if  I can,  will  not,  describe  it. 

Merciful  Powcrs  ! what  superhuman  hand,  outstrctchcd  from 
Ileaven,  has  stayed, — has  saved  me?  Yes,  my  feet  were  stayed 
— restrained  by  a firm  bulwark.  I looked  round ; a secure  wall, 
it  seemed,  against  which  I leaned,  — against  which  I lay  my 
bursting  temples.  A ílood  of  tears  relieved  me : my  heart  was 
thankfiil  to  the  Almighty ; but  I could  not  as  yet  speak,  ñor 
could  my  mind  yet  form  a prayer. 

I had  fallen  against  a stack  of  chimneys,  placed,  as  well  as  I 
could  guess,  between  thc  partition  that  divided  Kugby’s  house 
from  its  neighbour.  As  yet,  I could  discover  no  garret  window 
corresponding  with  the  one  I had  (and  yet  how  )on g the  time 
appeared  !)  just  left.  I dccided,  therefore,  upon  again  ven  tu  r- 
ing  to  the  ridge  of  the  roof,  taking  care  to  keep  the  chimneys 
immediately  in  my  rear,  that,  should  my  feet  betray  me  a second 
time,  they  might  once  more  stand  me  in  good  stead.  This  time 
I was  more  fortúnate.  Having  reached  the  summit,  I placed 
myself  astride  upon  the  roof,  and  took  a survey  of  the  prospect 
on  my  right  hand,  which  I had  not  yet  seen.  The  river  lay  be- 
fore  me  and  beside  me,  with  its  multifarious  craft,  whose  half- 
formed  shadows  hung  beneatli  the  water,  black,  and  almost  as 
motionless  as  themselves.  The  beauty — if  any  there  were — of 
this  scene,  was  lost  upon  me.  The  picturesque  must  give  way 
to  the  pressing,  and  1 was  in  liaste.  Placing  my  hands  before 
me,  and  impelling  rnyself  by  my  heels  on  either  side  of  the  roof, 
I got  forvvard  some  distance,  till  I was  on  a level  with  a second 
stack  of  chimneys  similar  to  the  former.  I slid  down  to  these 
easily  ; and,  lo ! not  far  oír,  but  beneatli  me,  the  fíat  top  of  a 
garret  window.  There  was  a long  iron  bar — a holdfast,  I think 
it  is  called, — attached  to  the  chimneys  and  to  the  roof.  1 took 
off  my  cravat,  and  tied  it  with  a strong  knot  to  my  handker- 
chief,  which  L fastened  to  the  bar;  and,  winding  the  other  end 
tightly  round  my  wrist,  let  myself  down  to  the  small  platform. 
There  was  barely  space  to  crouch  down  upon  it,  which  I did. 
The  horrible  yard  and  a hall’  of  steep  tiles  was  under  this  win- 
dow also.  I shuddered  at  the  thought  of  trusting  myself  to  the 
frail  security  of  the  framework.  1 daré  not  attempt  to  crawl 
down  by  the  side  of  the  window,  lest  a single  false  step  should 
precipítate  me  to  the  ground.  And  yet,  how  otherwise  could  I 
hopo  to  get  into  it  ? Perhaps,  by  some  blessed  chance,  the  room 
was  occupied.  I stretched  my  head  over  thc  edge,  and  st¿*ove 
to  discover  whether  there  was  a light  in  it.  I harl  hardly  done 
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so,  whcn  methought  I heard  voices.  Ñor  was  I deceived  ; and 
the  momentary  radiance  of  a can d le  illumined  a small  portion  of 
the  atmosphere  beneath  me.  Thrusting  my  arm  down  as  low  as 
it  could  reach,  I laid  hold  upon  one  side  of  the  casement,  and 
burst  it  open  vvith  a violen t crash. 

“ Clirist  Jesús  ! a ghost  ! ” cried  a voice,  and  tlien  a heavy 
tumble  upon  the  ground. 

“What's  the  matter  now  ? ” exclaimed  a second  and  more 
powerful  voice.  c<  Why,  Simón,  have  you  gone  crazed  ?” 

46  There,”  cried  the  prostrate  Simón,  — “ there  ! ” pointing,  as 
I supposed,  to  the  open  casement. 

“ You  fool  1”  said  the  other,  “the  fastening  has  given  way, 
that  ’s  all.” 

I heard  him  approach  the  window.  It  was  now  my  turn  to 
join  in  the  conversation. 

“ For  God’s  sake,”  I began,  “ lend  me  some  assistance.” 

44  Hilloah  ! ” cried  the  man,  looking  out,  44  who  the  devil  are 
you  ? What  do  you  want  ? ” 

44  Your  assistance,”  I exclaimed.  “ 1 am  an  unfort uñate 
young  gentleman,  just  escaped  from  murderers.” 

44  Where  from  ? ” 

44  From  a fellow  named  Rugby — the  alehouse  hard  by.” 

44  The  devil  ! ” said  the  man,  44  how  did  you  contrive 

But  a pretty  fellow  am  I to  be  asking  questions  instead  of  lend- 
ing  a hand.  Young  man,  turn  yourself  round,  and  let  us  sce 
your  feet  over  here  instead  of  your  chin  : only,  gently,  — mind, 
gently.” 

1 was  not  long  about  that.  Unwinding  the  end  of  my  cravat 
from  my  wrist,  I did  as  he  directed.  Taking  me  with  a íirm 
gripe  by  the  ankles,  he  guided  my  feet  till  they  rested  upon  the 
ledge  of  the  window  ; then,  seizing  me  by  the  waistband  with 
one  hand,  he  clasped  me  tightly  round  the  body  with  his  arm, 
and  drew  me  into  the  room. 

Simón  had  ere  this  regained  his  legs,  and  for  some  moments 
after  his  father  (for  so  my  deliverer  was)  had  scated  me  in  a 
chair,  stood  staring  at  me  in  incrcdulous  astonislnnent. 

“ Come,  Simón,”  said  his  father,  “ stir  about.  Don’t  you  see 
how  palé  the  young  gentleman  looks?  Go  down  stairs,  and  ask 
mother  to  lend  you  her  bottle,  and  a glass.  Stay ; tell  her  to 
come  up,  and  see  a sight  worth  looking  at.'” 

The  brawny  youth  heaved  a deep  sigh  from  the  bottom  of  his 
chest. 

4C  Well,  father, ^ said  he,  if  I didn’t  think  it  was  a goblin,  I 
hope  1 may  never  touch  victuals  again.v> 

u You  41  empt}r  many  a cupboard  before  you  see  a goblin,” 
cried  his  father,  as  Simón  left  the  room.  “ That  boy,"  he  add- 
ed,  turning  to  me,  “ has  been  made  a fool  of  by  his  mother. 
But,  come : cheer  up — the  worst  is  over.” 
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I bogan  to  make  excuses  for  thc  trouble  and  interruption  I 
liad  caused. 

Not  a word  of  that,”  said  he  ; 44  I ’d  rather  see  two  honest 
men  come  in  at  the  window  than  one  rogue  at  the  door,  any 
day, — wouldn’t  you  ? And  so,  no  more  words  about  that.” 

“ Where  is  the  preeious  young  lamb  ? ” cried  a little  woman, 
liurrying  into  the  room,  with  a candle  like  a comet  streaming  in 
the  wind.  44  Why,  lad,”  and,  with  one  hand  upon  her  hip,  she 
gazed  upon  me  with  tender  interest,  44  how  did  you  get  in  liere  P 
Simón  tells  me  you  Ve  walked  over  the  tops  of  all  the  houses. 
You  good  dcar ! ” to  her  husband,  whose  cheek  she  patted,  44  to 
take  him  in.  It’s  just  like  him,  sir.  Simón,  where  are  you  ? 
Pour  out  a good  bumping  glass,  and  give  it  to  the  young  gen- 
tleman.  Deary  me  ! deary  me  ! tch  ! tch  ! tch  ! do  see  how  the 
swcet  fcllow  drinks  it  up  ! Johnny  Martin,  do  look  at  him. 
Who  could  have  the  heart  to  lay  a finger  on  his  head  ? Simón  l" 
Simón  was  at  her  elbow.  44  Help  your  father,  my  dear  boy, 
and  give  me  a drop;  and  take  a little  yourself.  You  thought 
he  was  a ghost  — ha  ! ha  ! He  *s  as  like  my  brother’s  son  tliat 
went  to  sea  as  ever  two  peas.  I '11  drink  to  your  safe  deli ver- 
anee, sir,™  shaking  her  head.  44  Oh  ! you  Ye  a fine  youtli.” 

44  Come,”  said  Martin,  rising,  and  stretching  himself  to  his 
full  dimensions,  which  were  of  a muscular  compactness  and  de- 
velopement  seldom  witnessed,  44  there  ’s  something  to  be  done,  I 
see  that.  Tbis  young  gentleman  has  been  seized  upon  by  two 
crimps,  I suspect.” 

44  Crimps ! I ’d  crimp  Vm,  if  I liad  *em  ! ” cried  Mrs.  Martin, 
44  the  wicked  cannibals  ! to  go  to  inspirit  away  a young,  fine, 
beaufíful ” 

44  My  dear,  sit  down,”  gently  urged  Martin, 44  and  let  us  hear 
the  young  gentleman ’s  account  of  it.” 

44  VYell,  Johnny, — well,”  returned  his  wife  ; 44 1 *11  listen  to  it 
with  the  greatest  of  pleasure.  But,  I wish  you  had  *em  to  deal 
with,  Johnny, — tliat  ’s  all.  What  dost  say,  Simón  ? ” 

44 1 say,”  cried  Simón,  making  up  a prodigious  íist, 44  I should 
like  to  have  the  walloping  of  one  of  ’em,  let  him  be  as  big  as  he 
will.” 

44  Sweet  fellow  ! just  like  his  father,”  said  Mrs.  Martin,  press- 
ing  my  hand.  44  Feel  better,  dear?  ” 

44  Much,  I thank  you  ; 1 am  quite  revived  ; and  will,  if  you 
please,  relate  how  I carne  liere.” 

Hcreupon  1 told  thcm  how  I had  been  thrust  into  the  coach, 
my  confineiuent  at  Kugby's,  my  escape  thence, — the  wholewith 
circ u instan tial  min u teness. 

44  But,  have  you  any  reason  to  suspect,”  inquired  Martin, 
wlien  his  wife’s  exclamations  had  in  some  degree  subsided, 44  that 
these  men  have  been  employed  by  some  enemy  ? You  have 
friends,  sir,  of  course  ; have  they  any  eneniies — your  parents,  I 
mean  ; for  you  are  too  young  to  have  made  enemies  yet.” 
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“ He  enormes  ! ” cried  Mrs.  Martin  ; “ thcy  must  be  thc  ene- 
mies  of  the  whole  human  race  that  would  go  for  to  injure  him. 
Why  do  you  sigh,  lad  ? " 

I believe  I did  sigh.  These  were  worthy  creatures,  I per- 
ceived,  with  whom  I could  have  no  reserve.  Indeed,  why  should 
I ? Accordingly,  I related  briefly  the  outline  of  my  life,  dwell- 
ing  more  particularly  upon  thc  treatment  I had  met  with  from 
my  mother — especiaíly  exempliíied  in  this  her  last  and  memora- 
ble performance. 

The  eyes  of  the  good  woman  ran  over  during  my  story. 
When  I had  completed  it,  she  pressed  her  son’s  hand,  which  she 
had  been  holding  between  her  own. 

“ What  a mother  ! " she  said.  “ The  world  's  turned  topsy- 
turvy,  I think.” 

Simón  returned  the  pressure.  cc  Father,"  said  he,  breaking 
out  suddenly,  “ you  may  laugh  at  me,  if  you  like;  but  if  I 
wouldn’t  rather  see  a ghost  than  that  lady,  I wish  I may 
never ” 

Martin  cut  short  bis  son's  speech. 

“ Never  mind,”  said  he;  “ that  's  nothing  to  the  purpose. 
There's  something  to  be  done,  Simón.  These  fellows  must  not 
be  let  ofF  easily.  Mr.  Savage,”  turning  to  me,  my  ñame  ,s 
John  Martin  ; I ’m  a poor  tailor,  and  honest  as  the  world  goes, 
and  as  folks  say.  My  son  herc  follows  the  same  business.  Will 
you  trust  yourself  with  us  ? Simón,  I shall  want  you." 

" Willingly,"  said  I. 

<c  None  the  worsc  for  being  a tailor,''’  said  Mrs.  Martin, — <c  is 
be,  dear  ? — Mr.  Savage,  I should  say, — I humblybcg  your  par- 
don,"  (the  poor  woman  had  suddenly  acquired  a high  notion  of 
my  greatness,)  a he  has  been  a soldier,  sir ; and  a better  soldier 
never  served  Queen  Anne  (God  bless  her  memory  !)  Many  a 
long  day's  march  has  he  toiled — he  has." 

Martin  smilcd  gravely.  " Simón,  help  Mr.  Savage  on  with 
your  oíd  topcoat,  and  second-best  hat.  All  thc  better  if  thcy 
don't  fit  him  ; and,  mother,  one  of  my  oíd  check  cravats.” 

He  walked  round  me  when  this  addition  to  my  apparel  was 
cfFected. 

44  No  one  would  know  him,"  he  observed.  <c  Now,  my 
pistols.” 

44  Don’t  run  into  any  mischief,  and  do  no  murder,  Johnny," 
cried  bis  wife.  44  Simón,  take  care  of  him,"  in  an  under  tone  ; 
and  to  her  husband,  44  don’t  let  Simón  get  a-fighting.” 

C€  Won’t  I,  though  ?”  said  Simón,  64  if  thére's  occasion.  Fa- 
ther  ’ll  be  by.” 

44  lie  's  a very  Hannibal,  sir,  and  so  is  Martin,"  said  the 
woman  confidentially ; “ I can  always  trust  ’em  togetlier;  and 
good  reason  ; thcy  never  go  out  on  anything  they  necd  be 
ashamed  of." 

Martin  having  stowed  away  his  pistols,  put  on  bis  hat,  and 
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buttoued  liis  coat,  stooped  his  tall  figure  tliat  bis  wife  might 
kiss  his  cheek.  Simón  did  likewise.  44  Nowt  take  care,  take 
carc,  my  man,  will  you  ? ” saluting  them  affectionately. 

I also  put  in  for  a salute.  44  God  bless  you,  good  Mrs. 
Martin  ! ” 

44  And  will  you  ? ” cried  the  woraan,  her  eyes  sparkling  ; 
“youTeadear,  condoscending,  afFable  young  gentleman,  that 
you  are.  And,  God  bless  you,  too.  Won't  you  come  and  see 
us  again  ? ” 

44  Indeed,  I will,”  said  I,  “and  often.” 

44  We  are  ready,  sir,”  cried  Martin  witli  military  precisión  ; 
and  folio wing  Martin  and  Simón,  and  followed  by  the  woraan’s 
good  wishes,  I took  my  way  dowii  stairs. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

In  which  an  excellent  opportunity  is  presented  to  Richard  Savage,  of  turniug  the 
tahles  upon  his  arch-enemy. 

When  we  were  got  into  the  Street,  Martin  faced  about. 

44  Simón,”  he  said,  44  stand  by  this  young  gentleman,  while  I 
stcp  to  the  roundhouse.  I shaíl  be  back  in  a few  minutes.” 

46  He  ’s  gone  for  the  watch,”  said  Simón.  44  They  Te  not  of 
much  use  when  fíghting’s  about;  but  when  it  ’s  all  over,  and 
one  of  ’em  lugs  out  his  tipstaff,  people  get  frightened,  and  go 
with  ’em  like  lamba.” 

Martin  speedily  returned  with  three  of  these  auxi baríes. 
44  Now  then,”he  observed,  taking  me  by  the  arm, 44  if  the  sailors 
should  be  there  we  shall  be  a match  for  them,  1 daré  say.  Keep 
by  me,  sir ; and  should  the  rogues  fall  to  blows,  leave  them  to 
us.  You  can  be  of  no  Service,  and  might  come  to  harm.” 

Thanking  the  considérate  and  friendly  tailor,  1 promised 
obedience  to  his  orders ; and  we  walked  up  to  the  door  of  the 
44  Ship  Aíloat,”  for  that,  Simón  whispered  to  me,  was  the  sign  of 
the  house. 

44  Slouch  your  hat,  and  draw  your  coat  well  about  you,  and 
folio w me.  Come,  Simón.  Comrades,  stand  liere  for  one  mo- 
ment.  1 ha  ve  a word  to  say  to  the  landlord.” 

These  several  directions  were  given  to  us  by  Martin  with 
great  promptness. 

44  Rugby,”  he  cried,  as  he,  Simón,  and  niysélf  entered  the  pas- 
sage,  44  you  llave  two  persons  in  your  back  parlour.  They  are 
waiting  for  two  sailors.” 

Rugby  stared,  and  scratched  his  cheek,  and  stared  again. 

44  Why,  Master  Martin,  there  are,  as  I may  say,  two ” 

44  1 know  there  are,”  interrupted  Martin  ; 44  I want  to  see 
them.” 

44  Lord  bless  me  ! they  Te  otily  two  friends  of  mine ; you 
don’t  know  Tin,”  said  Rugby. 

44  Perhaps  not,”  returned  Martin  ; 44  but  I want  to  make  their 
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acquaintance.  In  return,  I ’ll  introduce  you  to  three  friends  of 
mine.  Now,  Rugby,”  he  continued,  as  the  watch  carne  for- 
ward,  44  you  ’re  a ruined  man  if  you  don’t  keep  a quiet  tongue 
in  your  head.  One  word,  and  your  two  friends  and  you  shall 
be  tried  together  next  sessions.  You  've  got  a young  gentle- 
man  above  stairs  ? ” 

Rugbyes  face  turned  as  palé  as  the  face  of  a bacchanalian  can 
well  do. 

44  My  heart  and  hey-day  ! ” he  stammered,  — 44  a young  gen- 
tleman  ! no,  I haven’t." 

44  You  say  truth,  and  I 'm  a liar,"  said  Martin.  44  Not  a word 
more.  Send  in  a small  bowl  of  punch  ; and  mix  one  for  these 
three  gentlemen,”  and  he  led  the  way  towards  the  back  parlour. 

44  Simón,  my  good  fellow  ! ” cried  Rugby,  catching  the  youth 
by  the  sleeve,  as  he  prepared  to  follow,  44  what  does  the  gover- 
ñor  mean  ? " 

44  Eh  ? mean  ! " cried  Simón,  staring  him  in  the  face,  44  why 
hadn't  you  asked  him  yourself,  M áster  Rugby  P I don't  carry 
bis  answers  in  my  mouth,  1 can  tell  ye,”  and  he  flung  from  him. 

Martin  had  laid  hold  upon  the  handle  of  the  door.  44  Come 
between  us,”  he  whispered  to  me,  44  and  don’t  let  thcm  see  your 
face,  if  you  can  lielp  it."  So  saying,  the  door  was  thrown  open, 
and  in  we  marched  ; Simón  closing  it  after  him. 

Watson  and  his  friend  Bill  were  disporting  themselves  over  a 
bowl  of  punch  and  pipes  of  tobáceo,  and  on  our  entrance  hastily 
re-arranged  themselves  in  their  chairs,  with  the  aspect  of  men 
who  have  been  suddenly  interrupted  in  a confidential  chat. 

44  A fine  night,  gentlemen,”  observed  Martin,  as  we  took  our 
seats. 

44  Is  it  ?”  cried  Watson,  with  a tremendons  oath.  44  It  may 

be.  Isn’t  it  a d strange  thing,  Bill,  that  we  can’t  have  this 

room  to  ourselves  ? Here!  Rugby!”  hammering  with  an 
empty  tankard  upon  the  table. 

44  He’s  particularly  engaged,”  said  Martin. 

44  Then  go  out,  will  you  ? ” cried  Watson. 

44  Be  off — you  ’d  better,"  said  Bill.  44  Why  did  you  come  in 
here  ? ” 

44Because  we  chose,"  replied  Simón,  with  a starc  of  auda- 
cious  defiance. 

44  Perhaps,”  continued  Bill,  44  we  may  choose  to  turn  you 
neck  and  heels  out ; the  young  ’un  with  a toothach  into  the 
bargain.” 

44  Perhaps,”  retorted  Simón,  with  an  air  of  indifference,  drum- 
ming  his  knuckles  on  the  table,  44  unless  you  've  done  a very 
light  day’s  work,  you  mayn’t  be  able.” 

At  this  moment  a bowl  of  punch  was  brought  in  by  a squalid 
wench. 

44  Tell  Rugby  we  want  him,  and  must  have  him,"  exclaimed 
Bill. 
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“Yes,  sir.” 

“ Somebody  else  wanted  him,  and  lias  got  him,”  said  Simón, 
grinning. 

“ Silence  i ” cried  Martin,  frowning  at  his  son.  “ We  'U  take 
a glass  each,  and  to  business.  Tliat’s  good,”  taking  olF  a glass, 
and  smacking  his  lips. 

“ Better  than  your  company,”  said  Wat  son. 

“ I daré  say  you  think  so,”  returned  Martin.  “ Now,  Mr. 
Watson,  and  Mr.  Bill,  I am  come  to  fetch  away  the  young  gen- 
tleman  you  llave  got  under  lock  and  key  in  the  top  room.” 

The  fellows  gazed  at  each  other  in  astonishment  wlien  they 
lieard  their  ñames  pronounced  ; and,  by  the  time  Martin  liad 
finished  the  sentence,  were  perfectly  dumbfounded. 

“ I am  sent,”  resumed  Martin,  “ by  a certain  lady — you  know 
whüin  I mean.” 

“ You  are?”  cried  Watson, — “ why,  to  be  sure,  you  mustbe. 
What  does  she  want  now  ? Anything  amiss?  ” 

“ Nothing;  only  she  has  changed  her  mind  about  him.  You 
don’t  know  her  so  well  as  I do  — she  often  ehanges  her  mind; 
and  yet,  I wonder  she  should  llave  boggled  at  this,  because  she 
liad  done  it  so  snugly.  No  one  the  wiser.  Why,  she  tells  me, 
even  you  don’t  know  her  ñame.” 

“Doift  we,  though  ? ” cried  Bill.  “ Mrs. ” he  stopped. 

“ B said  Martin. 

“ R,  e,  double  t,  I can  spell,  niaster,”  cried  the  other. 

Martin  glanced  at  me,  and  then  at  his  son. 

“ What  do  you  think  of  that  fellow  ? ” he  inquired  of  Simón, 
pointing  to  Bill. 

“ Nothing  of  him,”  cried  Simón. 

“ Vcry  well,”  rising.  íC  Mr.  Watson,  we  lose  time.  I must 
llave  this  young  gentleman  at  once.  Rugby  tells  me  you  llave 
the  key  of  the  door.” 

M 1 llave,”  answered  Watson  ; “ but,  no  kubble,  Mr.  , 

what  ’s  your  nauie  ? How  do  I know  Mrs.  Brett  sent  you? 
Perhaps  Watkins,  who  employed  us,  has  been  bought  over 
by  the  lad’s  friends  ? Where  ’s  your  authority  ? ” 

u I have  left  it  with  Rugby.  But,  are  you  sure  you  havcgot 
him  safe  ? ” 

Watson  and  Bill  were  amazingly  ticklcd  at  this. 

<k  Safe  ? ” cried  the  forraer,  laughing  heartily,  u are  you  sure 
St.  Paul\s  liasn’t  run  away  with  the  Monument  ? ” 

“ Why,”  returned  Martin,  “ I know  the  room  well.  Isn’t 
there  a door  behind  the  bedstead?  and  doesn’t  it  lead  into  the 
little  garret?  and  isn’t  there  a window  in  the  garret?  and 
couldn’t  a young  fellow  get  out  of  the  window,  and  crawl  over 
the  tiles,  and  get  into  another  window,  and  come  and  tell  me  all 
about  it?  and  ísn't  this  the  young  fellow?”  knocking  off*  my  hat 
and  disclosing  my  face,  “and  don’t  you  think  you  ’ll  be  inade  to 
swing  at  Tyburn  for  all  this?” 
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The  men,  staring  at  me  in  wild  amazemcnt,  startcd  up,  over- 
turning  the  table,  and  would  have  made  ofF.  Watson,  lio we ver, 
was  seized  on  the  instant  by  the  magnanimous  tailor,  and  pinion- 
ed  against  the  wall  with  his  strong  hands  as  effectually  as 
though  he  liad  been  fastened  thereto  by  Staples  of  ¡ron. 

Tn  the  meantime,  Bill  was  encountered  by  the  as  valorous,  but 
less  practised  Simón.  “ You  can’t  come  this  way,  good  sir,”  he 
cxclaimcd,  thrusting  the  other  baek  with  his  shoulder. 

“ Take  that,  then,”  cried  Bill,  aiming  a blow  with  the  light- 
ning  rapidity  of  a finished  bruiser  at  the  face  of  his  antagonist, 
— a blow  which,  had  it  taken  eífect,  must  inevitably  have  dislo- 
cated  his  jaws. 

“ What  are  you  at,  Simón  ? ” cried  Martin,  — “ have  you  got 
him  ? 99 

“ Shall  have  him  in  a momcnt,  father,”  replied  Simón.  “ I 
owe  you  one,  mister,  for  that : ” and,  rushing  forwards,  and 
closing  with  the  other,  he  lifted  him  by  main  strength  from  the 
ground,  and  threw  him  o ver  the  upset  table,  and  fallí  ng  heavily 
upon  him,  held  him  to  the  earth. 

“ Now,  Savage,  cali  in  the  watch.  It’s  all  over  with  tliein.” 

I opened  the  door.  The  worthy  funcionarios  were  already 
ranged  on  the  outside,  and  now  walked  in. 

“ You  are  our  prisoners,”  said  the  foremost,  with  a voice  of 
authority. 

The  fellows  were  at  once  handed  over  to  the  secular  arm,  and 
attempted  no  further  resistance.  Lest,  howevcr,  they  should 
please  to  do  so  on  their  way  to  the  roundhouse,  the  rope  found 
in  Billas  pocket  was  brought  into  requisition,  and  with  their 
hands  bound,  they  were  lea  off. 

“ Bother  that  Bill  — didn’t  the  other  cali  him  Bill?’1  said 
Simón;  “ if  I hadn’t  closed  with  him  at  once,  heM  have  given 
me  what  I shouldn’t  have  likcd.  He  ’d  have  threshed  me  in 
no  time.  Whenever,  Mr.  Savage,  you  ’ve  one  of  these  fellows  to 
deal  with,  run  in  upon  him,  and  down  with  him.” 

w I will,  Simón,  if  I can,”  said  I. 

He  grinned. 

“ Ayo — that  ’s  it — there  are  two  at  the  gamo — 1 know.  Never 
mind  : I mean,  do  as  well  as  you  can.” 

We  accompanied  our  captivos  to  the  roundhouse,  and  our 
charge  being  duly  entered  against  them,  they  were  locked  up 
for  the  night. 

“Now,  Mr.  Savage,”  said  Martin,  as  we  retraced  our  way, 
“ You  will  stay  with  us  to-night.  You  will  be  wanted  early  to- 
morrow  morning  to  go  beíbre  the  justice,  that  these  fellows  may 
be  committed.” 

I had  not  thought  of  this,  which  included  another  considera- 
ron of  moment. 

6Í  1 know,  the  fríen d with  whom  Ilodge,”  said  I, — “and  he  is 
a truc  friend,  Mr.  Martin, — will  be  extremely  anxious  to  learn 
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what  has  become  of  me.  I tliink  I liad  better  go  borne  to-night. 
I will  be  sure  to  be  with  yon  to-morrow  morning  in  time.” 

“ As  you  please,”  3*eturned  Martin.  “ 1 know  what  it  is  to 
be  kept  in  suspense.  In  that  case,  Simón  and  I ’ll  see  you  on 
your  way.  Do  you  know  where  you  are?” 

I answered,  that  I was  entirely  ignorant  of  the  place. 

“ You  are  in  Wapping,”  said  he.  “ Come,  when  \ve  gct  to 
Tower  Hill,  I tliink  I can  easily  direet  you.” 

As  we  walked  along,  I was  profuse  in  my  acknowledgments  of 
tlie  protection  he  liad  rendered  me.  lie  deprecated  thanks  for 
so  com mon  a Service,  as  he  termed  it,  and  we  proceeded  together 
in  silence.  Martin,  apparently  in  deep  cogitation  ; I busy,  like- 
wise,  with  my  own  thoughts;  and  Simón  silent,  I suppose,  be- 
cause  we  were  so. 

When  we  arrived  upon  Tower  Hill,  Martin  lialted,  and  gave 
me  minute  directions  touching  my  route  homewards. 

“ Now,  Simon,,,  said  he,  “ bid  Mr.  Savage  good  night.” 

“One  word,”  said  I : “ we  must  not  part  so.  I hope  you  will 
forgive  me,  Mr.  Martin,  but  1 cannot  leave  you,  even  for  a few 
hours,  vvithout  pressing  you  to  accept  some  recognition  more 
substantial  than  mere  words  of  the  sen  timen  t I entertain  of  gra- 
titude  for  your  timely  aid,  so  promptly  rendered ; whicli,  per- 
haps,  has  saved  my  life.”  I drew  out  my  purse. 

Martin  laid  his  hand  upon  mine,  and  answered  with  great 
gravity  : — 

“Young  gentleman,  when  a person  requires  my  protection 
from  an  cnemy,  1 no  more  tliink  of  the  length  of  his  purse  than 
of  his  enemy’s  height.  If  your  purse,”  he  addea,  smiling, 
“ were  as  short  as  Simon’s  memory  is  sometimes,  when  he7s 
thinking  of  Kitty  Johnson,  and  your  cnemy  as  long  as  that  is,” 
pointing  to  his  shadow  which  lav  before  liim  on  the  ground 
almost  a rood  in  length,  “ it  would  be  all  one  to  me.  When  I 
enter  upon  a business,  I go  through  with  it  to  the  best  of  my 
ability.” 

I found  it  would  be  useless  and  ofTensive  to  urge  him  further. 
1 turned,  therefore,  to  his  son. 

“At  all  events,  Simón,”  I began. 

Simón  tugged  himself  away  from  me  abruptly. 

“ I won’t  take  it,  I tell  ye — I won’t  take  it.  I don’t  let  my- 
self  out  to  liire.  I **11  shake  liands,  if  you  like.” 

This  was  done  with  great  cordiality  on  botli  sides. 

“Well — good  night,  sir,”  said  Martin, — “ tu-morrow  niorn- 
ing ? ” 

“ Aye,  there  it  is,”  said  I.  “Do  you  know,  Martin,  I fear, 
after  all,  this  will  prove  an  avvkward  business.  I llave  been 
thinking  of  it  as  we  carne  along.  The  lady — the  person  who  has 
endeavoured  to  make  away  with  me  is  my  own  mother.” 

“I  llave  been  thinking  of  that  too,”  said  Martin,  “but  I 
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didn*t  like  to  speak  of  it.  You  cannot  prp’sécute — can  you  ? 
What  ’s  to  be  done  ? ” 

44  To  say  thc  truth,”  I replicd,  44  it  is  not  so  much  from  any 
tenderness  I am  affected  by  towards  ber  thut  I fcel  the  awk- 
wardness  of  my  position,  as  from  consideraron  for  another.  I 
tcll  you,”  I addcd  vehemently,  44  to  see  her  hanged  by  the  neck 
’vvould  cause  me  little  concern.  I could  see  it,  sir.” 

Martin  stared  ; and  Simón  said,  44  No,  no,  you  couldift.” 

44  Your  spirits  have  been  greatly  agitated,”  said  Martin,  after 
a pause;  44  a uight's  rest  will  do  you  good.  You  will  think  dif- 
ieren tly,  and  better,  to-morrow  morning.” 

44  In  the  meanwhile,  lct  me  tell  you,”  said  I,  44  that  1 aui 
chiefly  perplexcd  by  thc  reflcction  that  her  husband, — who  is,  I 
believe,  a worthy  man,  — may  be  brought  into  disgrace  by  his 
wife’s  infamy.,> 

44  There  is,  then,  a Mr.  Brett  ? ” asked  Martin. 

44  Colonel  Brett  is  her  husband,”  I replicd. 

44  Colonel  Brett ! ” exclaimed  Martin.  44 1 know  him  well ; 
and  a most  excellent  officer  and  gentleman  he  was,  and,  I daré 
be  sworn,  is.  A soldier,  young  gentleman,  cannot  bear  disho- 
nour.  You  must  — we  must  contrive  some  means  of  hushing 
this  matter  up.” 

44  Will  you  go  with  me  to-morrow  morning  to  him  ? 9>  said  I. 

44  lt  must  be  very  early.  1 am  bound  to  appear  against  thc 
men,  and  shall  be  compefled  to  attend.” 

In  a word,  I gave  him  my  direction  ; and  it  was  settled  that 
he  should  cali  for  me  on  the  morro w. 

44  Her  husband  has  saved  lier,^  I said,  as  I shook  him  by  the 
hand. 

44  Or  her  son  woiild,”  he  replicd.  I was  not  so  sure  of  that. 
I am  not  so  sure  of  it. 

When  I left  Martin,  I hastened  to  a tavern,  which  I had  de- 
scricd  while  1 was  talking  to  him,  and  which  was  at  the  córner 
of  Tower  Street.  Ilere  I procured  two  glasses  of  right  Nantz 
to  quiet  my  spirits,  and  recruit  my  strength.  These  1 despatch- 
ed  spccdily ; and  in  less  than  an  hour  found  mysclf  at  the  door 
of  Ludlow’s  lodging. 

It  was  late  — about  eleven  o’clock.  I knocked.  After  some 
delay,  the  door  was  opened  by  Mr.  Greavcs.  lie  did  not  know 
me;  ñor  do  I wonder  at  it,  for  I liad  utterly forgotten  to  return 
the  topcoat,  and  to  receive  my  own,  in  exchange  for  Simón' *s 
slouched  hat. 

44  What  do  you  want,  sir,  at  this  time  of  night?”  inquired 
Greaves. 

I asked  for  Ludlow,  discovering  myself. 

44  My  love!  Mrs.  Greaves!  he’s  come  — Mr.  Savage  is  re- 
turned.” 

44  Alive  ?”  cried  Mrs.  Greaves,  running  to  the  door, 44  wc  made 
sure  you  were  murdered.  We’ve  beca  talking  of  it  over  thc 
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íl re.  Just  sueli  another  young  gcntlcman  as  you  was  found  tvvo 
years  ago  come  next ” 

66  Michaelmas,”  put  in  Mr.  Greaves,  44  with  his  head  at  Mili- 
bank,  his  trunk  at  Battersea,  and  his ” 

44  Poor  arms  and  legs,”  pursued  Mrs.  Greaves,  44tied  in  a 
liundle,  and  thrown  into  Chelsea  Hospital.  We  had  it  froin 
Mr.  Merchant,  who  lodged  with  us  at  that  time,  and  who  told 
us  the  matter  was  hushcd  up,  ’cause  of  the  únele,  who  had  a 
grudge  against  him,  and  done  it.” 

44  Don’t  you  remember  what  Mr.  Merchant  said  ? ” asked 
Greaves,  with  a solemn  look. 

44  Shocking  ! doift  tell  it — barbarous  ! n 

44  He  said,  sir,  — this  was  the  substance  of  his  speech,  — that 
nunky  hit  upon  the  right  place  for  the  arms  and  legs,  as  tliey 
wanted  a few  at  Chelsea  Hospital.” 

44But,  where  is  Mr.  Ludlow?”  I inquired,  44  is  he  gone  to 
bed  ? ” 

44  He  has  been  flying  all  over  the  town  after  you,”  said 
Greaves,  44  and  has  been  in  and  out  a dozen  times,  wringing  his 
hands,  and  beating  his  breast.” 

44  He  11  come  to  harm,  if  he  don’t  mind,”  observed  Mrs. 
Greaves. 

44  Nothing  more  likely,”  coincided  the  other.  44  He  was  here 
a few  minutes  ago,  and  left  word,  saying,  if  you  should  come, 
and  then  I thought  he  ’d  have  sighed  his  heart  out,  you  would 
find  him  at  Dixon’s  cofFec-house.  Mrs.  Ludlow  is  a-bed.” 

I inquired  where  Dixon’s  coffee-house  was.  They  inform- 
ed  me  it  was  in  the  very  Street. 

44 As  you're  safe  and  sound,  take  care  of  him”  cried  Mrs. 
Greaves,  wlien  I left  the  door. 

On  requesting  the  waiter  to  show*faie  to  the  room  in  which  I 
should  find  Ludlow,  he  told  me  that  the  company  were  all  gone 
except  two  gcntlemen,  who  were,  he  believed,  about  to  retire. 
He  permitted  me,  however,  to  go  up  stairs  to  ascertain  whether 
one  of  the  gentlemen  was  my  friend.  A]>proaching  the  room, 
the  door  of  wliich  was  open,  I heard  an  oíd  gentleman  expostu- 
lating  with  somebody  in  a shrill  treble.  I thought  I remember- 
ed  the  voice. 

44  Now,  do  go  lióme  — go  home,”  said  he,  44  and  see  what  to- 
niorrow  will  do  for  us.  Why,  no  harm  Js  come  to  him,  I "11  war- 
rant.  He  ’s  a young  wrag — a wag,  and  ’s  gone  to  see  all  the  fine 
sights  in  one  day.  Come:  so,  so,  so.  You  *11  find  him  athome 
— eh  ? what  say  ? what  say  ? make  a good  heart.” 

44 1 won’t,”  cried  Ludlow.  44 1 *11  never  go  homo  more. 
Lucas,  you  should  have  warned  me  earlicr, — that  hag  has  inade 
away  with  him.  Oh  ! my  good  God  ! — there  is  a Godf,  and  he  is 
with  him  now,”  and  down  went  his  head  upon  the  table. 

44Bless  your  five  wits  ! 11  cried  Lucas  sharply.  44  How  could 
1 warn  you  earlicr  ? tied  liy  the  leg — by  the  leg.  Iíaven’t  I told 
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you  I heard  my  lady  say  to  tlie  Colonel  as  she  carne  down  stairs, 
É We  shall  hcar  no  more  of  that  young  — shc  called  him  some- 
thing,  I don’t  know  wlmt, — he’s  gone  to  sea,’  she  said,  6 to  sea; 
on  a very  long  voyage,*  she  said,  — ‘on  a veri/  long  voyage.’’  — 
6 What  í 9 said  the  Colonel,  6 gone  to  sea  P His  own  words. 
‘ Yes,’  says  she,  6 and  he  ’ll  never  retum.’  ” 

u Yon  ’ve  told  me  that — do  you  want  to  make  me  mad  ? ” ex- 
claimed  Ludlow.  “Oh!”  clenching  his  hands  and  teeth,  his 
oyes  raised  to  the  ceiling,  “ that  she  were  at  sea,  on  a very  long 
voyage — in  a storm — in  a coffin — in  a shroud — alive,  though. 
My  poor  Richard  ! 99 

“SheM  frightcn  the  sea-gulls  and  the  íishes — he!  he!  he!” 
cried  Lucas.  “ Come  away.  I shall  get  looks  as  black  as  my 
slioe  if  I stay  longer.  Alive  in  a coffin  at  sea — what  a though t P* 
continued  the  oíd  man,  taking  his  hat.  “ How  the  sea-gulls, 
eh  ? would  screech,  eh  P and  the  íishes  turn  up  their  round  eyes, 
eh  ? ” 

“ Leave  me  ! ” cried  Ludlow. 

“ Sha’n’t — shaVt — shaVt,”  said  Lucas,  hastily,  knocking  his 
cañe  upon  the  floor, — “come  away,  I say.  I *11  give  you  such  a 
bruising  with  my  stick,  if  I once  begin.” 

Upon  this,  I entered  softly,  and  touched  Lucas  on  the  shoul- 
der.  He  started  round  ; and,  taking  off‘  my  hat,  1 popped  my 
face  under  his  broad  brim. 


SONG. 

lu  the  Carden  of  Plants  at  París  there  is  a sun-dial,  bearing  the  inscription, 
“ Horas  iiou  numero  nisi  serenas.” 

Come,  let  us  count  the  sunny  hours,  while  the  laughing  sky  ’s  serene, 
VVithout  a threatening  cloud  to  mar  the  brightness  of  the  scene ; 

Let  our  sorrows  leave  no  record,  but  be  banish’d  from  the  mind, 

As  shadows  o’er  a placid  stream  that  leave  no  trace  behind. 

To  muse  upon  our  siuking  hopes,  Time’s  tide  too  quickly  flows, 

Why  linger,  then,  to  count  the  thorns  ere  gathering  the  rose  ? 

If  the  Present  gives  but  liltle  joy,  from  the  Futuro  we  must  borrow. 

So  if  Pleasure  should  depart  to-day,  why  Ilope  may  come  to-morrow. 

Why  weep  for  that  which  perishes  ? Whén  fragrant  flowers  fall. 

Can  the  kindest  showT  of  suraracr  their  departed  liues  recall  ? 

Then,  like  diais  in  the  sunshine,  this  pliilosophy  be  ours, — 

To  take  no  heed  of  darker  days,  but  couut  the  sunny  hours  ! 


E.  L.  J. 
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Truth  is  strange — strangcr  tlnui  — Byilon. 


It  was  a clieerful,  bracing  autumnal  evening,  towards  the  cióse  of 
the  August  of  1833,  when  a solitary  horseman  rodé  up  at  full  speed 
to  the  door  of  the  William  the  Fourth,  a recently-built,  commodious 
hotel,  which  stood  at  the  outskirts  of  a small  town  on  the  Iligh  North 
Koad,  about  forty  miles  distant  from  the  metrópolis.  He  was  a 
smart,  dapper  servant  in  livery,  about  thirty  years  of  age,  witli  a 
sort  of  upper-butler  air  about  hira,  a shrewd,  restless,  lively  expres- 
sion  of  countenance,  and  the  slightest  possiblte  touch  of  the  Irisli 
bregue.  A wooden-legged  ostler  happening  to  be  lounging  at  the 
inn-door  when  he  arrived,  the  new-comer,  witli  a consequential  air, 
bade  hini  take  charge  of  his  horse,  and  then  strutted  into  the  coflec- 
room,  whither  he  was  immediately  followed  by  the  waiter,  who, 
judging  from  the  smart  eoekade  in  his  hat  that  he  was  the  avant- 
courier  of  some  wealthy  tourist  bound,  perhaps,  on  an  autumnal  tour 
to  the  lakes  or  the  Scottish  moors,  awaited  his  orders  with  a respect 
seldom  or  never  vouehsafcd  to  your  mere  coftee-room  eustomer. 

After  hemming  and  hawing  for  a minute  or  two,  during  which 
his  busy  eyes  travelled  over  every  part  of  the  eoíFee-room,  which  at 
that  hour  of  the  day  was  untenanted,  the  stranger  said,  apparently 
satisfied  with  the  result  of  his  scrutiny, 

“ Yes,  I think  it  will  do  — style  of  the  accomuiodations  better  to 
all  appearance  than  one  could  have  expected  ; so  I make  no  doubt 
his  Lordship  will — " 

u His  Lordship,  did  you  say  ? ” inquired  the  waiter,  in  his  most 
deferential  manner. 

“ Did  I say  his  Lordship  ? '*  replied  tlie  valct,  coolly.  “ Oh,  true, 
— I believe  I did  say  so.  His  Lordship— Lord  JJrougham,  I mean 
— is  a few  miles  behind,  on  his  way  down  to  Scotland,”  (it  was  the 
period  of  the  Chancellóos  memorable  visit  to  that  country,)  “ and 
has  sent  me  on  befo  re,  to  ascertain  if  he  can  have  accommodation 
here  for  the  night.” 

íc  Excellent  accommodation,”  exclaimed  the  delighted  waiter ; “ the 
very  best  of — but  perhaps  I ’d  better  cali  master.  Here,  Mr.  Dobbs, 
— you  're  wanted,  sir. — Lord  Brougham  ! — oh  Lord  ! " 

The  landlord,  Mr.  James  Dobbs,  a round,  red-nosed  little  man, 
shaped  not  unlike  a beer-barrel,  quickly  made  his  appearance,  and, 
having  been  informe d of  the  cause  of  his  being  summoned,  addressed 
the  new-comer  in  such  terms  as, — "This  way,  sir,  if  you  picase. 
Follow  me  up  stairs,  and  I '11  show  you  a suite  of  rooms  that,  1 flatter 
myself,  will  give  satisfaction  to  his  Lordship.  I heard  he  was  about 
setting  ofif  for  Scotland.  Wonderful  man,  sir  ! Speaks  like  a ángel, 
and  always  to  the  p'int.” 

c<  Are  you  acquainted  with  his  person  ? " inquired  the  valet,  care- 
lessly. 

"Never  saw  liiiu  in  my  lile,  except  in  the  print-shops;  so  it  will 
be  quite  a treat.  But  here  we  are,  sir,"  he  added,  throwing  open  the 
door  of  a spaeious  dining-room,  which  was  separated  from  a suite  of 
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bed-rooms  by  a long  narrow  landing-place,  at  the  extremity  of  which, 
facing  the  stairs,  stood  a bronze  statuc  of  Minerva,  liolding  a lamp 
in  her  right  hand. 

His  Lordship's  valet  seemed  well  satisfied  with  the  room,  especially 
with  its  mahogany  sidcboard,  which  he  suggestcd  would  show  to 
advantage  if  set  out  with  a handsome  Service  of  píate ; and  then  ac- 
companied  the  landlord  into  an  adjoining  bed-chamber,  one  of  whose 
Windows  looked  out  on  a small  yard,  divided  from  an  open  field  by 
a low  wall. 

“ A cheerful,  airy  apartment  enough/*  observed  the  valet,  atten- 
tively  examining  its  look-out,”  and  one  that  will  be  sure  to  suit  his 
Lordship.  I see  it  communieates  with  the  next  room.*' 

“ Yes,  but  the  door  *s  always  kept  locked  and  bolted,*’  replied  the 
publican. 

“ Indeed.  Then,  pray,  let  it  be  unfastened,  and  I '11  take  the  room 
myself,  so  that,  in  case  his  Lordship,  who  is  something  of  an  invalid, 
should  require  my  Services  in  the  night,  I may  be  at  hand  to  assist 
him.  And,  now  that  this  matter's  settled,  I must  hasten  back  to 
him ; for  I left  liim  a stage  off  at  D , awaiting  my  return,  to  de- 

termine whether  or  not  he  shall  go  on  to  the  next  post-town.'* 

“ Go  on  to  the  next  post-town  ! **  exelaimcd  tile  alarmed  Mr.  Dobbs. 
<fDon*t  think  of  such  a thing:  it  *s  a long  way  off, — road  Lilly,  and 
in  wretched  order,  — and  so  bleak,  that  an  invalid  will  be  sure  to 
catch  his  death  of  coid  at  so  late  an  liour and  the  shrewd  speaker 
conjured  up  all  sorts  of  horrors. 

“ Well,  well ; I agree  with  you  it  would  be  better  we  should  stay 
liere  for  the  night ; so  get  everything  ready  against  our  coming,  and 
let  the  dinner  be  served  up  in  your  very  best  style.  Never  mind 
expense  ; money  is  no  object  to  his  Lordship.**  And  so  saying,  the 
valet  hurried  down  stairs,  remounted  his  horse,  and  was  out  of  sight 
in  an  instan t. 

All  was  now  commotion  tlirougliout  the  establishment.  The  land- 
lord went  into  his  cellar,  whence  he  issued  spcedily  with  sundry 
bottles  of  his  choicest  wines.  The  landlady  paid  a visit  of  inspection 
to  her  larder  ; but  being  dissatisfied  with  her  scrutiny,  despatched 
the  cook  into  the  town  to  procure  the  best  fish  and  poultry  that  were 
to  be  had.  The  waiter  received  orders  to  rub  down  the  dining-room 
furniture,  take  all  the  most  valuable  silver  píate  out  of  the  iron  chest, 
and  arrange  it  ostentatiously  on  the  sideboard ; the  chambermaid 
was  directed  to  put  the  best  linen  sheets  on  the  beds,  and  polisli  up 
the  or-molu  dock  on  the  mantelpiece ; and  Boots  was  privately  in- 
structed  to  hire  a fcw  shillings'  worth  of  mob  to  cheer  his  Lordship 
as  he  carne  in,  and  also  to  give  a hint  to  the  sexton  about  the  expe- 
diency  of  setting  the  parisli-bells  ringing. 

Having  seen  these  orders  duly  attended  to,  and  the  culinary  ope- 
rations  put  into  a proper  train,  the  landlord  hastened  to  indulge  in 
the  luxury  of  a clean  sliave,  and  rig  himsclf  out  in  his  Sunday  vest  ; 
while  his  wife  exhibited  to  equal  advantage  in  a showy  flowered  silk 
gown,  and  well-oiled  side-curls,  which  strayed  out  in  most  seductive 
fashion  from  beneath  a lace  mob-cap,  which  slie  had  got  up  with  her 
own  fair  hands. 

Twilight  mean  time  fell,  and  the  gnats  began  to  cluster  about  the 
elms  that  overarched  the  horse-trough  in  front  of  the  hotel,  and  ever 
and  anón  to  settle  on  the  bare,  bald,  shiny  head  of  the  landlord,  as 
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he  stood  with  his  wife  besidc  him  at  the  door,  momentarily  expecting 
the  arrival  of  his  distinguished  guest,  and  listening  with  evident 
anxiety  to  the  expresses  that  reaclied  him  every  íive  minutes  from 
the  kitchen, — first,  that  the  dinner  was  all  but  ready ; secondly,  that 
it  was  done  to  a turn  ; and  tliirdly,  that  it  was  spoiling ! 

At  length,  just  as  the  cliurch-clock  was  striking  seven,  two  ragged 
little  boys  rushed  haif  frantic  up  to  the  hotel,  and  bursting  through 
the  crowd  that  was  gathered  in  front,  roared  out  at  the  top  of  their 
voices,  íf  They  're  coming ! — they  're  coming ! " 

Tnstantly  a loud  shout  was  set  up  by  the  mob.  “ Hurray  for  Lord 
Broom  and  Wox  ! " cried  one  ; “ Reform  for  ever  ! " shouted  anotlicr  ; 
‘fNo  taxes  ! ''  bawled  a third  ; while  the  w'ooden-legged  ostler  ren- 
dered  himself  conspicuous  above  all,  by  waving  the  stump  of  a broom 
in  circular  flourishes  above  his  head. 

"Oh,  Jemes!”  exclaimed  the  excited  landlady,  clasping  lier  hus- 
band's  arm,  as  if  to  support  herself,  " I do  feel  so  agitated — so  faint — 
I shall  go  off — I 'm  sure  I shall ! " 

€€  It  *s  a awful  moment,  certainly,"  rcplicd  the  landlord ; “ but 
hold  up,  my  life,  hold  up." 

" I will  do  my  endeavours.  Jemes,”  rejoined  the  lady,  with  a smile 
of  touching  sweetness. 

Scarcely  liad  she  spoken,  when  the  tramp  of  horses  and  the  brisk 
crack  of  post-boys*  whips  were  heard,  and  presently  up  dashed  the 
valet  ou  horseback,  followcd  cióse  by  a travelling  chariot  and  four, 
wherein  sate  the  Keeper  of  the  King's  Conscience — the  Speaker  of 
the  House  of  Lords — the  Lord  High  Chancellor  of  England  ! 

And  now  the  greut  man  alights,  amid  cheers  that  you  might  have 
heard  a mile  off,  and  is  received  by  the  landlord  at  the  door  with  a 
reverence  bordering  on  the  idolatrous,  while  his  equally  awe-struck 
wife  keeps  bobbing  and  courtesying,as  ifshe  wotild  disappear  through 
the  íloor  ! It  was,  as  the  landlord  justly  observed,  "a  awful  mo- 
ment and  all  witliin  and  without  the  hotel  felt  that  it  wras  so,  with 
the  exception  of  the  two  ragged  urchins  above  mentioned,  who  ex- 
pressed  a bitter  sense  of  disappointment  at  his  Lordship's  looking 
just  like  any  other  man,  when  they  had  confidently  reckoned  on  see- 
ing  him,  to  use  their  own  emphatic  phraseology,  “ figged  out  as  fine 
as  fippence  ! " 

The  instant  his  Lordship,  the  lower  part  of  whose  face  was  muíllcd 
in  a tliiek  woollen  coraforter,  had  set  foot  in  the  passage,  lights  were 
brought,  and,  preceded  by  the  landlord  holding  two  wax  candles  in 
his  liand,  he  ascended,  bowing  graciously  right  and  left,  to  the 
upartuicnt  prepared  for  his  reception,  on  reaching  which,  he  cast  a 
smiling  glance  at  the  array  of  píate  on  the  sideboard,  flung  off  his 
loose  great-coat,  and  ordered  dinner  to  be  servéd  forthwith.  lie 
then  dismissed  his  valet  to  settle  matters  with  the  post-boys ; but  as 
lie  was  unable  to  do  so,  owing  to  the  landlord's  inability  to  change 
him  a fifty-pound  note,  it  was  agreed  that  Mr.  Dobbs  himself  should 
defray  the  charge,  and  place  it  to  his  Lordship's  account. 

During  dinner,  the  head-waiter,  wfho,  together  with  his  own  ser- 
vant,  was  in  attendance  on  his  Lordship,  was  grcatly  struck  with 
the  good-humoured  and  condescending  manner  in  which  he  rnade 
known  his  several  wants  ; and  when  he  went  into  the  kitchen,  he 
assured  his  gaping  audiencc  that  his  Lordship  was  a noblemau 
"every  inch  on  him adding,  by  way  of  climax,  that  he  "never  sec 
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a man  pitch  into  the  wittles  as  he  did  ! ” which  tlie  whole  houseliold 
agreed  in  considering  as  a great  compliment  to  the  establishment. 

Dimier  ovcr,  and  tlie  wine  and  fruit,  each  of  the  most  delicious 
kind,  placed  on  the  table,  his  Lordship  dismissed  his  valet  from  fur- 
ther  attendance,  who  thcreupon  proceeded  to  consult  his  own  crea- 
ture  comforts ; and,  aftcr  feasting  in  tlie  landlord's  private  snuggery 
behind  the  bar  scarcely  less  luxuriously  than  his  master,  he  insisted 
on  his  host's  cracking  a cool  bottle  of  port  with  him. 

c<  Take  a seat,”  he  said,  motioning  him  to  a chair.  cc  Really  tliis 
wine 's  not  amiss.  Here's  your  heaíth,  Dobbs.” 

<f  I liope,  sir,  his  Lordship  found  every  thing  to  his  satisfaction.” 
cc  Perfectly  so.  The  wine  stands  with  you,  I think.” 

“He  's  every  inch  a nobleman,” continued  the  landlord,  replenish- 
ing  his  glass.  “ Did  you  observe  how  he  bowcd  to  us  all  when  he 
carne  in  ? Mrs.  D.  says  she  "11  never  forget  his  bow  to  her;  it  quite 
flustered  her,  the  lionour  did.  And  no  wonder  ; for  she  *s  werry 
susceptible.” 

“ She  looks  delicate,”  observed  the  valet.  “ By  the  by,  do  you 
snuff  ? ” he  added,  taking  out  a massive  sil  ver  box  from  his  waisteoat 
pocket.  “ If  you  do,  I can  recommend  this  Gillespie.  Got  it  at  Pon- 
tet’s, — the  only  place  to  get  a decent  pinch.” 

The  landlord  applied  a small  portion  of  the  titillating  mixture  to 
his  nose ; but,  being  unused  to  it,  he  was  seized  with  such  a fit  of 
sneezing,  as  caused  his  cheeks  to  assume  the  deep  purple  hue  of  a 
Dutch  cabbagc. 

“ The  bottle  stands  with  you  again,”  said  the  valet.  <e  You  seem 
afraid  of  it,  as  if  it  were  pliysic.  It  always  looks  suspicious  when  a 
publican  fights  sliy  of  his  own  wine.  Come,  I *11  give  you — Lord 
Brougham's  liealth.  You  won’t  refu  se  to  drink  that,  I think.” 

(C  With  the  greatest  pleasure  in  life,”  replied  the  publican. 

“ No  heel-taps,  remember.” 

Oh,  in  course  not and  the  speaker  filled  his  glass  to  the  brim, 
and,  after  duly  acknowledging  the  toast,  observed,  u I had  no  idea 
his  Lordship  was  so  young  a man.  The  prints  make  him  look  ncarly 
ten  years  older.” 

“ That  's  because  he  ’s  generally  painted  in  his  Chancellólas  wig 
and  robes,  which,  of  coursc,  adds  grcatly  to  his  appearance  of  age. 
Another  pinch,  Dobbs  ? What,  you  won’t  ? Well,  I must. — By  the 
by,  the  bottle  *s  out.” 

Bottle  out!”  exclaimed  the  landlord.  “ We  ’ll  have  another, 
then.” 

“ Couldn't  think  of  such  a thing,”  replied  the  valet,  with  a dclicatc 
show  of  reluctance. 

ce  Not  a word — I won’t  hear  a word.” 

“ Well,  since  you 're  so  very  pressing  — but  really  I 'm  quite 
ashamed  to^ — ” 

Before  he  could  complete  the  sentence,  the  landlord  had  quitted 
the  room,  and  returned  al  most  immediately  with  a fresh  bottle  of 
port,  observing,  as  he  decanted  it,  “ Ay,  ay,  this  is  of  the  right  sort 
— the  very  best  in  my  cellar.  Here  's  my  Service  to  you.”  And 
with  a familiar  nod  to  his  compánion,  he  filled  his  own  glass,  and 
then  pushed  the  bottle  towards  his  guest. 

tC  Capital,  indeed  ! ” said  the  valet,  “ quite  a nosegay — bright  as  a 
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ruby,  too."  And  he  tossed  off  the  sparkling  wine  with  all  tlie  gusto 
of  a connoisseur. 

When  the  bottle  was  more  than  half  einptied,  the  landlord's 
eyes  began  to  twinkle,  and  his  articulation  to  thicken  ; his  face,  too, 
assumed  that  sliiny  look  peculiar  to  fuddled  publicans,  and  a patcli 
of  fiery  red  glowed  like  a live  cual  at  the  tip  of  his  nose. 

. “ Do  you  know,”  he  said,  putting  on  a look  of  uncommon  saga- 

city,  such  as  men  are  apt  to  wear  when  about  to  be  delivcrcd  of  a 
bright  conception,  (<  do  you  know,  I Ve  more  than  half  a mind  to 
cali  this  liouse  in  fu  tu  re  f The  Brougham’s  Head  * ? The  idea  struck 
me  when  I was  in  the  cellar  just  now  ; and  I can't  help  thinking  his 
Lordsliip  will  be  pleased  with  the  compliment.” 

" Admirable  ideal  Never  heard  a better  ! ” and  the  valet  pushed 
the  bottle  towards'his  liost,  himself  discreetly  avoiding  it,  like  a sen- 
sible and  respectable  servant,  who  expected  every  minute  to  be  sum- 
moned  into  his  master's  presence. 

Gratified  by  his  guest's  approval,  the  landlord  discussed  the  matter 
with  great  eagerness,  and  was  declaring  his  intention  to  get  the 
“ Brougham's  Ilead  ” painted  and  hung  np  without  delay,  when 
suddenly  the  good  man’s  nether-jaw  dropped,  and  he  exclaimed,  in 
tones  ofalarm,  “That's  my  wife's  woice,  and  now  I shali  catch  it ! 
Between  you  and  me,”  he  added  in  a snbdued  whisper, " she  's  a ex- 

cellent  woman  is  Mrs. ; sticks  cióse  to  business — but  such  a 

wixen  ! Thcn,  too,  shc's  so  given  to  the  'sterics,  always  a-going  off 
in  some  fit  or  other.  Ah,  marriage  is  a honourable  condition,  but 

it's  sometimes  wery  trying ” 

lie  was  here  interrupted  by  the  abrupt  entrance  of  the  lady  in 
question,  with  her  eyes  flashing,  and  her  cap  half  off  her  head.  “ So, 
here  you  are,  Dobbs,”  she  exclaimed  in  her  shrillest  tones  ; " I Ve 
been  calling  half  over  the  house  for  you,  and  a precious  condition  í 
find  you  in ! What  will  his  Lordsbip  say  if  lie  sees  you  with  that 
great  staring  red  nose  ? ” 

“ I can't  help  my  nose,  Mrs.  D.;  it  was  the  gift  of  Providence,  and 
it  's  a sin  and  a shame  to  find  fault  with  it.” 

"Hold  your  tongue,  Dobbs  ; you  Te  drunk.” 

"Me  drunk ! ” exclaimed  the  astonished  landlord ; "how  can  you 
stand  there,  Mrs.  D.,  and  tell  such  a thumper  ? ” 

“ My  dear  madam,”  interposed  the  ready-witted  valet,  thinking  it 
best  for  all  parties  to  practise  the  soothing  system,  “ I ’m  sure  a lady 
of  your  good  sense  and  delicate  feeling  will  see  at  once  that  your 
husband,  as  the  head  of  this  establislnnent,  could  hardly  have  done 
other wise  than  take  a cheerful  glass  or  two  in  lionour  of  his  Lord- 
ship’s  visit  — more  especially  as  his  Lordship  has  expressed  himself 
so  highly  delighted  with  his  reception.” 

“ Why,  that  certíiinly  alters  the  case  a little,”  replied  the  mollified 
dame.  “ Nevertheless,  Dobbs,  I can  tell  by  your  nose  that  you  Ve 
drunk  quite  enougli — so,  go  and  wasli  your  face,  and  make  yourself 
tidy,  for  here  ’s  a deputation  come  up  to  wait  on  his  Lordship  with 
a complimentary  address.  Perhaps,  sir,”  addressing  the  valet,  "you 
liad  better  go  and  inquire  his  lordship's  pleasure  on  the  subject.” 

"I  fear,  madam  — indeed,  I ’m  quite  certain  — that  his  Lordship 
will  decline  receiving  the  deputation,  for  lie’s  travelling  merely  as  a 
prívate  gen  ti  e man,  and  not  in  his  oflicial  capad  ty ; however,  I '11  go 
up  and  asccrtain  his  pleasure.” 
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In  a few  minutes  the  valet  returned,  and  informed  thc  deputation, 
who  were  anxiously  waiting  in  the  coífee-room,  and  consisted  of 
scvcral  respectable  burgesses,  headed  by  a sly  attorney  in  black 
shorts,  that  his  Lordship  deeply  regretted  his  inability  to  receive 
them,  which  he  should  have  considered  " the  proudest  moment  of 
his  life ;”  but  he  was  labouring  under  a partial  indispositioii,  and 
must  therefore  postpone  the  honour  till  his  retnrn  froni  Scotland. 

Having  with  difficulty  digested  this  disappointment,  the  deputa- 
tion  quitted  the  hotel ; and  tlicn  the  laiidlady,  who  liad  by  this  time 
got  over  her  first  awe  of  his  Lordship,  bursting  with  the  natural 
curiosity  of  her  sex  to  see  more  of  so  celebrated  an  individual,  took 
the  opportunity  of  gently  knocking  at  his  door,  under  the  pretext  of 
inquiring  at  what  liour  he  would  wish  to  have  breakfast  in  the  morn- 
ing.  She  soon  returned  into  the  kitchen,  slightly  flushed,  and  sim- 
pering  with  supreme  satisfaction,  and  informed  her  lnisband, — who, 
at  the  valet*  s instigation,  was  busy  getting  up  an  extempore  supper 
for  all  his  household,  the  cost  of  which  was  to  be  defrayed  by  the  il- 
lustrious  visiter,  that  his  Lordship  was  by  far  the  cheerfullest  and 
civillest-spoken  gentleman  she  ever  saw,  without  an  atom  of  pride 
about  him. 

While  the  delighted  dame  was  thus  running  on  in  praise  of  her 
celebrated  guest,  the  chambermaid  entered  the  kitchen,  and  drawing 
one  of  tlie  waiters  aside  into  an  adjoining  pantry,  said, 

"Oh,  John  ! I'm  so  shocked,  yon  can't  think  ! ” 

“ Indeed  ! What  's  the  matter,  Betty  ? ” inquired  the  surprised 
waiter. 

" Why,  when  I were  coming  out  of  his  Lordship’s  hed-room  just 
now,  I heard  him  laughing  and  talking  with  missus  in  the  dining- 
room,  thc  door  of  which  was  ajar;  and  just  as  she  was  coming  away 
what  do  yon  think  he  did  ? ” 

" Can’t  imagine.” 

" Why,  he  actually  kissed  her  ! ” and  Betty  lookcd  the  very  image 
of  horror. 

"What!  the  Lord  Chancellor  of  England  kiss  missus?  Im- 
possible ! ” 

" But  I '11  swear  he  did  ; for  though  I didn’t  see  it,  I heard  the 
smack.  Oh  ! John,  John,”  added  the  moralizing  Betty,  " what  will 
this  world  come  to  ! ” 

"Kiss  missus !”  repeated  the  astounded  waiter  ; "the  first  law- 
officer  of  the  Crown  kiss  a tough  oíd  piecc  of  goods  like  that ! No  ; 
I *d  just  as  soon  believe  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  did  it!” 

But  Betty  stuck  stoutly  to  her  text ; she  liad  heard  the  smack,  and 
as  there  can  be  lio  ellect  without  a cause,  her  deduction  was  legiti- 
mate  enougb,  that  the  kiss  was  the  cause  of  that  smack.  Finding 
her  thus  positive,  the  waiter  did  not  contest  the  matter  ; lie  was  a 
man  of  the  world,  and  liad  seen  many  extraordinary  tliings  in  his 
time;  so,  after  musing  for  a few  secón ds,  he  exclaimed,  with  a phi- 
losophic  slirug  of  the  shoulders, 

" Well,  well,  Betty;  it's  no  affair  of  ours,  — great  geni  uses  is 
queer,  werry  queer,  and  there  ’s  no  accounting  for  their  tastes.” 

Further  conversation  was  licre  put  an  end  to  by  the  surnmons  to 
the  supper-table,  at  which  the  whole  household  were  assembled,  the 
landlord  presiding  over  the  entertainment.  The  valet  took  his  post 
at  the  riglit  liana  of  the  landlady  — having  previously  ascertamed 
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that  his  Lortlship  would  not  require  his  further  attendance,  — and, 
by  his  jests,  and  queer  stories,  and  watchful  civilities,  speedily  won 
tlie  favourable  suffrages  of  the  company.  Such  jokes  as  lie  cracked — 
such  droll  anecdotes  as  lie  told  ! The  landlady  simpered ,*  the  land- 
lord's nose  blushed  like  a ruby ; Boots  grinned  from  ear  to  ear  with 
ecstasy.  Cans  of  ale,  and  bowls  of  punch,  appeared  and  disappear- 
cd  like  lightning,  and  it  was  not  till  nearly  twelve  o'clock  that  the 
revellers  broke  up,  the  valet  remaining  among  the  last ; and,  as  he 
rose  to  quit  the  table,  he  warned  the  landlord  not  to  be  surprised  or 
alarmed  if  he  sliould  happen  to  hear  his  Lordship  stirring  about  his 
roora  in  the  night,  as  he  was  a very  indifferent  sleeper,  and  seldom 
enjoyed  rest  till  an  advanced  hour  in  the  morning.  He  thcn 
squeezed  his  host's  hand,  and  bade  him  a cordial  good  night ; and 
soon  after,  all  parties  retired  to  their  respective  dormitories,  wliere — 
thanks  to  their  liearty  supper — they  dropped  into  instant  slumber. 

It  was  now  deep  midniglit ; neitlier  moon  ñor  star  was  visible  ; 
and  not  a sound  was  to  be  heard  within  the  hotel  but  the  shriJl  chirp 
of  the  cricket,  the  scratching  of  the  rat  behind  the  wainscot,  or  the 
melodious,  thorough-bass  symphonies  of  the  landlord' s nose,  as  he 
snored  a duet  with  his  wife.  Bright  visions  of  the  future  passed 
across  the  good  man’s  brain.  He  dreamed  of  fortune  rapidly  ac- 
quired  through  the  patronage  of  his  illustrious  guest ; of  large  in- 
vestments  in  the  three  per  cents,  and  shares  in  the  Great  Northern 
Railway,  thcn  in  process  of  formation  in  the  neiglibourhood ; and, 
finally — such  high  flights  does  fancy  take  in  slumber — of  being  re- 
turned  M.P.  for  the  borough,  and  commencing  his  first  speech  in 
Parliament  with,  “ Unaccustomed,  as  I ani,  to  public  spcaking!” 

In  the  excess  of  joy  occasioned  by  these  fiattering  visions,  the 
ambitious  Dobbs  suddenly  woke,  and  as  suddenly  started  up,  for  he 
imagined  he  heard  a noise  like  the  stealthy  opening  of  a door  in  the 
chamber  beneath  him,  which  was  the  one  occupied  by  his  Lordship. 
He  listens — hark  1 there  is  a slight  creaking  of  the  boards  ! Pre- 
sently  a footstep  traverses  the  íloor ; and  a minute  or  two  afterwards 
the  window  is  thrown  up  ! Could  the  great  man  be  suddenly  taken 
ill  ? — was  he  rcstless  and  harassed  by  politieal  anxieties  ? — or  was  he 
merely  walking  in  his  sleep  ? The  landlord  knew  not  what  to 
think ; but,  being  unwilling  to  interfere  after  the  caution  given  him 
by  the  valet,  he  just  rubbed  his  eyes — yawned — fell  baek  on  his  pil- 
low,  — and  was  soon  again  wandering  in  the  phantom-peopled  land 
of  Nod. 

At  an  early  hour  next  morning,  when  the  household  werc  just 
beginning  to  stir,  and  the  drowsy  waiter  was  taking  down  the  shut- 
ters  in  the  coílee-room,  andletting  the  fresh  air  into  that  cióse,  heated 
apartment,  a horseman,  whose  steed  seemed  almost  spent  with  cx- 
haustion,  dismounted  at  the  door  of  the  hotel,  and  began  thundering 
at  it  with  all  his  might. 

“Who's  there  ? ” inquired  the  waiter,  thrnsting  his  head  out  of 
the  coffee-room  window  ; “ what  do  you  want  ? " 

“ I want  to  speak  with  your  master,  Mr.  Dobbs/'  replied  the 
stranger. 

4Í  He  's  not  come  down  yet." 

<(  No  matter ; I must  see  him,  for  I 'm  come  on  business  of  im- 
portante, which  admits  of  no  delay." 

On  hearing  this,  the  waiter  liastened  to  the  door,  and  let  in  the 
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stranger,  and  then  went  to  cali  his  master,  who  hurried  down  di- 
rectly  in  his  slippers ; and  no  sooner  saw  the  new-eomer  than  he 

recognised  in  him  the  landlord  of  the  head  inn  at  D , the  ncxt 

post-town  on  the  road  to  London. 

“ Heyday  ! what  ’s  the  matter  now,  Tomkins  ? ,f  exclaimed  the 
startled  Mr.  Dobbs. 

“ Swindling  ’s  the  matter  ! — forgery  's  the  matter  ! — you  *re  donp, 

Dobbs, — done  brown,  as  the  saying  is.  Lord  Brougham " 

<€  Well,  wcll!  wliat  ofhim  ? No  bad  family  news,  I hópe?  '* 

“ Family  news  ! ” repeated  Tomkins,  with  a grim  laugh,  “ yes, 
family  news  enough,  and  to  spare ! His  Lordship,  as  he  calis  him- 
self,  is  not  only  one  of  the  family,  but  one  of  its  most  distinguished 
members ! lie  *s  a rank  swindler,  Dobbs,  and  so  is  his  sham  valet.” 
“ Impossible  ! ” replied  the  landlord,  beginning,  nevertheless,  to 
turn  exceedingly  palé. 

“ Fact.  Tliey  managed,  it  seems,  to  inform  themselves  accurately 
of  the  real  Lord  Brougham’s  movements,  and,  learning  that  he  was 
expected  down  the  road  about  this  time,  they  left  London  yesterday 
in  a carriage  and  four,  and,  by  paying  their  way  with  forged  notes, 
they  contrived  to  escape  detection  till  late  last  niglit,  wlien  an  ex- 

press  carne  to  me,  as  well  as  to  the  other  hotel-keepers  in  D , 

from  the  person  from  wliom  they  liad  procnred  their  tiirn-out, 
acquainting  us  that  he  liad  discovercd  tlicy  were  swindlers,  and 
requesting  our  aid  in  apprehending  tliem  should  they  be  travelling 
in  our  direction,  and  also  in  exposing  tliem  as  quickly  as  we  could 
along  the  North  Road.  1 had  my  suspicions  of  tliem  wlien  they 
changed  horses  yesterday  at  my  house ; but  the  fellow  who  played 
the  part  of  Lord  Brougham,  really  looked  so  like  his  Lordship,  and 
was,  besides,  so  artfully  muffled  up,  that  I was  afraid  to  take  any 
decisive  steps.  However,  the  moment  I learned  how  things  were,  I 
determined  to  lose  as  little  time  as  possible  in  puttingpeople  on  their 
guard  ; so  I started  off  this  morning  just  before  it  was  liglit,  thinking 
that  i f they  had  passed  the  night  here,  as  they  talked  of  doing,  we 
xnight  nab  tliem  before  they  were  up," 

“And  so  I will  nab  tliem,  by !”  exclaimed  the  ferocious 

Dobbs, — “ the  infernal  villains  ! If  they  ’d  only  gone  to  any  other 
hotel  in  the  town,  I sliouldn't  so  much  llave  minded  ; but,  to  come 

and  do  me,  who  ve  been  only  six  months  here  in  business " 

ce  Have  they  done  you  to  any  extent,  then?'*  inquired  Tomkins, 
with  a smile,  which  he  could  not  suppress,  for,  as  llouchefoucault 
has  shrewdly  remarked,  there  is  something  in  the  misfortunes  of  our 
friends  that  always  occasions  us  am u semen t. 

“ Done  me?  " thundered  the  exasperated  Dobbs,  “ havcn't  they? 

1 should  think  so,  indeed ! They  've  cleared  my  pantry,  and  choused 
me  out  of  some  of  the  best  wine  in  my  cellar  ; and,  what  makes  the 

case  still  more  aggravating  is,  that  that  d d valet,  not  contcnt  with 

drinking  himself  my  oldest  port,  actually  made  7 ne  assist  him  in  get- 
ting  rid  of  it ! The  scoundrel  got  to  the  blind  side  of  me  by  show- 
ing  me  a forged  fifty-pound  note,  and  telling  me  a cock-and-bull 
story  about  his  Lordsliip's  being  indisposed,  though  I might  have 
known  it  was  all  gammon,  for  the  fellow  ate  more  like  a horse  than 
a invalid.  And,  to  think  that  í should  have  gone  bowing  and  scrap- 
ing,  and  carrying  a couple  of  wax-candles  before  sucli  a swindler  ! 
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— Ilere,  John,**  shouting  out  for  the  waiter,  “ go  instantly,  andfetch 
a constable.” 

“ Oh,  sir ! — Mr.  Dobbs — here  's  a pretty  to-do  í ” screamed  the 
chambermaid,  rushing  along  the  passage  where  the  above  dialogue 
was  held,  cc  they  're  gone  — both  off ! — the  bedroora  's  empty  — the 
window  ’s  wide  open, — and  a rope-ladder  ’s  hanging  out  of  it !” 

Cf  Gone ! ” gasped  the  bewildered  Dobbs,  exhibiting  serious  indi- 
ca ti  ons  of  a swoon ; “ gone  ! that  accounts,  then,  for  the  noise  I heard 
last  night,  and  which  I was  told  to  take  no  notice  of.  Gone  ! oh 
Lord,  what  a ass  I ’ve  been  ! ” 

“Oh  Jemes  — Jemes  Dobbs  ! ” exclaimed  the  landlady,  following 
cióse  at  Betty’s  lieels,  “not  only  are  the  willains  gone,  but  all  the 

fíate  on  the  sideboard's  gone  too  ! Oh  Jemes,  it’s  a awful  blow  — 
shall  go  off — I *m  sure  I shall.” 

“Go  off!  ” roared  her  half-frenzied  husband  ; cc  d — n you  ! d' ye 
think  there  hasn’t  been  enough  going  off  already  this  morning  ? ” 
Stung  to  the  quiek  by  this  sareasm,  so  unusual  in  her  generally 
placid  husband,  and  forgetting  even  the  loss  of  her  píate  in  the  af- 
front  ofTered  her  before  a stranger,  the  indignant  landlady  rushed  in 
a paroxysm  into  the  kitchen;  and  as  a family  quarrel  generally  runs 
tlirough  a household,  she  immediately  let  loose  the  Hood-gates  of  her 
wrath  on  the  unoffeiuling  cook ; the  cook,  resolved  not  to  be  the 
only  sufferer,  lost  no  time  in  abusing  Boots ; Boots  visited  his  indig- 
nation  on  the  scullion ; and  the  scullion,  finding  no  one  else  whom 
she  could  safely  fall  upon,  consoled  herself  by  ílinging  a mop-stick  at 
tlie  cat ; so  that  in  a short  time  the  whole  establishment  was  in  as 
pretty  a State  of  uproar  as  could  be  desired ! 

The  landlord,  meanwhile,  continued  stamping  and  swearing  in  a 
way  dreadful  to  think  of ; the  whole  of  that  day  he  kept  men  scour- 
ing  the  neighbourhood  in  all  direetions,  while  his  friend  Tomkins 
posted  placards  on  every  wall  for  miles  round  : but  all  was  vain  ; the 
rogues  were  never  caught ; and  to  this  day — though  so  many  years 
have  elapsed — Mr.  Dobbs  never  hears  Lord  Brougham's  ñame  men- 
tioned,  without  shivering,  as  if  he  had  got  an  ague-fit ! 


LOVE’S  BANQUET. 

O  ! think  of  the  minutes — O ! think  of  the  nights 
i 've  spent  on  my  pillow  awuke — 

What  feveis  enchn  Vl,  what  dreains,  and  whut  frights — 

All  these  have  í borne  for  your  sake  ! 

O ! remember  your  vows,  your  oath  on  your  knee, 

The  kiss  wlien  you  said  we  must  part, 

But  promised,  whatever  your  distance  from  me, 

I  still  should  be  cióse  to  your  heart. 

How  oft  have  you  said  “ I but  live  in  your  eyes, 

^ A banquet  for  Jove  is  your  look — 

Your  charms  are  a feast — other  food  I despise  !” — 

And  now  you  have  married  your  cook  ! 

2  i 
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LOVE  AND  CARE. 

Lo  ve  sat  in  his  bower  one  summer  day — 

And  Care,  with  his  train,  carne  to  drive  hiin  away : 

“ I will  not  depart,”  said  Love! 

And,  seizing  his  lute, — with  silvery  words. 

He  ran  his  bright  fingers  along  the  ehords, 

And  play’d  so  sweet,  so  entranciug  an  air, 

Thal  a grim  smile  lit  up  the  face  of  Care. 

“ Away — away  ! 99 — said  Love  ! 

“ Nay,  nay  I I have  friends  ! 99  grim  Care  replied  ; 

“ Behold,  here  is  one — and  his  ñame  is  Pridc  !” 

“ I care  not  for  Pride,”  said  Love  ! 

Then  touching  the  strings  of  his  light  guitar, 

Pride  soon  forgot  his  lofty  air  ; 

And  seizing  the  haiul  of  a rustic  queen, 

Laugh’d,  gamboird,  and  trinp’d  it  o’er  the  green — 
iC  Alia,  alia!  99  saicf  Love  ! 

u Away  with  your  jeers ! 99  cried  Love,  “ if  you  picase ; 

“ Ilere’s  another — lank,  haggard,  and  palé  Disea  se  ! ” 

“ I care  not  for  hirn,”  said  Love ! 

Then  touch’d  a strain  so  plaintive  and  weak, 

That  a flush  pass’d  over  his  pallid  cheek ; 

And  Disease  leap’d  up  from  his  couch  of  pain, 

And  smil’d,  and  re-echoed  the  healing  strain — 

" Well  doncjbr  Distase  ! ” said  Love ! 

u Pshaw  ! pshaw  ! ” cried  Care — “ this  squalid  one,  see  ! 
How  lik’st  thou  the  gannt  look  of  Povcrty  ? v 
a I care  not  for  him,”  said  Love  ! 

Then  struck  such  a sound  from  his  vioVs  string, 

That  Poverty  shouted  aloud,  u I am  Ring! — 

The  jewelPd  wreaths  round  my  temples  shall  twine, — 

For  the  sparkling  gems  of  Golconda  are  mine!” 
u Ay,  ay — very  truel99  said  Love  ! 

“ Nay y boast  not  f said  Care — u there  is  fretful  Oíd  Age; 
Beware  of  his  crutches,  and  tempt  not  his  rage  l” 

€t  I care  not  for  Age  ! 99  said  Love  ¡ 

Then  swept  the  strings  of  his  magic  lyre, 

Till  the  glaz’d  eye  sparkled  with  youthful  fire ; 

And  Age  dropp’d  his  crutches,  and,  light  as  a fay, 

Laugh’d,  caper’d,  and  danc’d,  like  a child  at  play  ! 
u Bravo,  Sir  Eld  J ” said  Love  ! 

u A truce,”  cried  wrinkled  Care,  “ with  thy  glee ! 

Now,  look  on  this  last  one — ’tis  Jcalousy  !" 

“ Ah  me  ! ah  me ! 99  said  Love ! 

“ Her  green  eye  burns  with  a quenchless  lire — 

I die  1 I die  1”  Then,  dropping  his  lyre, 

Love  flesv  far  away  from  his  cherish’d  bower, 

And  never  return’d  from  that  fatal  hour  1 

Alas  for  thee,  blig/Ucd  Love!  C. 


\Ve  derive  the  abovo  beautiful  poem  from  the  Southern  Literary  Messenger. — Ed. 
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THE  MOATED  GRANGE. 

A TALE  OF  TIIE  CIVIL  W A R S * 
by  h.  curling,  ii. r.  52 nd  keot. 

By  his  superior  knowledge  of  the  winding  deer-paths  of  the  plant- 
ation,  the  faithful  steward  quickly  outstripped  his  pursuers,  andonee 
more,  setting  the  infant  on  the  ground,  paused  For  a few  minutes  to 
collect  his  scattered  scnses,  and  consider  the  safest  course  to  be 
taken.  The  uncertainty  of  the  time  was  such  that  man  could 
scarcely  trust  his  brother,  and  nearest  and  dearest  kindred  fought 
in  opposition,  hand  to  hand.  He  resolved  to  place  the  boy  in 
concealment  where  he  liad  before  remained  with  the  mother ; but 
whicli,  being  full  ten  miles  off,  in  his  present  feeble  condition,  he 
knew  not  how  to  reach.  At  length,  however,  he  resolved  to  attempt 
a plan  whicli  just  at  that  momcnt  flaslicd  across  his  brain.  With 
all  the  speed  his  aged  limbs  permitted  he  hurried  towards  its  execu- 
tion.  He  made  a detour,  and  after  some  little  time  carne  into  the  wood 
beyond  where  the  cavalry  were  standing  pickctcd.  The  oíd  man,  who 
had  been  born  on  the  estáte,  and  knew  each  glade  and  copse  for 
twenty  miles  around  (having  been  a huntsman  in  his  youth),  made 
the  infant  a leafy  bed,  and  placed  it  in  the  liollow  of  an  aged  oak, 
wliich  grew  beside  a winding  path  not  far  from  the  main  road ; he  then 
gained  the  border  of  the  wood,  and  once  more  cautiously  rccon- 
noitred  the  cavalry  from  the  opposite  point  to  that  where  he  had  first 
been  made  aware  of  their  presence.  There  they  stood,  witliin  about 
a couplc  of  huiulred  yards  frorn  his  position.  The  men  who  watch- 
ed  them  he  discerned  were  quietly  pac.ing  up  and  down  in  their 
front,  whilst  ever  and  anón  the  moonbcams  glanced  upon  the  shining 
liauberk  of  the  sentinel  (who  stalked  along  their  rear  rank,)  as  he 
turned,  and  heedfully  looked  across  the  open  glade  to  see  that  no- 
thing  approachcd  unchallenged  to  interrupt  them  from  that  quartcr. 
The  oíd  butler,  watching  his  time,  threw  himself  fíat  upon  his  face 
in  the  long  grass,  and  began  to  crawl  towards  them,  every  now  and 
then  stopping,  and  cautiously  raising  his  grey  head  to  reconnoitre 
the  trooper  who  made  his  invariable  round  in  rear,  staying  his 
progresa  whilst  he  passed,  and  then  again  worming  his  way  like 
some  creeping  adder  through  the  long  grass  and  fern.  He  was  wet 
with  the  heavy  dew,  and  chilled  as  if  up  to  his  neck  in  a river ; but 
his  oíd  lieart  was  warm  within,  and  lie  lieedcd  not  at  that  time  what 
would  have  perhaps  struck  to  him  like  death  on  any  other  occasion. 

‘ It  is  the  cause,  my  soul  — it  is  the  cause/  he  would  doubtless  have 
said,  had  he  but  been  versed  in  the  page  of  the  immorUd  bard.  He 
was  now  within  a few  paces  of  the  line  of  horses.  He  raised  his 
head,  and  watched  for  the  accustomed  round  of  the  lieedful  sentinel. 
One  more  turn,  he  calculated,  he  must  wait  for,  and  then  he  could 
safely  reach  these  steeds.  With  yet  more  caution  he  drew  himself 
slowly  forwards ; but  his  calculation  was  made  incorrectly,  and  the 
trooper  appcared  on  his  round,  and  was  advancing  from  the  other 
end  directly  upon  him  as  he  crawled.  It  was  impossible  to  go  for- 


See  page  3ÍMÍ. 
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ward,  and  to  retreat  was  as  hopeless  ; he  sank  down  directly  in  the 
Cromwellian’s  path.  The  game  was  up  he  felt,  and  all  was  lost. 
His  heart  almost  died  within  him  as  he  heard  the  lieavy  boot  and 
jingling  spur  within  a few  paces  of  his  prostrate  body  ; and,  as  if  his 
discovery  was  not  suíliciently  apparent,  a bright  red  ílume,  and  a 
dreadful  report,  as  if  a powder-mill  had  blown  up  within  a quarter 
of  a mile  of  them,  displayed  the  wliole  country  for  miles  and  miles 
around.  The  horses  of  Cromwell,  used  as  they  were  to  the  sight, 
sound,  and  smell,  of  the  “ villanous  saltpetre  " in  all  its  varieties, 
started  back,  and  strained  at  the  bridles  by  which  they  were  attaqhed 
together.  The  troopcr  stopped  short  in  his  walk,  and  calling  aloud  to 
the  aflrighted  horses  to  soothe  their  alarm,  struck  in  amongst  them,  and 
made  his  way  to  their  front,  in  order  to  see,  if  possible,  the  meaning 
of  this  terrific  sound,  just  as  he  was  about  to  stumble  over  the 
prostrate  form  of  the  trembling  steward.  The  oíd  man,  thanking 
God  for  his  escape,  took  care  to  profit  by  the  chance.  He  knew, 
“ none  so  well  as  he,"  the  meaning  of  that  awful  sound.  The  troop 
had  discovered  the  ammunition  which  had  been  secreted  in  the 
vaults  of  the  castle  by  himself,  and  had  blown  it  up.  With  an  in- 
ward  curse  upon  their  prying  souls,  he  started  up,  and  cautiously 
opening  himself  a way  through  the  troop-horses,  stood  the  next 
momcnt  secreted  amongst  them. 

The  guard  were  standing  grouped  together,  and  endeavouring  to 
peer  through  the  plantation  before  them,  wlien  suddenly  their  out- 
lying  sentinel  challenged  some  person  advancing  upon  him  from 
the  direction  of  the  Grange.  It  was  one  of  the  band.  He  brought 
word  that  his  comrades  were  cióse  at  hand,  and  tliat  having  fired  the 
Grange,  they  would  march  on  the  instant  towards  Ferrybridge. 
Whilst  this  conversation  was  going  on,  the  oíd  butler  had  with  his 
trusty  frieud  the  pruning-knife,  busied  himself  by  cutting  through 
several  of  the  horses'  reins  ; he  then  drew  a petronel  from  one  of  the 
holsters  near  him,  and  quietly  ascending  into  the  saddle,  clapped  the 
muzzle  of  the  weapon  (as  he  leaned  forwards  in  his  seat)  to  the 
shoulder  of  the  steeíl  by  his  side,  and  fired  it  into  his  body.  The 
horse  sprang  forward  into  the  air,  and  plunging  headlong  into  the 
wood,  fell  struggling  amongst  the  trees,  whilst  at  the  same  moment 
the  whole  line  was  broken  from  their  fastenings,  and  galloping  in 
difterent  directions  over  the  open  glade.  The  steward's  horse,  alarm- 
ed  like  his  fellows,  also  reared  up,  and  attempted  to  bolt,  but  the  oíd 
man  restrained  his  fury,  and  wheeling  him  short  round,  galloped 
like  lightning  towards  the  spot  where  he  had  left  the  child.  The 
Croinwellian  sentinels,  in  utter  astonishment  at  seeing  their  steeds 
flying  half  mad  in  all  directions,  (whilst  one,  desperately  wounded, 
and  struggling  in  the  agonies  of  death,  lay  bleeding  cióse  before 
them,  and  a man,  apparently  risen  from  the  earth,  was  mounted  and 
galloping  oíf  in  re ar  upon  another,)  uttered  a cry  of  rage,  fired  their 
carabines  at  random  after  the  spectre  horseman,  and  hurried  ofF  in 
order  to  try  and  recover  their  chargers. 

Meanwhile,  the  dismounted  troopers  we  have  before  mentionejl 
at  the  Grange,  having  drunk  their  fill,  and  refreshed  themselves 
with  whatever  they  could  find  at  hand,  in  their  search  after  the  oíd 
steward,  (who  they  felt  persuaded  was  lurking  somewhere  in  the 
vaults  below,)  stumbled  upon  the  powder  which  had  been  secreted 
there  by  order  of  the  oíd  Cavalier  in  the  commencement  of  these 
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troublous  times.  They  returned  to  the  upper  part  of  the  building, 
and  the  sergeant,  callingoff  those  nien  who  were  engaged  in  destroy- 
ing  the  pictures,  and  hacking  to  pieces  whatever  else  they  could  find 
of  valué  in  the  different  apartments,  after  laying  a train  of  Com- 
munications which  heleft  a file  of  men  with  ordcrs  to  fire  as  soon  as 
he  had  gained  the  open  park  in  front,  marched  off  in  order  to  remount 
and  proceed  forwards  on  their  route.  Just  as  they  reaclied  the  belt 
of  woodland  we  have  mentioned,  and  were  about  to  enter,  the  files 
in  advance  fell  back  upon  them,  with  the  alarm  tliat  they  heard  the 
report  of  fire-arms,  and  the  rapid  approach  of  a body  of  horse,  and 
supposed  they  were  about  to  be  charged  by  an  ambuscade  of  cavalry. 
The  sergeant  wheeled  his  troopers  into  line  at  the  double ; he  heard 
the  crashing  sound  of  liorses  tearing  through  the  tliick  underwood, 
and  conceiving  a sudden  dash  of  Cavaliers  were  upon  his  dismounted 
forcé,  he  gave  the  word  to  his  people  to  handlc  their  matchlocks, 
and  be  ready.  The  next  moment  a dozen  steeds  dashing  into  the 
open  space  were  received  by  the  volcano  of  fíame  which,  the  instant 
tney  broke  cover,  and  he  had  thundered  out  the  word  to  fire,  was 
poured  npon  them  by  his  party.  When  the  tliin  blue  smoke  of  their 
discharge  had  dispersed  into  the  clcar  night  air,  those  worthy  sol- 
diers  discovered,  to  their  no  slight  wonder  and  dismay,  that  they  had 
fired  upon  their  own  chargers,  five  of  which  lay  dead  upon  the  grass 
bcfore  them.  This  was,  indeed,  rather  a disastrous  expedition  for 
the  round-headed  detachment,  as  it  turned  out,  and  the  oíd  crafty 
steward  proved  an  evil  genius  to  them  during  the  time  they  tlius 
honoured  his  neighbourhood  with  a visit. 

Whilst  this  mistake  was  occurring  to  the  Cromwellian  soldiery,  and 
they  were  being  by  degrees  initiated  into  the  mishaps  that  had  be- 
fallen  their  steeds  by  the  oíd  steward's  mischievous  interference 
with  them,  and  the  sergeant,  on  discovering  the  matter,  was  giving 
his  directions,  and  seeking  to  repair  the  mischief  by  despatching 
men  in  different  directions  to  catch  the  affrighted  steeds  now 
scouring  the  open  chase,  he  was  urging  the  troop  horse  he  bestrode 
with  might  and  main,  and  doubling  and  winding  his  way  back  to 
the  leafy  bed  in  the  aged  tree,  where  he  had  deposited  his  orphan 
charge.  Having  found  it  there  unmolested  and  in  safety,  he  hastily 
snatched  it  up,  and  placing  it,  wrapped  up  in  his  cloak,  before  him 
on  the  pommel  of  his  demipique  or  war-saddle,  he  once  more  set 
feathers  to  his  horse' s hecls,  and  almost  flcw  along  the  road  before 
him.  After  having  traversed  it  for  some  distance,  he  struck  into  a 
dark  and  overshadowed  by  way,  with  whose  windings  he  was  familiar, 
and  c.ontinued  his  journcy  down  it.  The  lañe  along  which  he  tlius 
picked  his  way  led  towards  the  town  of  Knaresborough,  near  which, 
in  a small  secluded  farm-house,  dwelt  a short  time  before  (in  safety 
and  happiness)  his  only  daughter  and  her  spouse.  Now,  however, 
both  were  dead,  and  the  cottage  was  untenanted ; the  liusband 
having  been  slain  in  the  field  of  Naseby,  and  his  wife,  whilst  her 
house  was  being  sacked  and  burned  over  her  head,  having  fallen  a 
victim  to  the  brutality  of  a body  of  the  saints  who  liad  happened  to 
discover  its  privacy.  It  was  here,  in  this  sequestered  spot,  the  wife 
of  Sir  Walter  Coleville  had  latterly  lain  concealed  with  this  infant, 
whilst  her  husband  and  family  were  engaged  in  the  bloody  game,  in 
playing  which  they  had  thus  lost  their  all. 

f€  As  the  oíd  steward  (blessing  his  stars  that  he  had  thus  far  out- 
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witted  his  enemies,  and  almost  reached  the  refuge  lie  soughl)  urged 
his  way  though  the  intricate  windings  of  the  deeply-rutted  and 
sandy  lañe,  and  was  getting  deeper  and  deeper  into  what  at  tliat 
period  was  the  cxtcnsive  and  thickly-wooded  forest  of  Knaresborough 
(the  poor  remains  of  which  may  yet  be  seen  to  this  day),  and  as 
he  wended  onwards  in  the  darksome  labyrinth,  where  at  times,  al- 
though  the  moon  shone  out  brightly,  he  eould  hardly  pick  his  road, 
he  suddenly,  upon  turning  where  the  lañe  led  into  a somewhat  wider 
part,  before  lie  was  aware,  carne  into  the  midst  of  a strong  body  of 
horsemen.  At  first  he  felt  the  blood  rusli  back  to  his  heart  with 
surprise  and  alarm  ; buta  glance  (as  the  moon  shone  full  upon  them 
in  this  upen  space)  discovered  to  him  by  the  silken  scarfs,  and  the 
once  gay  plumage  which  crested  their  headpieces,  tliat  he  liad  at 
lengtli  fallen  into  the  society  of  friends,  and  that  he  was  in  the  midst 
of  a troop  of  Cavaliers.  The  travel-stained  and  war-worn  coats  in 
which  they  thus  presented  themselves  to  the  gazing  steward,  toge- 
ther  with  their  livid  and  haggard  countenances,  showed  the  fatigues 
and  privations  they  liad  undergone  since  the  day  which  liad  mude 
them  thus  fugitives  in  their  native  land.  They  were  indeed  a party 
of  Charles's  gallant  followers,  who,  having  managed  to  get  so  far 
clear  of  the  hot  pursuit,  liad  banded  themselves  together,  and  were, 
by  skulking  in  woods  and  dens  during  day,  and  forced  marches  by 
night,  seeking  to  reacli  some  place  of  safety,  where  they  miglit  stand 
for  their  lives,  and  finally  escape  beyond  sea.  Many  partios  at  this 
time  thus  successfully  traversed  from  one  end  of  the  kingdom  to  the 
other,  frequently  passing  almost  through  the  hostile  troops  which 
every where  surrounded  them,  cutting  to  pieces  the  patroles  they 
occasionally  fell  in  with,  and  after  performing  prodigies  of  valour, 
and  enduring  inc  redi  ble  fatigue,  eventually  escaped  slaughter,  and 
got  in  safety  to  the  Continent.  Many  such  parties,  on  the  other  liand, 
were  killed  in  the  attempt,  or  taken  and  afterwards  executed. 

“Our  steward,  or  butler,  was  captured  before  he  eould  speak, 
for  they  had  heard  his  approach  in  the  windings  of  the  lañe,  and 
were  drawn  up  in  waiting.  He  was  taken  to  the  leader  of  this  little 
band,  and  desired  to  give  an  account  of  himself  on  the  instant. 
The  Cavalier  to  whom  he  related  the  events  which  had  just  trans- 
pired,  was  a gentleman  of  that  part  of  the  county  they  were  then 
in,  by  ñame  Sir  Tilomas  Thornliil.  His  estáte  being  near  the 
Grange,  he  ivas  well  acquainted  with  its  late  inmates,  and  the  two 
famihes  had  been  connected  in  former  days  by  marriage.  As  he  sat 
on  his  wearied  horse,  once  his  proud  war-steed,  but  now  with  head 
lobed  down,  * dropping  the  hide  and  hips/ 

And  in  his  palé  dull  moutli  the  gimmal  bit 
Lying  foul  with  grass, 

he  even  thus,  in  adversity,  looked  the  worthy  representative  of  that 
ancestor  who  in  the  field  of  Agincourt  had  won  the  notice  of  Harry 
the  Fifth.  Sir  Tilomas,  on  being  told  of  the  death  of  his  friend, 
and  of  the  murder  of  his  wife,  heard  the  story  at  first  with  grief, 
and  then  with  feelings  of  anger  and  disgust.  lie  hastily  askcd 
whereabuut  the  oíd  steward  tliough  t the  Cromwellian  party  might 
be  now  fallen  in  with.  It  was  in  the  very  route  they  were  intend- 
ing  to  take.  He  spoke  a few  words  to  those  around  him,  and  for- 
getting  their  own  ticklish  situation,  (obligcd  to  avoid  all  towns  and 
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villajes,  and  trust  to  chance  for  subsistence  as  they  tlius  pushed  on- 
ward,)  they  resolved  to  llave  a brush  with  their  oíd  foes,  tile  Round- 
heads,  once  more,  and  to  revengo  thc  dcuth  oí*  their  ally. 

“ Sir  Tilomas,  accorclingly,  commending  the  steward  to  liis  place 
of  refuge,  put  his  party  instantly  in  motion,  and  being  well  ac- 
quainted  with  every  turn  of  the  lañe,  led  them  onwards  by  the  way 
in  which  the  oíd  man  had  just  escaped.  Striking  then  into  the  main 
road,  they  made  for  the  scene  of  the  exploits  we  llave  just  narrated. 
Deep  did  they  drive  the  spur-rowel  into  the  panting  sides  of  the 
poor  jades  they  bestrode,  till  they  arrived  near  the  entrance  of  the 
díase  or  park  in  which  the  Grange  is  sitúate.  They  then  proceeded 
with  something  more  of  deliberaron  and  caution ; and,  having  en- 
tered  its  precincts,  they  drew  up  their  little  forcé,  and  sent  out  scouts 
to  ascertain  the  situation  of  their  foes. 

“ As  Sir  Tilomas  Thornhil’s  party  was  small,  and  the  Crom- 
wellians  wcre  never  to  be  despised  as  foes,  it  was  necessary  to  go 
warily  to  work  with  them,  even  although  they  were  at  the  present 
time  something  out  of  their  usual  State  of  eflective  order.  The  scouts 
íound  them  with  their  mishaps  in  some  measure  repaired ; as,  al- 
though it  had  taken  them  some  time  to  effect,  they  had  succeeded  in 
capturing  almost  all  their  stray  steeds.  Tliose  men  who  had  been 
dismounted  by  their  own  mistake,  in  consequence  of  the  firing  upon 
the  liorses  as  they  broke  cover,  they  intended  to  mount  behind  some 
of  their  comrades,  — a practico  much  used  in  the  wars  of  the  time, 
even  by  the  great  Gustavus  Adolphus  of  the  North. 

“ Sir  Tilomas  himself  reconnoitred  them  from  the  cover  at  the  cnd 
of  the  vista,  where  he  had  brought  his  party  up.  Rapidly,  and  with 
as  little  noise  as  possible,  he  drew  out  liis  troop  into  the  open 
glade  before  hiña.  They  were  shadowed  in  the  moonlit  space  by  the 
trees  under  which  they  formed.  Putting  himself  at  their  liead,  with 
one  wave  of  his  good  weapon  he  set  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  led  them 
upon  their  hated  foes. 

“ The  Cromwellian  sergeant  (who,  doubtless,  was  thinking  of  the 
promotion  he  conceived  awaited  him  in  the  regimcnt,  by  the  death- 
vacancy  which  had  that  night  been  made  at  the  Grange,  instead  of 
the  promotion  he  was  about  to  get,  and  which  was  most  likely  equal 
to  a brevet  of  immortality  in  the  infernal  regions,)  was  just  at  this 
moment  striding  down  the  frontrank  of  the  troop,  in  order  to  mount 
his  own  steed,  and  give  the  order  to  his  men.  As  he  reaclied  their 
right,  he  heard  a sudden  exclamation  of  alarm,  and  the  thundering 
sound  of  the  rapid  approach  of  a body  of  horse.  He  tnrned  round, 
and  beholding  his  party  charged  in  flank  by  a troop  of  cavalry, 
roared  to  his  men  to  mount,  and  flung  himself  upon  his  steed.  Defore 
his  followers  had  time  to  obey  the  order,  the  Cavaliers  were  upon 
them,  and  over  went  man  and  horse  with  the  impetuosity  of  thc 
shock.  Sir  Thomas  gave  them  small  time  to  repair  their  confusión, 
but  having  them  tlius  at  advantage,  his  party  cut  them  down  like 
cattle  in  the  sh ambles.  Scarcely  a trooper  of  Cromwell  escaped  to 
tell  the  tale  of  that  night-skirmish ; almost  to  a man  they  were  cut 
to  pieceswithin  a few  yards  of  the  place  in  which  they  had  tlius  un- 
expectedly  been  assailed. 

“ To  return  to  the  oíd  steward:  he  continued  his  truc  duty  and 
devoted  care  towards  the  child  of  his  niurdered  master  and  mistress, 
by  carefully  tending  it  whilst  in  this  place  of  refuge,  and  where  he 
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thought  it  safest  for  some  time  to  remaní ; performing  towards  it  the 
office  of  nurse,  and  bringing  it  up  by  hand  with  as  much  tenderness 
and  attention,  perhaps,  as  if  it  liad  been  tlius  reared  under  its  own 
parent’s  eye.  After  awliile  he  removed  himself  and  the  infant  to  his 
beloved  oíd  Grange,  and  there  remained  in  safety,  and  nnmolestedfor 
some  time.  Yet  so  fearful  was  the  oíd  man  of  being  discovered  and 
Ínter rupted  in  his  retreat,  that  he  seemed  to  dread  intercourse  with  all 
mankind ; and,  in  order  to  scare  the  curious  from  attempting  to  pry 
into  his  secret,  and  the  half  destroyed  mansión,  he  not  unfrequently 
equipped  himself  in  some  of  the  oíd  armour  he  found  in  the  apart- 
ments  of  the  Grange,  and  was  once  or  twice  seen  by  the  few  af- 
frighted  peasantry  who  happened  to  pass  that  way  at  niglit,  stealing 
about  the  grounds,  and  stalking  around  tlie  banks  of  the  moat,  as 
thongh  the  dead  corpse  of  his  murdered  master,  thus  cin  complete 
Steel,*  ( revisited  at  times  the  glimpses  of  the  moon/  and  loved  to 
contémplate  the  surface  of  those  waters,  beneath  whose  waves  his 
carcass  lay  rotting  amid  mud  and  weeds,  to  fatten  the  eels  and  lazy 
carp  with  wliich  its  depths  abounded. 

“ And  thus  did  the  place  obtain  so  dreadful  a reputation  that  at 
last  not  a peasant  would  consent  to  approach  it  alone  within  half  a 
mile,  either  by  night  or  day ; and  the  oíd  man  enjoyed,  togetlier  with 
its  rightful  heir,  solé  and  undisturbed  possession  of  the  buikling. 

“ Meantime  the  child  grew  apace  under  the  care  of  its  somewhat 
eccentric  oíd  nurse,  who  indecd  appcarcd  to  have  taken  a fresh  lease 
of  his  life,  for  the  solé  purpose  of  being  its  guardián  and  preserver. 

“ It  was  some  few  years,  tlien,  after  the  transactions  we  have  nar- 
rated,  and  during  the  JProtcctorate  of  Cromwell,  that  a wild  and 
haggard-looking  individual,  with  hair  and  beard  white  as  the  snow- 
flake,  and  descending  below  his  waist,  his  whole  appearance  more 
like  some  spotted  and  livid  corpse  just  disinterred  from  the  eartb, 
and  his  emaciated  limbs  only  half  covered  by  the  tattered  remains 
of  an  oíd  embroidered  suit,  which,  apparently,  from  its  remains  of 
rich  lacing,  liad  belonged  to  a person  of  condition,  appcarcd  one 
evening  at  the  portal  of  Falcon  Hall,  on  the  borders  of  Derbyshire. 
lie  demanded  to  be  admitted  on  important  matters  into  the  presence 
of  Sir  Tilomas  Thornhil,  the  proprietor  of  the  domain.  In  his  hand 
he  led  a well-grown  boy,  of  about  ten  years  of  age.  The  child,  like 
himself,  was  ill  ciad,  in  rude  and  uneouth-fashioned  elothes,  coarsely 
sewii  togetlier,  and  in  look  was  as  wild  as  his  companion,  staring 
with  surprise  at  all  around  him,  as  if  he  liad  been  but  newly  caught 
in  the  woods,  and  clinging  to  the  tattered  cloak  of  his  aged  protector 
as  though  lie  feared  to  find  an  enemy  in  every  face  he  looked  on. 

“ The  oíd  man  was  admitted  into  the  presence  of  Sir  Tilomas, 
who,  together  with  his  family,  were  seated  in  one  of  those  oak- 
panelled  apartments  we  now  very  rarely  meet  with  (unprofaned  by 
over-civilized  taste,  and  barbarían  hands,)  in  the  buildings  of  that 
period.  The  wildness  of  his  appearance  and  the  singularity  of  his 
address  somewhat  startled  and  surprised  the  inmates.  Almost  blind 
with  age,  he  walked  up  to  the  table  beside  which  the  baronet  was 
seated,  discussing  the  rperits  of  a flagon  of  Rhenish,  or  some  sucli 
liquor,  and  after  staring  him  liard  and  anxiously  in  the  face  for  some 
little  time,  thus  addressed  him, 

“ c Art  tliou  — tell  me  truly  — art  thou  Sir  Tilomas  Thornhil,  of 
Falcon  Iíall/ 
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4<  ‘ l have  reason  to  believe  myself  such  person,  oíd  man/  replied 
Sir  Thomas,  and  smiling  at  the  look  of  surprised  alarm  with  which 
the  children  who  had  collected  around  stared  upon  this  apparition. 
4 What  am  I to  consider  has  procured  me  a visit  from  so  peremp- 
tory  and  unceremonious  a querist?  ' 

“‘Alas!  then,  it  is  not  the  man  T sought/  muttered  the  insane 
looking  oíd  man,  falling  back,  and  clasping  the  little  boy  to  his  breast. 
‘ Woe  is  me  ! this  is  not  the  man  I hoped  to  find  here.  It  must  be 
his  son,  though/  he  exclaimed  aloud.  ‘ Sir  Thomas  Thornhil,  how 
long  ago  is  it  since  your  fatlier  died  ? * 

“ £ Seven  years  ago  he  died  in  the  fiekl  of , in  Flanders/  an- 

swered  Sir  Thomas,  willing  to  humour  the  eccentricity  of  the 
stranger,  whose  manner  interested  him. 

“ ‘ Did  you  ever  hear  him  speak  of  meeting  with  Stephen  Gurney, 
tlie  steward  of  the  Moated  Grange,  one  night  in  Knaresborough 
Forest,  as  he  was  escnping  from  Cromwell's  power  ; and  on  which 
night  he  and  his  party  encountered  and  cut  to  pieccs  a detaehraent 
of  the  Parliamentarian  horse  in  Berrywell  Chase?  ' 

“ ‘ Often  have  I heard  him  tell  of  that  meeting  and  skirmish,  oíd 
man  ; and  also  how  the  fuithful  Gurney  had  saved  the  only  cliild  of 
vSir  Walter  Coleville  on  that  night  of  horrors,  and  was  making  for 
Newbold  Cottage,  in  order  to  conceal  himself  and  cliarge.  Since  my 
return  to  this  part  of  the  world,  at  his  urgent  request,  many  times 
repeated  to  me,  that  if  ever  I reached  my  native  country  I woulcl 
seek  for  that  oíd  man  and  child,  I have  accordingly  visited  those 
parts  ; but  I found  the  cottage  in  ruins;  and,  after  spending  somc 
time  in  searching  the  neighbourhood  around,  I could  hear  no  tidings 
of  any  such  persons  ever  having  bcen  seen  there.  Indeed  I had  al- 
raost  forgotten  the  whole  matter  till  you  tlins  have  brought  it  again 
to  my  remembrance.* 

“ ‘ That  was  a fault/  said  the  oíd  man  abruptly  : ‘ you  should  have 
searched  far  and  near,  sea  and  laiul,  to  find  out  the  fate  of  one  so  leffc 
and  uncared  for  in  those  wild  times  ; and  whose  fatlier  had  fought 
side  by  side  with  your  own  sire  against  the  fiends  in  human  form 
who  desolated  their  motlier  country,  and  murdered  their  lawful 
King.’ 

“ < I tell  you,  oíd  man/  said  Sir  Thomas,  * that  I did  make  inquiry 
for  some  time.  I sought  the  child  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
Grange,  and  was  told  that  no  such  infant  had  ever  been  heard  of 
since  the  night  on  which  Sir  Walter  Coleville  was  murdered,  and 
that  the  oíd  butler  was  dead.  The  Grange  itself,  and  the  whole  do- 
main  around  was  then,  and  is  now,  in  the  hands  of  the  Lords  Com- 
missioners,  and  I thcrcfore  fclt  satisfied  no  such  infant  remained 
within  it.  I conclude  the  child  perished  on  that  night,  or  soon 
after wards,  for  it  was  unlikely,  although  I understood  the  steward 
had  been  seen  hovering  about,  that  an  infant  could  have  survived  in 
the  charge  of  so  unskilful  a nurse,  and  in  times  so  unsettled/ 

“ ‘ The  domain/  continued  the  steward,  f was,  and  is,  sure  enough, 
in  the  hands  of  those  miscreants,  whom  God  will  doubtless  at  his 
own  season  utterly  confound  and  destroy  ; but  the  ruinous  Grange/ 
and  the  throat  of  the  oíd  man  rattled  with  a kind  of  ehuckle  as  he 
said  it,  1 1 held  for  its  rightful  lord  and  owner,  as  it  was  eonsidered 
by  the  conscionce-stricken  cowards  into  whose  hands  the  lands  have 
fallen  not  safe  to  risk  their  precious  carcasscs  in  u residence  which 
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was  wont  cver  and  anón  to  fly  piecemcal  into  tlie  air,  and  was  also 
assuredly,  they  hesitated  not  to  affirm,  tenanted  by  a legión  of  devils. 
The  only  time  tliey  evcr  attempted  to  take  possession,  I fired  a bar- 
rel  of  gunpowder  in  the  apartment  beneath  the  one  in  which  the  raen 
they  sent  had  appropriated  as  their  sleeping-room,  and,  much  as  I 
respect  every  stone  in  tile  walls  of  the  Grange,  I tliat  night  spoiled 
the  wrought  ceilings,  and  brought  down  more  than  one  stack  of 
chimneys  in  the  wing  of  the  building,  which  had  been  till  tlien  unde- 
molished,  about  their  aceurscd  ears.  Those  wlio  escaped  this  recep- 
tion  so  intimidated  their  employers  with  the  horrors  they  pretended 
to  have  seen,  that  they  have  not  since  found  others  willing  to  un- 
dergo  a second  night’s  occupation.  My  stewardship  is  now  over/ 
lie  continued,  looking  upward ; * laúd  be  to  Gocl  that  he  hath 
allowed  me  to  retain  my  office  tlius  long  ! Here,  Sir  Thomas  Thorn- 
hil, is  the  rightful  heir  of  the  Moated  Grange  * I consignhim  to  your 
charge.  I thought,  in  bringing  my  aged  limbs  thus  far  to  your  gates, 
to  have  delivered  liim  into  the  liands  of  your  fatlicr ; but  I am  con- 
tení as  it  is.  For  many  years  beyond  my  date  of  life  I have  held 
death  resolutely  at  bay  for  this  child’s  sake,  but  I find  him  near  me 
at  last,  and  for  sorne  days  I have  turned  over  in  my  mind  where 
safely  to  bestow  him.  Putting  resolution  into  my  limbs,  I have  suc- 
ceeded  in  bringing  him  here.  Sir  Thomas  Thornhil,  I am  about  to 
die.  Plcdge  me  your  word  that  you  will  receive  him  and  protect 
him  till  the  time  comes  (and  it  will  be  here  now  soon,)  when  God 
shall  restore  this  land  to  happiness,  and  this  boy  to  bis  own/ 

“ The  aged  man  was  correct  in  his  prognosis ; the  spirit  that  had 
possessed  him  (now  he  saw  his  darling  charge  received  by  the  family 
to  whom  he  thus  intrusted  him,)  rapidly  failed,  and  his  life  seemed  in  a 
ílickering  State,  like  a burnt-out  candle.  He  placed  in  the  hands  of 
Sir  Thomas  a parchment,  on  which  he  had  written  the  account  of 
the  transactions  from  whicli  this  story  has  been  taken ; and  he  then 
asked  to  be  conveyed  to  bed.  The  child,  wlio  could  not  understand 
half  of  what  had  taken  place,  would  not  be  persuaded  that  he  was 
about  to  change  his  dearly-beloved  oíd  attendant  for  the  uncertain 
kindness  of  strangers,  and  refused  to  be  removed.  Sir  Thomas  him- 
self  never  left  them  during  that  night ; and  before  day  broke,  with  the 
child  clasped  to  his  skeleton  breast,  the  faithful  steward  had  breath- 
ed  his  last. 

O good  oíd  man  ! how  well  in  thee  appears 

The  constant  Service  of  the  antique  world  ! 

“ It  was  long  before  they  could  persuade  the  poor  child  to  leave 
the  body  of  the  only  companion  almosthe  ever  remembered,  and  who 
he  refused  to  believe  would  never  awake  again.  When  at  length 
(during  an  interval  of  his  violence  and  grief,)  the  child  slept  by  the 
skeleton  corpse,  and  they  carefully  removed  him,  and  buried  it, 
his  distraction  was  so  great  at  being  unable  to  discover  whither  it 
had  been  conveyed,  as  to  endanger  his  life  for  some  weeks.  Ulti- 
mately  lie  consented  to  associate  with  the  daughter  of  his  new  pro- 
tector, Sir  Thomas  Thornhil,  (a  beautiful  little  girl,  about  his  own 
age,)  and  transferred  his  regards  to  her.  We  find  him  aftcrwurds 
a great  favourite,  and  fighting  bravely  with  Montrose  during  his 
splendid  campaigns  in  the  North.  He  afterwards  married  Miss 
Thornhil,  and  recovering  his  property,  lived  to  a good  oíd  age,  and 
died  at  the  Grange,  lcaving  se v eral  children  behind  him. 
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A LEGEND  OF  SFAIN. 

EY  TIIOMAS  INGOLDSEY,  ESQ. 

CANTO  II. 

Tu  ere  is  not  a nation  in  Europe  but  labours 
To  toady  itself’,  and  to  humbug  its  neighbours — 
iC  Earth  has  no  snch  folks — no  folks  such  a city, 

So  great,  or  so  grand,  or  so  fine,  or  so  pretty,” 

Said  Louis  Quatorze, 

“ As  this  París  of  ours  ! ” — 

Mr.  Daniel  O’Connell  exclaims,  “ By  the  Pow’rs, 

OuUl  Ireland  *s  on  all  liands  admitted  to  be 

The  first  flow’r  of  the  earth,  and  íirst  Gim  of  the  sea  ! ” — 

Mr.  Bull  will  inform  you  tliat  Neptune, — a lad  he, 

With  more  of  affection  than  revVence,  styles  “ Daddy,” — 

Did  not  scruple  to  “ say 
To  Freedom,  one  day,” 

That  if  ever  he  changed  h¡s  aquatics  for  dry  land, 

His  lióme  should  be  Mr.  B’s  “Tight  little  Island.” — 

He  adds,  too,  that  he, 

The  said  Mr.  B., 

Of  all  possible  Frenchmen  can  fíght  any  tliree  ; 

That  witli  no  greatcr  odds,  he  knows  well  how  to  treat  them, 

To  meet  them,  defeat  them,  and  beat  them,  and  eat  them. — 

In  Italy,  too,  ’tis  the  same  to  the  letter, 

There  each  Lazzarone 
Will  cry  to  his  crony, 

“ Sce  Naples,  then  die  ! * and  the  sooner  the  better  I ” — 

The  Portuguese  say,  as  a well  understood  thing, 

i€  Who  has  not  seen  Lisbon  + has  not  seen  a good  thing  I *' — 

While  an  oíd  Spanish  provcrb  runs  glibly  as  under, 

“ Quien  no  iia  visto  Sevilla 
No  iia  visto  maravilla  I ” 

u lie  who  ne’er  has  view’d  Seville  has  ne’er  view’d  a Wonder  ! 99 
And  from  all  I can  learn  this  is  no  sucli  great  bl under. 

In  fact,  from  the  rivcr, 

The  fam’d  Guadalquivcr, 

Where  many  a knight  ’s  had  coid  Steel  through  his  liver,^: 

* w Vedi  Napoli  e poi  morí  ! ” 

*|-  a Quem  naíí  tem  visto  Lisboa 
Nao  tem  visto  cousa  boa.” 

44  Kio  verde.  Rio  verde,  &c.” 
w Glassy  water,  glassy  water, 

Down  whose  current  clear  and  strong, 

Chiefs,  con fu sed  in  mutual  slaugliter, 

JMoor  and  Cliristian,  roll  aloug.” — Oíd  Spanish  Romance. 
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The  prospect  is  granel.  The  Iglesia  Mayar 
Has  a splendid  eíFect  ou  the  opposite  shore, 

With  its  lofty  Giralda , while  tvvo  or  til  roe  score 
Magnificent  structures  around,  perhaps  more, 

As  our  lrish  friends  have  it,  are  there  “ to  the  fore  ;* 

Then  the  oíd  Alcázar, 

More  ancient  by  far, 

As  sotne  say,  while  some  cali  it  one  of  the  palaces 
Built  in  twclve  hundred  and  odd  by  Abdalasis, 

With  its  horse-shoe  shaped  arches  of  Arabesquc  traccry, 
Which  the  architect  seems  to  have  studied  to  place  awry, 
Saracenic  and  rich  ; 

And  more  buildings,  “ the  which,” 

As  oíd  Lilly,  in  whoni  I 've  been  looking  a bit  o*  late, 

Says,  “ You'd  be  bored  should  I now  recapitúlate;’'  ♦ 

In  brief,  then,  the  view 
Is  so  fine  and  so  new, 

It  would  make  you  exclaim,  ’t  would  so  forcibly  strike  ye, 

If  a Frenchman,  “ Superbe  ! ” — if  an  Englishinan,  “ Crikey  ! ! ” 


Yes  ! thou  art  “ Wonderi^ul  ! ” — but  oh, 

’Tis  sad  to  think,  in  scenes  so  bright 
As  thine,  fair  Seville,  sounds  of  woe, 

And  shrieks  of  pain  and  wild  affright, 

And  soul-wrung  groan s of  deep  despair. 

And  blood  and  death  should  minglc  there ! 

Yes  ! thou  art ff  Wonderful  !” — the  llames 
That  on  thy  towers  reflected  shine, 

While  earth’s  proud  Lords  and  high-born  Dames, 
Descendants  of  a mighty  line, 

WTith  coid  unalter’d  looks  are  by 
To  gaze  with  an  unpitying  eye 
On  wrctchcs  in  their  agony. 


All  speak  thee  “Wonderful  ” — the  plirase 
Bcíits  thee  well — the  fearful  blazc 
Of  yon  piled  faggots’  lurid  Jight, 

Where  writhing  victims  mock  the  sight, — 

The  scorch’d  limb  shrivelling  in  its  chains, — 

The  hot  blood  parclfd  in  living  veins, — 

The  crackling  nerve — the  fearful  knell 
Rung  out  by  that  remorseless  bell, — 

Those  shouts  from  human  fiends  that  swell, — 
That  withering  scream, — that  frantic  yell, — 

All,  Seville, — all  too  truly  tell 
Thou  art  a “ Marvel  ” — and  a Hell ! 

* Cum  multis  aliis  quas  nunc  perscribcre  longum  est. 

Propria  qua¡  marihua. 
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God ! that  the  worm  wliom  tliou  liast  mude 
Should  thus  his  brotlier  worm  invade  í 
Count  deeds  like  ihese  good  Service  done, 

And  deem  thine  eye  looks  smiling  on  ! ! 

Yet  there,  at  bis  case,  with  his  whole  Court  around  him, 

King  Ferdinand  sits  “ in  his  Glory  ” — confound  him  I — 
Leaning  back  in  his  cha  ir, 

With  a satisfied  air, 

And  enjoying  the  bother,  the  smokc,  and  the  smother, 

With  one  knee  cocked  carelessly  over  the  other; 

His  pouncet-box  goes 
To  and  fro  at  his  nose, 

As  somewhat  misliking  the  smell  of  oíd  elothes. 

And  seeming  to  hint,  by  this  action  emphatic, 

That  Jews,  e’en  when  roasted,  are  not  aromatic ; 

There,  too,  fair  Ladies 
From  Xeres  and  Cádiz, 

Catalinas,  and  Julias,  and  fair  Iíiesillas, 

In  splendid  lace-veils  and  becoming  mantillas ; 

Elviras,  Antonias,  and  Claras,  and  Floras, 

And  dark-eyed  Jacinthas,  and  soft  Isidoras, 

Are  crowding  the  “ boxes,”  and  looking  on  coolly  as 
Though  ’twas  but  one  of  their  common  tertulias , 

Partuking,  as  usual,  of  wafers  and  ices, 

Snow-water,  and  melons  cut  out  into  slices, 

And  chocolate, — furnished  at  coftee-house  prices  ; 

While  many  a suitor, 

And  gay  coadjutor 

In  the  eating-and-drinking  line,  scorns  to  be  neuter ; 

One,  being  perhaps  just  return'd  with  his  tutor 
From  travel  in  England,  is  tempting  his  “ future  ” 

With  a luxury  neat  as  ¡mported,  “ The  Pewter,” 

And  charming  the  dcar  Violantes  and  Ineses 

With  a three-corner’d  Sandwich,  and  souppon  of  “ Guinness’s;” 

While  another,  from  París  but  newly  come  back, 

Ilints  “ the  least  taste  in  life”  of  the  best  cogniac. 

Such  ogling  and  eyeing, 

In  short,  and  such  sighing, 

And  such  complimenting,  (one  must  not  say  1 — g,) 

Of  smart  Cavaliers  with  each  other  still  vying, 

Mix’d  up  with  the  crying, 

And  groans,  of  the  dying 
All  hissing,  and  spitting,  and  broiling  and  frying, 

Form  a scene,  which,  although  there  can  be  no  denying 
To  a him  Catholique  it  may  prove  edifying, 

I doubt  if  a Protestant  smart  Beau,  or  merry  Bolle, 

Might  not  shrink  from  it  as  somewhat  too  terrible. 

It  *s  a question  with  me  if  you  ever  survey’d  a 
More  stern-looking  mortal  than  oíd  Torquemada, 

Renown’d  Father  Dominic,  famous  for  twisting  dom- 
-estic  and  foreign  necks  all  over  Christendom  ; 
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Morescoes  or  Jews, 

Not  a penny  to  ehoose, 

If  a dog  of  a herctic  darcd  to  refuse 
A glass  of  oíd  port,  or  a siice  from  a griskin, 

The  good  Padre  soon  would  so  set  him  a frisking, 

That  I would  not,  for — more  than  I *11  say — be  in  bis  skin. 

'Twas  just  the  same  thing  with  his  own  race  and  nation. 

And  Christian  Dissenters  of  every  persuasión, 

Muggletonian,  or  Quaker, 

Or  Jumper,  or  Shaker, 

No  matter  with  whom  in  opinión  partakcr 

Gcorgc  Whitfield,  John  Bunyan,  or  Thomas  Gat-acre, 

They  ’d  no  better  chance  than  a Bonze  or  a Fakir ; 

If  a woman  it  skill’d  not — if  she  did  not  deem  as  he 
Bade  her  to  deem  touching  Papal  supremacy, 

By  the  Pope,  but  lie  ’d  make  her  I 
From  error  awake  her, 

Or  else — pop  her  into  an  oven  and  bake  her  I 
No  one,  in  short,  ever  carne  half  so  near  as  he 
Did  to  the  full  extirpation  of  heresy ; 

And,  if  in  the  times  of  vvhich  now  I am  treating, 

There  liad  bcen  such  a thing  as  a “ Manchester  Meeting,” 
“Pretty  pork”  he  ’d  have  made  “ Moderator”  and  “Minister, 
Had  he  but  cauglit  them  on  his  side  Cape  Finisterre ; — 

Pj^e  Smith,  and  the  rest  of  them,  once  in  his  bonfire,  licnce- 
-fortli  you  ’d  have  heard  little  more  of  the  “ Confeiience.” 

And — there  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  ring, 

He,  too,  sits  “in  his  Glory;”  confronting  the  King, 

With  his  cast-iron  countenance  frowning  austerely, 

That  matched  with  his  en  bonpoint  body  but  queerly, 

For,  though  grim  his  visage,  his  person  was  pursy, 

Belying  the  rumour 
Of  fat  folks*  good-humour  ; 

Above  waves  his  banner  of  “ Justicc  and  Mercy,” 

Below  and  around  stand  a terrible  band  ad- 

-diug  much  to  the  scene, — viz . The  " Holy  Hermandad  ,” 

Or  “ Brotherhood,”  each  looking  grave  as  a Grand-dad. 
Within  the  arena 
Before  them  is  seen  a 

Strange,  odd-looking  group,  each  one  dress’d  in  a garment 
Not  “ dandified  99  clcarly,  as  certainly  « varment," 

Being  all  over  vipers  and  snakes,  and  stuck  thick 
With  multiplied  silhouette  profiles  of  Nick  ; 

And  a cap  of  the  same, 

All  devils  and  fíame, 

Extinguislier  shaped,  much  like  Salisbury  Spire, 

Except  that  the  latter  ’s  of  course  somewhat  liigher  ; 

A long  yellow  pin-a-fore 
Hangs  down,  each  chin  afore, 

On  whicli,  ere  the  wearer  had  donn’d  it,  a man  drew 
The  Scotch  badge,  a saldré,  or  Cross  of  St.  Andrew  ; 
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Tliough  I fairly  confess  I am  quite  at  a loss 

To  guess  why  they  should  choose  tbat  particular  cross, 

Or  to  make  clear  to  you 
What  the  Scotcli  liad  to  do 
At  all  witli  tbc  business  in  hand, — tliough  it  ’s  truc 
Tbat  tbc  vestment  aforesaid,  perhaps,  frora  its  hue, 

Viz.  yelloto , in  juxta-position  with  bine , 

(A  tinge  of  wbicb  latter  tint  could  but  accruc 
Ün  tbe  faces  of  wretchcs,  of  course,  in  a stew 
As  to  wliat  tlicir  tormentors  wcre  goiug  to  do,) 

Might  make  people  fancy  wlio  no  bettcr  knew 
They  were  somehow  connected  witb  Jettrey’s  Review  ; 
Especially  too 
As  it  ’s  certain  tbat  few 

Tliings  would  make  Father  Dominic  blither  or  happier 
Tlian  to  catcb  hold  of  it,  and  its  ChrfMacvey  Napier. 

No  matter  for  tbat — my  description  to  crown, 

All  tbe  ñames  and  the  devils  were  turn’d  upside  down 
On  tbis  babit,  facctiously  term’d  San  Benito , 

Much  like  tbe  dress  suit 
Of  some  nondescript  brute 

From  tbe  show-van  of  Wombwell,  (not  George,)  or  Polito. 

And  tbrice  bappy  they,* 

Dress’d  out  in  tbis  way 
To  appcar  witb  eclat  at  tbe  Auto-da-Fc, 

Tbrice  bappy  indeed  whom  tbe  good  luck  migbt  fall  to 
Of  devils  tail  upward,  and  “ Fuego  revolto 9” 

For,  only  see  tbere, 

In  tbe  midst  of  tbe  Square, 

Wbere,  percli’d  up  on  poles  six  feet  higli  in  tbe  air, 

Sit,  clmined  to  tbe  stake,  some  two,  tlirce,  or  four  pair 
Of  wretchcs,  wliose  eyes,  nose,  complexión,  and  hair, 

Tbeir  Jewisb  descent  but  too  plainly  declare, 

Each  clothed  in  a garment  more  frightful  by  far,  a 
Smock-frock  sort  of  gaberdine,  caifa  a Somarra , 

Witb  tbrec  times  tbc  number  of  devils  upon  it, — 

A proportion  observed  on  tbe  sugar-loaPd  bonnet, 

Witb  tbis  farther  distinction — of  mischief  a proof — 

Tbat  every  fiend  Jack  stands  upright  on  bis  lioof ! 

Wliile  tbe  pictured  ñames,  spread 
Over  body  and  hcad, 

Are  tbree  times  as  crooked,  and  tbree  times  as  red ! 

All  too  pointing  upwards,  as  mucli  as  to  say, 

“ Here  *s  tbe  real  bonne  houche  of  tbe  Auto-da-Fé  ! " 

Torquemada,  meanwhile, 

Witb  bis  coid,  cruel  smile, 

Sits  looking  on  calmly,  and  watching  tbe  pile, 

As  bis  hooded  “ Familiars  (tbeir  ñames,  as  some  tell,  come 
From  tbeir  being  so  much  more  <<familiar,,  tban  “ welcome,”) 

* O fortunati  nimium  su  a si  bona  nórint  ! 
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llave,  b y this  time,  begun 
To  be  “ poking  their  fun/’ 

And  their  firebrands,  as  if  they  were  so  many  posies 
Of  I i lies  and  roses, 

Up  to  the  noses 

Of  Lazarus  Levi,  and  Money  Ben  Moscs  ; 

While  similar  treatrnent  is  forcing  out  hollow  moans 
From  Aby  Ben  Lasco,  and  Ikey  Ben  Solomons, 

Whose  beards — this  a black,  that  inclining  to  grizzle — 

Are  smoking,  and  curling,  and  all  in  a fizzle ; 

The  King,  at  the  same  time,  his  Dons,  and  his  vísiters, 

All  sporting  smiles,  like  the  Holy  Inquisitors, 

Enough  ! — no  more  ! — 

Thank  Heaven,  'tis  o’cr ! 

The  tragedy  ’s  done  ! and  we  now  draw  a veil 
O’er  a scene  which  makes  outraged  humanity  quail ; 

The  last  fire’s  exhausted,  and  spent  like  a rocket, 

The  last  wretched  Hebrew  burnt  down  in  his  socket ! 

The  Barriera  are  open,  and  all,  saints  and  sinners, 

King,  Court,  Lords,  and  Commons,  gone  lióme  to  their  dinners, 
With  a pleasing  emotion 
Prodnced  by  the  notion 
Of  having  exhibited  so  mucli  devotion, 

All  chuckling  to  think  liow  the  Saints  are  delighted 
At  having  secn  so  many  “ Smouchcs"  ignited  : — 

All  save  Privy-purse  Ilumez, 

Who  sconced  in  his  room  is, 

And,  Cocker  in  hand,  in  his  leather-backed  chair, 

Is  puzzling  to  find  out  how  much  the  “ aífair  ” 

(By  deep  calculations,  the  which  I can't  follow,)  cost, — 

The  tottle , in  short,  of  the  whole  of  tl;c  Holocaust. 


Perhaps  you  may  think  it  a rather  odd  thing, 

That,  while  talking  so  much  of  the  Court  and  the  King, 

In  describing  the  scene 
Through  which  we  ’ve  just  been 
JL’ve  not  said  one  syllable  as  to  the  Qüeen ; 

Especially,  too,  as  her  Majesty’s  “ Whereabouts,” 

All  things  considered,  might  vvell  be  thought  thereabouts  ; 
The  fact  was,  however,  although  little  known, 

Sa  Magestad  liad  hit  on  a plan  of  her  own, 

And  suspecting,  perhaps,  that  an  Auto  alone 
Might  fail  in  securing  this  “ Ileir  to  the  throne,” 

Had  made  up  her  mind, 

Although  well  inclined 

Towards  galas  and  shows  of  no  matter  wlmt  kind, 

For  once  to  retire, 

And  bribe  the  Saints  higher 
Than  merely  by  sitting  and  seeing  a íire, — 

A sight,  after  all,  she  did  not  much  admire ; 
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So  she  locked  herself  up, 

Without  platter  or  cup, 

Ir»  hcr  Oriel,  resolved  not  to  take  hite  or  sup, 

Not  so  mucli  as  her  matin-draught  (our  “ early  purl  ”), 

Ñor  put  on  her  jewcls,  ñor  e'cn  let  the  girl, 

Who  help’d  her  to  dress,  take  her  hair  out  oF  curl, 

13ut  to  ptfss  the  whole  morning  in  telling  her  beads, 

And  in  reading  the  lives  of  the  Saints,  and  their  deeds, 

And  in  vowing  to  vísit,  without  slioes  or  sandals, 

Their  shrines,  with  unlimited  ordcrs  For  candles, 

Holy  water,  and  Masses  oF  Mozart’s,  and  HandeFs.* 

And  many  a peder,  and  ave,  and  credo 

Did  She,  and  her  Father  Confessor,  Quevedo, 

(The  clever  Archbishop,  you  know,  of  Toledo,) 

Who  carne,  as  beFore,  at  a very  short  warniug, 

Get  through,  without  doubt,  in  the  course  oF  that  morning ; 

Shut  up  as  they  were 
With  nobody  there 

To  at  all  interfere  with  so  pious  a pair  ; 

And  the  Saints  inust  llave  been  stony-hearted  iiuleed, 

If  they  liad  not  allow'd  all  thcse  pains  to  succecd. 

Nay,  it  's  not  clear  to  me  but  their  very  ability 
Might,  Spain  throughout, 

Have  been  brought  into  doubt, 

Had  the  Royal  bed  still  remain’d  curs'd  with  sterility; 

St.  Jago,  howcver,  who  always  is  jealous 
In  Spanish  aflairs,  as  their  best  authors  tell  us, 

And  who,  if  he  saw 
Anything  like  a flaw 

In  SpaiiFs  welfare,  would  soon  sing  u Oíd  Rose,  buril  the  bel- 
lows ! ” 

Set  matters  to  rights  like  a King  of  good  fellows ; 

By  bis  interference, 

Three-lourths  of  a year  henee, 

There  was  nothing  but  capering,  dancing,  and  singing, 

Cachucas,  Boleros,  and  bells  set  a ringing, 

In  both  the  Castillos, 

Triple-bob-major  peáis, 

Rope-dancing,  and  tumbling,  and  somerset-ílinging, 

Seguidillas,  Fandangos, 

While  ev’ry  gun  bang  goes  ; 

And  all  the  way  through,  From  Gibraltar  to  Biscay, 

Figueras  and  Sherry  make  all  tíie  Dons  frisky, 

(Save  Moore's  “ Blakcs  and  O’Donnells,”  who  stick  to  the  whisky  ;) 

All  the  day  long 
The  dance  and  the  song 
Continué  the  general  joy  to  prolong ; 

* u That  is,  She  would  have  order’d  them — but  none  are  known,  I fear,  as  his, 
For  Ilandcl  iicvcr  wrote  a IMass — and  so  She  ’d  David  Perez's — 

15ow  ! wow  ! wow  ! 

Fol,  lol,  &c.  &c.*’ 

( Posthumous  Note  by  the  Ghost  of  James  Smxth , Esq.) 
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And  even  long  after  the  cióse  of  thc  day 

You  can  liear  lit tic  else  but  “ Hip  I hip  ! hip  ! liurray  ! ” 

The  Escurial,  however,  is  not  quite  so  gay, 

Eor,  whether  the  Saint  had  not  perfectly  heard 
The  petition  the  Queen  and  Archbishop  preferí*’  d, — 

Or  whether  his  head,  from  his  not  being  used 
To  an  Auto-du-f¿>  was  a little  confuscd, — 

Or  whether  thc  King,  in  the  smoke  and  the  smother, 

Got  bother'd,  and  so  macle  some  blunder  or  other, 

I am  sure  I can’t  say ; 

All  I know  is,  that  day 

There  must  have  been  some  mistake ! — that,  I ’m  afraid,  is 
Only  too  olear, 

Inasmuch  as  the  dear 

Royal  Twins, — though  fine  babies, — proved  both  little  L adíes  ! 1 

MORAL. 

Reader  ! — Not  knowing  what  your  “ persuasión  ” may  be, 
Mahometan,  Jewish,  or  even  Parsee, 

Take  a little  advice,  which  may  serve  for  all  tliree  I 

First — “When  you’re  at  Home,  do  as  Rome  does I”  and  note  all  her 
Ways — drink  what  She  drinks  ! and  don't  turn  Tea-totaler  ! 

In  Spain,  raison  de  plus , 

You  must  do  as  they  do, 

Inasmuch  as  they  're  all  there  “ at  sixes  and  sevens,” 

Just  as,  you  know, 

They  were,  some  years  ago, 

In  the  days  of  Don  Carlos  and  Brigadier  Evans  ; 

Don’t  be  nice  then — but  take  what  they  Ve  got  in  their  shops, 
Whether  griskins,  or  sausages,  ham,  or  pork-chops  I 

Next — Avoid  Fancy-trousers  ! — their  colours  and  shapes 
Sometimes,  as  you  see,  may  lead  folks  into  scrapes  I 
For  myself,  I confess 
I ’ve  but  small  taste  in  dress, 

My  opinión  is,  therefore,  wortli  nothing — or  less — 

But  some  friends  I ’ve  consulted, — much  given  to  watch  one  's 
Apparel — do  say 
It  ’s  by  far  the  best  way. 

And  the  safest,  to  do  as  Lord  Brougham  does — buy  Scotch  ones ! 

I might  now  volunteer  some  advice  to  a King, — 

Let  Whigs  say  what  they  will,  I shall  do  no  such  thing, 

But  copy  my  betters,  and  never  begin 

Until,  like  Sir  Robert,  “ I ’m  duly  called  in  ! ’* 


Tappington  Everard, 
Oct.  1841. 
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¿&triTic  fóitglanü  tu  tt)c  olürit  Milite; 

OR,  PEREGRINATIONS  TVITH  UNCLE  TIM  AND  MR.  BOSKY,  OF 
LITTLiE  BRITAIN,  JJKYSALTEK. 

RY  C.EORGE  DANIEL. 

c<  I)ost  thou  think  because  tliou  art  virtuous  tliere  sliall  be  no  more  eakes  and 
ale  ? ” — Siiaksi‘Eahe  . 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

Look  at  the  gay  caps  and  bonnets  in  yonder  balcony ; and  hark  to 
the  fifes  and  fidclles,  accelerating  the  sharp  trot  to  a full  gallop  ! 
And  now  the  volunteer  vocalista  having  frowned  into  nothingness  a 
St.  Cecilian  on  the  salt-box,  demanda  silence  for  tliis  seasonable 
chant. 

Don’t  vou  remember  the  third  üf  September  ? 

Fuirs  Saturnalia,  Bartlemy  fair  ! 

Punch ’s  holiday,  O what  a jolly  day  ! 

When  we  ñddled  and  dancea  at  the  Bear. 

Romping,  reelin^  it,  toe  and  heeliug  it, 

Ilam  and  veahng  it,  toddy  and  purl — 
llave  you  forgot  tbat  I paid  the  shot  ? 
i have  not ! my  adorable  girl. 

YY:ith  ranters  and  roysters  we  push’d  thro’  the  cloisters, 
liad  plenty  of  oysters,  of  porter  a pot; 
i treated  my  Ilebe  with  brandy,  not  (B.  B !) 

And  sausages  smoking,  and  gingerbread  hot. 

She  wh isper’d,  u Iiow  nice  is  fried  bacon  in  slices, 

Aud  eggs  yf — Wbat  a crisis! — Love  egg’d  me  on — 
u My  dearest,”  said  I,  c<  I wish  I may  die 

I f we  don't  have  a fry  to-night  at  the  Swan.” 

Iiow  we  giggled  when  Panlaloon  wrigglcd, 

And  led  a jig  with  Columbine  down ; 

Iiow  we  roar’d  when  Flarlequiu’s  sword 
Conjur’d  Mother  Goose  into  the  Clown  I 

To  Saunders’s  booth  I toddled  my  Ruth, 

Saw  Master  and  Miss  romp  and  reel  on  the  rope — 

And  it  was  our  faults  if  we  didn’t  both  waltz, 

My  eye  ! with  Oíd  Guy,  Oíd  Nick,  and  the  Pope. 

Rigging's  rife  ugain,  fun  's  come  to  life  again. 

Punch  aud  bis  wife  again,  frolicksome  pair, 

Fooling  it,  crikey  ! like  Cupid  and  Psyclie, 

Suramon  each  ruin  \m  to  Bartleiny  fair. 

Trmupcts  blowing,  rouurlabouts  going, 

Toby  the  Theban,  intelligent  Pig ! 

His  compliments  sends,  inviting  his  friends 
To  meet  the  Bonassus  to-night  at  a jig. 

“ Now  my  little  lads  and  lasses  ! Shut  one  eye,  and  don't  brcatlie 
on  the  glasses ! Ilere  '8  Ñero  a-fiddling  while  Home  was  a-burning 
— and  Cincinnatus  a-digging  potatoes.  Here  's  Sampson  and  the 
PhiUÍ8-tiw<?¿ — Cain  and  Abel,  and  the  Tower  oí*  Babel."  This  was 
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sounded  bv  a gaunt  fcllow  (a  strongcr  man  than  Sítmpson,  f< 
lugged  him  in  by  the  head  and  shoulders  !)  with  a gm-and-fog 


for  lie 

lugged  him  in  by  the  head  and  snoumers  '.)  wun  a gm-a..«:*og  volee 
anda  bristly  beard.  H¡s  neighbour,  a portly  ogress  w.th  a Cy- 
clonical  physiognomy  (her  drum  « most  tragicaUy  run  through  . ), 
advertí  sed  a grunting  giant,  (a  Pygmalion  to  lns  relations  .)  and 
baeked  bis  stupendous  flitclies  against  Smithfiekl  and  the  worid. 

«Ladies  and  gentlemen,”  squeaked  a little  mountebank  through 
an  asthmatic  trumpet,  “ walk  in,  and  see  a tragical,  cómica!,  «pera- 
tica!,  pantomimical  Olla  Podrida  of  Smiles Tears,  Broad  Gruís,  and 
Horselaughs,  called  The  Hobgoblin,  or  My  Lady  go-I^mble  s Ghost 
the  Humours  of  Becky  Burton  and  Doctor  Diddleum,  a Prolog 

**  - » «g 

mouth  like  a red-hot  brickbat,  and  rumble  m your  inside  hhe 
Punch  and  his  wheelbarrow  ! ” — “ And  here  s your  Gonjurat  on 
Compound,  that  if  you  bathe  a beefsteak  in  it  the  over  night,  ít  mil 
come  out  a veal  cutlet  in  the  morniDg ! •.«.  »» 

The  fair  was  lighted  up,  and  the  fun  grew  « fast  and  funous  , 
beginning  with  a loud  choras  of  acchnnation  and  so  , runmng  on 
through  the  whole  Solfa  of  St.  Bartlemy  dclight.  There  was  a 
blended  incarnation  of  kettle-drums,  fifes,  fiddlcs,  French  horns, 
rattlcs,  trumpets,  and  gongs!  A giantess  oí  alarming  dimensions 
beamin"  with  maternal  ecstasy  ! rcddened  with  deeper  mtensity 
from  her  painted  show-cloth ; and  a mimature  Lady-monster,  a 
codicil  to  the  giantess ! peeped  out  implonnely  from  a wine-cooler 
in  which  some  facetious  crowncd  sconce  liad  ensconcecl  her  at  . 
after-diimer  merriment  to  his  Queen  and  Courtiers  The  Merma.d 
had  a long  tail  to  exhibit  and  tcll.  Messrs.  Rumfiz  and  Glumfiz, 
disciples  of  Zoroaster  ! began  their  magical  mcantations,  swallowed 
knives  and  forks,  and  devoured  blue  fíame  with  increased  voiacitj  , 
the  Fantoccini  footed  it  with  laudable  vigour ; the  Conjurer  wouhl 
have  coímd  his  copper  nose,  only,  winked  the  wag,  « I knows  and 
„;Tknows  Je  n’osfí  pas ! ” the  lions  and  tigers  roared  « Now  or 
never ' ” and  amidst  this  oratorio  of  discord  and  din,  Harlequm, 
Othcllo  Columbine,  Sir  John  Falstaff,  Dcsdemona,  Jim  Crow,  Car- 
dinal Wolsey,  and  Scaramouch  quadrilled  on  the  outside  platforin  o 
Richardson’aGrand  Booth,  the  gong  (his  prompter’s  tint.nabulum  !) 

«...pie  of  «he  SmWiHeM 

drama,  which  was  splcndidly  illuminated,  and  guarded  by  trenicn- 
dous  pasteboard  Genii,  sphinxes,  and  unicorns,  and  saw  our  oíd 
C L R onassns  (who  lookcd  like  one  of  His  Mandmgo  Ma- 

testv’s  Spanish  liquorice  guarda!)  enact  OlheUo  and  JmCrotv.  After 
much  interpolated  periphrasis  and  palaver,  Mr.  Bigstick  darkly  niti- 
mated  that  when  he  ceased  to  love  the  “gentle  Desdemona,  (Miss 
Teresa  Tumbletuzzy  !) 

<l  Shay-oss  is  come  aguí. 

At  this  raoment  the  scenes  stuck  fast  in  the  grooves  - the  lialvcs 
of  a house  with  an  interstice  of  a yard  or  so  between  — when  a lec- 
turimr  mechanic  bawled  out  from  his  sixpenny  elysium, 

“ Ve  don’t  expect  no  good  grammar  here,  Muster  Tlungumbob  , 
but,  hang  it ! you  niight  cióse  the  sccncs  ! 
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Mr.  Bigstick  being  politely  requested  (**  Strike  np,  Snow-drop ! 
Go  it,  Day  and  Martin  I ”)  to  <c  Jump  Jim  Crow  ” in  triplícate,  carne 
forward,  curvetting  and  salaaraing  with  profoimd  respect,  and 
treatcd  his  audience  with  this  variarían  versión  of  their  oíd  favourite. 

llere  *s  jumping  Jim,  bis  eout  and  skiui- 
-mer  very  well  you  kiiovv  ; 

If  you  ’ve  a crow  lo  pluck  with  bim, 
lie  ’s  pluck'd  you  Jirst ! I trow — - 

Where’er  be  goes  he  gaily  crows, 

A Blackey  and  a Beau  ! 

Reels  about,  and  wheels  about, 

Andjumps  Jim  Crow. 

O bow  tiie  town  ran  up  and  down 
To  see  tbe  dancing  Nigger! 

if  Jim  *s  a fíat,  ’tis  til  for  tat ! 

For  Jim  tliinks  Jolni  a bigger 

To  (for  a Yankee  lean  and  lanky,) 

Shell  liis  coppcrs  so. — 

What  a noodle  ! — Yankee-doodle  ! 
liare  Jim  Crow  ! 

Bull  has  mrd  bis  noddle  full 
Of  learning,  in  profusión  ; 

And  Jim,  with  his  Iong  limping  limb, 
lias  jump'd  to  this  conclusión, 

“ A ninny  and  ” — you  understand  ! 

When  sitting  all  a-row, 

Britons  roar  “ Encoré  1 Encoré ! 

Jump  Jim  Crow  ! ” 

Jim  ’s  play'd  bis  pranks — with  many  tbanks, 

He  gives  you  now  tbe  bop  ; 

Becausc,  like  bis  Commcrciul  Banks, 

He  thinks  it  time  to  stop  / 

Wbat  Nigger  Lad  has  ever  had 
Sucb  lncky  cards  to  tbrow  ? 

Ever  trump’d,  or  ever  jump'd 
Like  Jump  Jim  Crow  ? 

The  pantomime  of  Hot  Rolls,  or  Harlequin  Dumpling,  and  tlic 
Dragón  of  Wantley,  concludcd  tlie  performances;  in  which  Mr. 
Bigstick’s  promising  young  pupil,  Mastcr  MagnumdagnumJnigglc- 
duggle,  by  a jen  de  théátre  bolted  the  baker  (bones,  apron,  night-cap 
and  all !)  set  Oíd  Fatlier  Thames  on  fire,  exhibited  the  fishes  frying 
in  agony,  and  in  his  suit  of  spiked  armour,  like  an  “JEgyptian  Por- 
cupig/1 

u To  make  bim  strong  and  migbty, 

Drank  by  the  tale,  six  pots  of  ale 

And  a quart  of  Aqua  Vitae!  99 

and  marched  forth  fiercely  to  a ferocious  fight  with  a green  leatlier 
dragón  stuíTed  with  fiery  serpents,  that  liissed  and  exploded  to  the 
tune  of  two-pence  a time  ! 

The  Bartlemy  fairities  were  in  raptures.  Mastcr  Magnumdagnum - 
huggleduggle,  Mr.  Bigstick , the  Tumblctuzzy  and  the  Dragón , were 
successively  garlnnded  with  brocoli-sprouts  and  turnip-tops ! It  was 
“all  round  my  hat**  with  Bonassus , who  divided  the  Lion’s  share 
with  the  Dragón,  and  looked  like  a Muy-day  Juek-in-thc-green  ! 
The  enthusiasm  of  the  audience  did  not  end  here . They  culled  for 
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the  Cali-boy  and  the  Candle-snufj'er,  whose  bliss  would  llave  felt  no 
“ aching  void  ” had  a u bit  o f bacon  " accompanied,  by  way  of  a 
relish,  tliis  kiteben-gardcn  of  cabbage. 

The  bells  of  St.  Bartholomew  chimed  the  hour  when  ehurchyards 
and  “Charlies”  yawn  ; upon  which  the  illuminations  and  mol)  went 
out,  and  away,  and  Mornus  looked  as  down  in  the  mouth  as  a con- 
volvulus.  The  elephant  booked  his  trunk  and  departed ; the  men- 
agerie  man  returned  to  his  dish  of  bird*s  claws  and  beaks,  with  a se- 
cond  course  of  shark's  teeth  and  fish-bones  ; Punch  and  Judy  were 
amicably  domiciled  with  the  dog,  the  devil,  and  the  doctor  ; the 
Jacks-in-the-box,  Noali’s  arks,  Dutch  dolls,  and  wooden  Scara- 
mouches,  were  stowed  a way  pell-mell ; the  gingerbread  kings, 
queens,  and  nuts,  were  huddled  higgledy-piggledy  into  their  tin- 
canisters ; a muddled  chorister  warbled  “Fly  not  yet”  to  un  intru- 
sive  Blue-Bottle  ” that  popped  in  the  Queen’s  Crown  and  his  owu 
arnong  a midnight  dancing  party  of  shopmen  and  Abigails,  and  a 
solitary  fiddle,  scraped  by  a cruel  cobbler,  squeaked  the  Lay  of  the 
Last  M insi r el  / 

Moni  a p pea  ring,  Nature  cbeering, 

Milkmuids  crying  “ Milk  ! 99  for  tea, 

Singiiig,  joking;  chimneys  smoking, 

Bring,  alas  ! no  joys  to  itw. 

Phcebus  beaming,  kettles  steaming — 

Basso — hark!  the  dustman’s  bell, 

Obligato  1 — “ Sweep  l”  stoccato  ! 

Oíd  St.  Burile  ! sound  thy  knell. 

CHAPTBK  XXIX. 

“ Put  out  the  light  ! ” exclaimed  Mr.  Bonassus  Bigstick,  with  a 
lugubrio-coinic  expression  of  countenance  that  might  convulse  a 
Trappist,  to  a pigeon-toed  property-man,  and  a duck-legged  drum- 
mer,  who  were  snuffing  two  farthing  rushlights  in  the  Proscenium. 

“ Pul  out  the  light!9*  and  straightway  he  pocketed  the  extin- 
guished  perquisite.  We  were  retiring  from  the  scene  of  Mr.  Big- 
stick’s  glory,  in  company  with  two  lingering  chimney-sweeps,  who 
had  left  their  brushes  and  brooms  at  the  box-door,  -when  our  pro- 
grese was  arrestad  by  a tap  on  the  shoulder  from  Unele  Timothy. 

“ If  you  would  explore  the  r sccrcts  of  the  prison-house/  1 can 
gratify  y our  curiosity,  having  an  engagement  with  the  grcat  Trage- 
dian  to  crush  a mug  of  mum  with  liim  behind  the  sceIlcs.,, 

We  were  too  happy  to  enjoy  so  novel  a treat  not  to  embrace  the 
ofler  with  alacrity.  Mr.  Bigstick  wel comed  us  with  a tragic  hauteur, 
and  carrying  an  inch  of  candle  stuck  at  the  extremity  of  Prospero's 
magic  wand,  lighted  his  party  to  the  Oreen  Boom.  As  we  passed 
along,  the  great  Tragedian,  who  had  the  knack  of  looking  every- 
thing  into  nothing,  scowled  an  armoury  of  daggers  at  Ilarlequin, 
and  Ilarlequin,  if  possible,  looked  more  black  tlian  the  Moor.  On 
entering  the  sanctum  sanctorum,  Mr.  Bigstick,  striking  un  attitude, 
and  exclaiming  “ Cara  Sposa  ! Idol  mió  / 99  introduced  us  to  Teresa, 
the  High-Dumptiness  of  St.  Bártlemy,  whom  he  dangled  after  like 
a note  of  admiration ; he  all  inast,  shc  uli  hulk ; and  when  they 
parted,  (with  a Dolly  Bull  curtsy  exquisitely  fussy  and  fumy,  the 
Tumbletuzzy  made  her  exit,)  it  was  odd  to  see  the  steeple  sepurated 
lrom  the  chancel. 
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Just  as  Bonassus  announced  the  prescncc  of  Pegasus  Bubangrub, 
Esq.  the  autlior  of  tlieir  Caravan  hbretto , mine  host  of  the  JRam  en- 
tered  with  a curiously  compounded  mug  of  mum,  in  which  the  great 
Tragedian  (who  was  not  particular  from  Clos  Vougcot  to  Oíd  Tom) 
drank  the  otage  that  goes  with  and  withóut  wheels.  Mr.  Bosky, 
who  had  got  scent  of  our  €€  Whereabouts/'  arrived  in  time  to  pro- 
pose the  memory  of  Shakspere,  and  Mr.  Bubangrub's  longevity ; 
Unele  Timothy  gave  Bonassus  Bigstick  and  Bartlemy  Fair ; and 
Pegasus  toasted  the  Tragic  Muse  and  Teresa  Tumbletuzzy.  The 
Tragedian  unbent  by  degrees ; his  adust  countenance  warmed  into 
flesh  and  blood,  and  he  grew  facetious  and  festive. 

“ Bubangrub,  my  Brother  of  the  Sun  and  Moon  ! my  Nutmeg  of 
delight ! give  us  a song ! ” 

The  calí  was  a coimnand. 

To  pitch  the  tune  Pegasus  twanged  from  his  Jew’s-harp  a chord, 
and  apologizing  for  being  “ a little  ropy,”  began,  in  a voice  bctween 
a whistle  and  a wheeze. 

Ye  snuff-takers  of  England 
Who  sniffyour  pincli  at  ease, 

How  very  seldom  vou  enjoy 
The  pleasures  01  a sneeze  ! 

Give  car  unto  us  smoking  gents, 

And  we  will  plainly  shew 
AU  the  joys,  my  brave  boys  ! 

Wlien  we  a cloud  do  blow. 

The  snufler,  bufler!  raps  his  mull, 

I lis  nose  it  cries  out  “ Snutt'I” 

The  Smoker,  Joker,  puffs  his  full 
In  this  queer  world  of  puft’í 

The  lawyeds  gout  is  soon  smok’d  out ; — 

If  in  the  parson’s  toe 
It  ends  in  smoke,  say  simple  folk, 

Just  ends  his  sermón  so  ! 

The  tippler  loves  his  swanky,  svvipe  ; 

The  prince,  the  peer,  the  beau, 

A pipe  of  wiue — give  me  my  pipe 
Of  Bucky  for  to  blow  ! 

No  pinch  or  draught  drive  care  abaft 
From  folks  a cup  too  low, 

Like  the  joys,  my  brave  boys  ! 

When  we  a cloud  do  blow. 

A penny-postman-like  rap  at  the  caravan-door  was  answered  by 
the  great  Tragedian  with 

“ Open  locks  whoever  knocks  ! " And,  as  the  unexpected  visitor 
became  visible,  he  added,  u Tom  Titlepage  ! as  thou  art  Tom,  wel- 
come ; but  as  thou  art  Tom  and  a boon  companion,  ten  times  wel- 
come  1 ” 

The  Tragediun  began  to  rummage  un  ancient  liair-trunk  that 
looked  as  raggedly  bald  as  his  own  scalp  ; dislodging  sceptres, 
daggers,  clowns,  spangled  robes  and  stage-wigs.  In  Dicky  Gossip*s 
bob1  he  disco vered  what  he  sought  for  ; a dirty,  torn,  dog's-eared 

1 Suett  hoasted  a recherché  añil  extensivo  collection  of  stage  t/nr/j?,  comprising 
every  variety,  from  the  full-bottom  to  the  Tyburn  bob  ; which  unique  assortment. 
was  iiiifortuiintely  burned  in  a íire  that  linppciicd  at  the  Binninghain  Tkeatrc,  un 
Friduy,  August  13,  1732. 
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disjecti  membra.  Opening  the  bundle,  and  selecting  at  random,  he 
bespoke  the  compan  y*  s attention  to  a fragment  of — 

“ THE  AUTOniOGRAPIIY  OF  BONASSUS,  OR  THE  BIGSTICK 
AIEMOIHS.” 

All  the  world  's  a caravan  ! and  all  the  gentlemen  and  ladies  Lions 
and  Tigresses  ! For  if  a man  be  neither  dwarf  ñor  giant,  but  an  un- 
happy  médium  between  the  two  — if  he  be  not  upon  boxing  terms 
with  a wholc  menagcrie,  and  will  not  fitsy-cuff-it  and  roar  for  an  en- 
gagement,  dam’me  ! he  may  ivkistle  for  one ! ” 

Mr.  Bigstick  paused,  glared  ghastly  terrible  and  ghostly  grim. 

“ Yes,  I 'm  too  tall  for  a wonderful  monkey,  and  too  good-natured 
for  an  intelligent  bull-dog.  I can'l  drínk  sangaree  out  of  my  father’s 
skull,  ñor  beat  the  big  drum  with  the  bones  of  my  grandmother  ! ” 

He  then,  after  taking  a deep  draught  at  the  mum,  resumed  his 
narrative. 

<c  I was  articled  to  the  law,  and  Purap  Coui*t  wa9  the  pabulum 
where  I began  to  qualify  myself  for  Lord  Chancellor.  But  fearful 
is  the  dramatic  furor  of  attorneys*  clerks.  My  passion  was  not  for 
bilis  of  costs,  but  for  bilis  of  the  ploy ; I longed  to  draw,  not  leases, 
but  audiences ; as  for  pleas,  my  ambition  was  to  please  the  town ; 
and  I cared  nothing  for  Colee , while  Shakspere's  muse  ofjirc  warmed 
my  imagination  ! Counsellor  Cumming  soon  found  his  clerk  going. 
I quitted  the  Court,  leaving  my  solitary  competitor  the  Pump  to 
spout  alone. 

“ A personable  fellow,  (for  whom  any  lady  might  be  proud  to 
jump  into  the  Serpentino,  the  jury  fínding  a verdict  of  manslaughter 
against  my  good  looks,  with  a deodand  of  five  shillings  on  my  whis- 
kers  1)  < I left  my  father*s  house,  and  took  with  me  ’ — as  much  ward- 
robe  as  I could  conveniently  carry  on,  and  behind  my  baek.  My  first 
professional  bow  was  in  the  Puor  Gentleman , and  llaising  the  IVind, 
in  a barn  at  Leighton  Buzzard,  where  the  Gods  clambered  up  to  the 
gallery  by  a ladder,  through  which  many  of  the  tippling  deities  could 
hardly  see  a hole  ! The  stalls  (the  cart-horses  having  been  tempo- 
rarily  ejected)  sparkled  with  the  élite — sixpenny-worth  of  coppers 
being  paid  for  sitting  apart  in  aristocratical  exelusiveness.  My  de- 
clamation  might  have  electriíied  Gog  and  Magog,  and  made  the  Men 
in  Armour  start  from  their  spears ! The  barn  rang  with  applause, 
my  success  was  triumphant,  and  my  fute  decidcd. 

I next  joined  Mr.  Dunderhead,  the  Dunstable  manager,  on  whose 
boards  I had  the  supreme  felicity  of  beholding,  for  the  íirst  time,  the 
Tuinbletuzzy.  She  daneed  with  the  eastanets  (/e  Pantomimo  de 
l'amour ) ; my  heart  beat  to  her  fairy  footsteps  ; the  long  sixes  ca- 
pered  before  my  eyes,  my  pulse  thumped  a hundred  and  twenty  per 
minute — I wooed,  and  had  well  nigh  won  her — when  our  Harlequin, 
a ci-devant,  ubiquitous,  iniquitous  barber,  all  but  dashed  the  nec- 
tared  cup  from  my  lip.  I did  not  horsewliip  liim,  ‘for  that  were 
poor  revenge/ — no  ! I shewed  him  up  on  my  benefit  night  in  apatter 
song.” 

ct  Bravo  ! ” cried  Mr.  Bosky,  Let  us,  Mr.  Bigstick,  have  the  song 
by  all  means." 

The  great  Tragedian,  screwing,  á la  Matkervs,  his  mouth  a-jar, 
coudéscendingly  complicd. 
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Stolen  or  stray’d  my  beautiful  maid  ! 

Unlucky  my  ducky  has  met  a decoy — 

As  brown  as  a berry,  as  plump  as  a cherry, 

And  rosy-cheek’d,  very  i and  Jenny-so-coy  ! 

Baggage  and  bagging  the  Dunstable  waggin 

VVere  popp’d  by  a wag  in,  hight  Harlequin  Lun — 

They,  honey-inoon  hot,  shot  the  moon  like  a shot ; 

But  I *0  shoot  the  rascal  as  su  re  as  a gun  ! 

She  sings  like  a liunet,  she  plays  on  the  spinnet, 

A day  *s  like  a minute  when  she  is  in  doors  ; 

My  auut  in  the  attic,  my  únele  extatic ! 

Encoré  the  chromatic|ue  my  Philomel  pours  ! 

I lov’d  her  so  dearly  and  truly,  for  really 

She  cuts  a mug  queerly,  as  Arthur’s  Queen  Dolí ; 

She  beats  the  tol  lol  O of  Molly  Brown  hollow, 

And  sings  like  Apollo  in  Gay’s  pretty  Poli. 

1 told  her  a rebus,  I gave  her  a wee  buss; 

She  call’d  me  her  Phoebus,  her  hero  of  pith  ; 

Iler  caraway  comfit,  her  prime  sugar  plum,  fit 
For  ludy’s  lip,  ruin  fit ! her  LoÜf/pop  Smith  ! 

No  more  thought  Teresa  small  tipple  of  me,  sir, 

Than  pretty  Miss  P.,  sir,  our  premier e danscuse 

Lightsome,  lenitive!  philoprogenitive ! 

Sukcy  with  bouquet  and  white  satin  shoesl 

To  he,  or  not  to  be  ? is  it  a shot  to  be  ? 

Ts  it  a knot  to  be,  tied  to  a bearu  ? 

Death  ’s  but  a caper,  life  's  but  a taper, 

A visión,  a vapour,  a shadow,  a^lream. 

llang  melancholy ! grieving’s  a folly  ! 

Laugh  and  be  jolly  ! there  ’s  nothing  like  fun  ! 

I MI  make  Miss  Terese  cry,  " Yes,  if  you  please ! ” 

And  down  on  his  knees  símil  Harlequin  Lun. 

u But  the  ‘ beautified  Ophelia ! * fickle,  not  false,  and  far  less  fick.e 
tlmn  freakish  ! in  all  the  tender  distraetion  of  Cranbourn  Allcy  white 
muslin  and  myrtle,  implored  my  forgiveness.  Were  her  three^quar- 
ters’  music  and  dancing  to  be  tnrown  away  upon  a base  barber  ? 

* O ye,  whose  adamantine  sorrows  know 
The  iron  agonies  of  copper  woe  1 9 ” 

II ere  the  great  Tragedian  became  overpowered,  and  cried  a flood 
of  stage  tears  very  naturally. 

<£  Encoré!  encoré  ! ” s]iojutcd  Unele  Timotliy. 

O! helio  was  at  a loss  whether  or  not  to  take  this  as  a compüment , 
and  weep  a second  brewing.  He  rubbed  his  eyes  — but  the  Noes 
had  it — 

“ Bigstick  's  himself  again  ! " 

u On  the  disbanding  of  our  troop,  we  hied  to  Stoke-Pogeis  with  a 
letter  of  introduction  to  the  manager.  Mr.  Trunchcou  (his  wig  ‘ in 
most  admired  disorder*)  started,  and  exclaimed,  c What  the  deuce 
could  Dunderhead  have  been  about  to  send  you  here ? The  other 
night  Dowager  Mucklethrift  bespoke  ‘ Too  late  for  Dinner*  I spe- 
culatcd  on  one  upon  the  strength  of  it,  and  treated  the  company  (who 
were  as  thin  as  our  liouses)  to  a gallón  of  c intermedíate/  when,  lo  ! 
and  behold  ! in  she  tottered  with  her  retinue  (a  rusli  of  two  !)  to  the 
boxes,  and  her  dcaf  butler  Diggory,  esquiring  some  half-dozen  lady 
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patronesscs,  hobblcd  np  to  the  threepeimy  gallery  to  grin  down 
lipón  us ! ' 

“ A man  may  as  well  bob  for  whale  in  the  river  Thames  ; for  live 
turtle  in  the  City  Basin ; for  white-bait  in  the  lted  Sea ; expect  to 
escape  choking  after  having  bolted  a grape-shot,  or  to  elicit  a divine 
spark  from  the  gcnius  of  a mud  volcano,  as  liope  not  to  be  ruined 
and  rolled  up  among  such  sublime  intelligences  ! There  ’s  a hole  in 
the  kettle,  sir,  and  \ve  are  half  starved  I ” 

“ Surrounded  by  S/torí's  Gardens,  and  dwelling  in  Qucer  Street, 
Teresa  and  myself  began  to  diet  on  our  superfluities.  My  Romeo 
last-rose-of-summer  pantaloons  were  diluted  into  a quart  of  hot  pea- 
soup,  and  BobadiFs  superannuated  coeked  hut  and  Justice  Midas' s 
wig  were  stewed  down  in  the  shape  of  a mutton  scrag,  Julietas  Flan- 
dcrs  lace  flounce  furnishing  the  trimmings  ! At  this  extremity, 
wfien  Mrs.  Heidelburg’s  embroidered  satín  petticoat  of  my  aunt's 
liad  gone  to *  1 my  uncle's  * for  a breakfast,  my  friend  Dennis  O'Dod- 
dipool,  whose  success  at  Cork  had  enabled  him  to  draw  one,  and 
enjoy  his  bottle,  invited  us  to  Ballinamuck.  We  showered  down  as 
many  benedietions  upon  Dennis  as  would  stand  between  Temple 
Bar  and  Westminster,  bundled  up  our  * shreds  and  patches/  levied 
tribute  on  the  farmers’  poultry,  and  when  a goose  fell  in  our  way, 
made  liim  so  wise  us  nevcr  to  be  takenfor  a goose  again  ! and  arrived 
by  short  stoges,  in  a long  caravan,  at  Holyhead.  Iley  for  Ireland  ! 
straight  we  bent  our  way  to  the  land  of  praties  and  Paddies  ! O'Dod- 
dipool  welcomed  us  with  all  the  huggings  and  screechings  of  a Ger- 
mán salutation,  and  cried,  like  the  French  butcher,1  for  joy  ! I played 
first  comedy  before  the  laijjps,  and  second  fiddle  behind  'em, — walk- 
ing  gen  ti  em  en  and  running  footmen, — bravos  and  bishops,2 — swept 

1 A Slaxiyhter-man , in  the  interval  of  killing,  strolled  from  a neighbouring  alai - 
¿oir  to  Pero  la  Chuise.  Shedding  tears  like  rain,  and  clasping  his  blood-stained 
hands,  he  stood  before  the  tomb  of  Abelard  and  Eloísa;  while  ever  and  anón  he 
blubbered  out,  “ Oh  ! Vamour , Vamour  ! ” He  then  wiped  his  oyes  with  his  pro- 
fessional  apron,  and  returned  to  business.  This  is  truly  French . 

a Garrick  was  in  the  habit  of  employing  a whimsical  fellow  whose  nanie  wus 
Stone , to  procure  him  theatrical  supernumeraries.  The  following  correspondence 
passed  between  theni. 

u Sin, — Mr.  Lacy  turned  me  out  of  the  lobby  yesterday,  and  behaved  very  ill  to  me. 

I only  usc'd  for  my  two  guineas  for  the  last.  Bishop,  and  he  swore  I shouldn’t  llave 
a farthing.  I can’t  live  upon  air.  I lmve  a few  Cupids  you  may  have  chcap,  as 
they  belong  to  a poor  journeyman  shoemuker,  wlio  I drink  with  now  and  then. 

“ Thursday  Noon.  Vour  humble  sarvant , Wsr.  Stone.” 

“Stone,  Friday  Morn. 

“ Vou  are  the  best  fellow  in  the  world.  Bring  the  Cupids  to  the  theatre  to- 
morrow.  If  they  ure  under  six,  and  well  made,  you  shall  have  a guinea  a piece  for 
tliein.  If  you  can  get  me  two  good  murderers , I will  pay  you  liandsomely,  parti- 
cularly  the  spouting  fellow  who  keeps  the  apple-stand  on  Tower-hill  ; the  cut  in  his 
face  is  quite  the  thing.  Fick  me  up  an  Alderman  or  two,  for  Richard,  if  you  can  ; 
and  I have  no  objection  to  treat  with  you  for  a eomelv  Mayor.  The  barber  will 
not  do  for  Brutus , although  1 think  he  will  succeed  in  Mal . “ D.  G.” 

The  person  here  designated  the  Bishop  was  procured  by  Stone , and  had  often 
rebearsed  the  Bishop  of  Winchester  in  the  plav  of  Ilenry  VlIIth,  with  such  singu- 
lar éclat,  thut  Garrick  addressed  him  at  the  rehearsal  as  “ Consta  of  Winchester 
The  fellow,  however,  never  played  the  part,  although  advertised  more  than  once  to 
come  out  in  it.  The  reason  will  soon  be  guessed  from  the  two  following  letters 
tlmt  jmssed  between  Garrick  and  Stone  on  the  very  evening  the  Prelate  was  to 
make  his  dóbut. 

u Sin, — The  Bishop  of  Winchester  is  getting  drunk  at  the  Bear , and  swears  he 
won’t  play  to-night.  I am  yours,  Wm.  Stone.” 

“Stone, — The  Bishop  may  go  to  the  devil.  I do  not  know  a greater  ras  cal, 
except  yourself.  “ D.  G.” 
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the  boards  with  Tragedy's  sweeping  pall,  and  a birch-broom, — hissed 
in  the  centre  región  of  a fiery  dragón  in  some  diabolieal  demon- stra- 
tion  of  dramatic  diablerie, — brandished  a wooden  sword, — gallanted 
Columbino,- — blusbed  blue  fíame  and  brickdust  in  Frankenstein, — 
plastered  my  head  over  with  chalk  for  want  of  a Lord  Ogleby  white 
wig, — and  bellowed  myself  hoarse  with  tawdry  configurad ons  and 
clap-trap  vulgarities!  And  (‘Punch  has  no  feelings  ! *)  wliat  my 
reward  ? A magnificent  banquet  of  dry  bread  and  diteh-water  from 
O’Doddipool,  (‘  Think  on  Ihat , Master  Brook  ! *)  peels,  not  of  ap- 
plause,  but  oranges  ! from  the  pit ; and  showers  of  peas  (not  boiled  !) 
from  the  Olympus  of  disorderly  gods.  So  finding,  though  in  Ire- 
land,  my  capital  wasn't  doubling,  I gave  the  bog-trotters  the  * Glass 
of  Fashion  * (they  never  gave  me  a glass  of  anything  /)  to  a sausage- 
maker’s  Polonius ; took  my  leave  and  two-and-sixpence ; bolted  to 
Ballinamuck ; (my  Farce  of  Dueles  and  Green  Peas  never  had  such 
a run  !)  starred  it  from  Ballinamuck  to  Bartlemy,  and  engaged  with 
the  man  that  lets  devils  out  to  hire,  and  deais  in  giants  of  the  íirst 
enormity.  My  crack  parts  are  OtheUo  and  Jim  Crow  y so  that  be- 
tween  the  two,  the  lamp-black  never  gets  washed  off  my  face,  and  I 
fear  I shall  die  a Negro 

“ Thus  far/*  added  the  great  Tragedian,  rolling  up  the  papers  into 
a bundle,  and  tossing  them  over  to  Mr.  Titlepage,  “ the  Autobiogra - 
phy  of  Bonassus  ! From  Smithfield  we  march  to  the  Metropolitana. 

‘ The  Garden ' is  sadly  in  want  of  a fine  high  comedy  figure  at  a low 
one  ; and  Drury,  of  a Tragedy  Queen  who  can  do  Dollallolla.  I 
smother  a new  debutante,  Miss  Barbara  Buggins ; beat  Listón  hol- 
low  in  Molí  Flaggon  ; and  put  out  of  joint  the  noses  of  all  preceding 
Macbeths.  The  Tumbletuzzy  opens  in  Queen  Katherine  (which  she 
plays  quite  in  a different  style  to  Siddons)” 

To  this  the  satirical-nosed  gentleman  nodded  assent. 

With  fifteen  nerv  readings  to  electrify  the  diurnal  critics  of  Pcl- 
ticoat  Alley  and  Blotv-bladder  Lañe!” 

Mr.  Bubangrub  guaranteed  for  the  brethren.  One  new  reading 
he  would  take  the  liberty  of  suggcsting  to  Mr.  Bigstick.  John 
Kemble  had  entirely  mistaken  Shakspere’s  meaning.  te  Birnam 
Wood”  comes  not  to  **  Dunsinancf  a town  ; but  to  t(  Dance  inane,” 
Macbelh!  who  was  blockhead  enongh  to  put  his  trust  in  the  witches. 
Tlie  great  Tragedian  danced  with  ecstasy  at  this  u palpable  hit/*  and 
promised  pipes  and  purl  for  the  critical  party  after  the  performance. 

“ Egg-liot/'  said  he,  “ is  not  my  ordinary  tipple  ; but  on  this  occa- 
sion  (pardon  egotism)  I will  be  an  egg-hot-ist ! And  now,  to  the 
Queen*s  Arms  for  a supper,  and  then  to  Somnus's  for  a snooze  ! ” 
With  a patronising  air  he  conducted  us  down  the  ladder.  To 
Unele  Timothy  he  said  a few  words  in  prívate,  and  our  ears  dcceived 
us,  if  “ gratitudc”  was  not  among  the  number. 

We  fancied  that  the  jovial  spirit  of  the  good  Prior,  on  a tliree- 
days*  furlough  from  Elysium,  hovered  over  the  holiday  scene;  and 
that  a shadowy  black  robe  and  cowl,  half  concealing  hisportly  figure 
and  ruddy  features,  fiitted  in  the  moonlight,  and  disajjpcared  under 
the  antique  low-arched  door  that  leads  to  his  mausoleum ! 

Dreams  are  the  children  of  an  idle  brain/*  Yet  ours  was  a busy 
one  through  the  live-long  night.  The  grotesque  scene  acted  itself 
over  again,  with  those  fantastical  additions  that  belong  to  “ Death's 
counterfeit."  Legions  of  Anthro])ophagi ; giants  o*ertopping  Pelion 
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and  Ossa  ; hideous  abortions  ; grinning  nondescripts  ; the  miniature, 
rnischievous  court  oí*  Queen  Mab ; aml  tile  fiiltlling,  dancing  troop 
of  Tam  O’Shanter,  passed  before  us  in  every  variety  of  unearthly 
combination.  Clouda  of  incense  aróse,  and  the  visión,  growing  dim, 
gradually  melted  away, — a low,  solemn  chant  leaving  its  dying  notes 
upon  the  car. 

Let  gratitude’s  chorus  arise, 

If  gratilude  dwell  upon  earth, 

To  hymn  thy  retum  to  the  skies, 

Be  nevo  ¿ait  spirit  of  mirthl 

Long  fiourish  thy  froliesome  fair, 

YVhere  many  odd  bargains  are  driven ; 

And  may  peccadilloes  done  there, 

For  ihy  vierry  suke  be  forgiven 1 
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Sckne  of  departed  joys,  Vauxhall ! 

I moum  o'er  thy  decline  and  fall ; 

And  scarce  to  tbee  my  pen  can  scrawl 

Thy  memory  makes  me  still  a child, 

As  when,  of  soberer  sense  beguil’d, 

I strayed  ainid  thy  paths  in  wild 

There  Fancy  held  her  fair  all  niglit; 
There  Levity  rejoiced  in  light, 

For  lainps  by  thousands  poured  a bright 

There  Momus  peeped  from  every  tree, 
And  leered  upon  the  revelry  ; 

While  music  streamed  around  in  free 


Allusion. 


lllusion. 


Confusión. 


Profusión. 


There,  with  the  sweets  in  nectar’d  throng 
That  did  unto  the  place  belong, 

The  steams  of  arrack  mixed  their  strong 

Infusión. 

There,  if  the  c<  blood  ” forgot  all  laws, 

Blaud  Simpson  would  cxclaiiu,  fC  Pray,  pause, 

Ñor  on  the  cheek  of  virtue  cause  Suffusion  ! 

But  Mentors  may  be  out  of  cali, 

And  thus,  in  some  impromptu  brawl, 
A body’s  head  would  catch  a small 

Contusión. 

Oh  ! happy  hours  of  trusting  youth, 

When  shows  could  wear  the  charm  of  truth, 
A ud  weleouie  was  eaeh  (<  silly  sooth  n 

Effusion  ! 

The  lieart  ne’er  asked  if  that  were  joy, 
But  liailed  it  such  without  alloy, 

And  scorned  to  deem  the  glittering  toy 

Delusion  ! 

But,  Memory,  thy  glass  unfix  I 
Civilization  cries  out  “ bricks  ! ” 

And  mortar  still,  like  knowledge,  seeks 

Diffusion. 

So  Pleasure’s  current  ofT  hath  shot 
To  animate  some  otlier  spot, 

Upon  the  principie  of — what? 

Transfusión  ! 

O.  T). 


Sold  by  auction,  Thursday,  Sept.  1041,  for  £20,200. 
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THE  BREAD  AND  CliEESE  CLUB. 

T six  o'clock  precisely,  my  oíd 
crohy,  David  Owen,  callcd  at  tbe 
office  in  consequence  of  a promise 
wliicli  I luid  niade  a fortniglit  beforo 
to  accompany  hitrt  to  bis  club.  He 
liad  frequently  spoken  of  the  plea- 
sure  be  enjoycd,  and  expressed  so 
urgent  a desiro  tliat  I should  parti- 
cípate in  tlie  auiuseincnt  tbe  society 
afforded,  tbat  I,  at  last,  consented 
I to  be  introduced  as  bis  friend.  A 
v special  favour,  as  I afterwards  uii- 
J derstood ; for,  altbough  tbero  were 
^ in  all  twenty  menibers,  but  one  in- 
vitation  was  pennitted  by  tbe  rules,  and  tbis  privilege  only  allowed  in 
rotation,  so  tbat  it  amounted  almost  to  exclusiveness. 

Tbe  members  were  cbieíly  clerks  in  tbe  East  India  House,  or  Bank 
of  England,  and  most  of  tliem  dwelling  in  “ merry  Islington,”  or  its 
immed iate  neigbbourbood. 

Islington  in  tliose  days  was  not  a continuation  of  London.  It  was 
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surrounded  on  every  qnarter  by  pleasant  fields,  and  wore  tlie  appear- 
ance  of  a rural  village. 

Tha  club  was  held  at  the  Queens  ílead  in  the  Lower  Road,* — an 
antique  structure  of  the  times  of  good  Queen  Bess.  A room  on  tlie 
first  fioor  was  appropriated  to  its  meetings.  An  oíd  oak  tuble  stood  in 
the  centre  of  the  sanded  floor,  garnished  with  leathern-bottomed  chairs, 
black  from  age  and  long  Service ; wliile  a liigh-backed  elbow-chair, 
standing  on  a sort  of  dais  at  the  npper  end  of  the  festive  board,  ser  ved 
as  a throne  for  the  president. 

Highly-coloured  and  varnished  maps  of  Cheshire,  Wiltsliire,  and 
other  cheese-manufncturing  counties,  were  displayed  lipón  the  dingy 
walls,  which,  iny  friend  inforuied  me,  were  presen ted  by  Mr.  Amos 
Brown,  the  facetious  cliairman  of  the  “ Bread  and  Cheese  Club,”  — so 
called  from  the  simple  fare  in  which  they  indulged ; while  Oíd  Ned, 
their  grav  Ganymede,  supplied  tlieir  cups  with  foaming  drauglits  of 
bottled  ale  and  porter. 

“ Then  they  are  not  of  Doctor  Johuson's  opinión,”  said  I,  when 
David  had  explained  these  sumptuary  laws  of  the  club,  “ f Drink  beer 
— think  beer.’  ” 

4f  You  will  soon  have  un  opportunity  of  being  convinced  of  one  of  the 
many  errors  of  the  great  lexicographer,”  replied  he  ; t€  for,  although 
we  allow  no  spirituous  liquors,  we  can  boast  of  some  clioice  spirits, 
which  exhilarate  without  intoxication.” 

As  he  spoke,  the  great  dock  at  the  stair-head,  with  its  broad  black 
face  and  golden  figures,  struck  eight,  and  a sliuffling  of  feet  announced 
the  approach  of  the  punctual  members.  Oíd  Ned,  the  white-headed 
waiter,  napkin  in  hand,  threw  open  the  door,  and  almost  before  the 
dock  had  ceased  striking  the  room  was  filled. 

There  was,  however,  no  confusión  ; every  member  liung  bis  hat  upon 
his  own  peg,  and  dropped  meclianically  into  bis  accustomed  seat. 

When  Mr.  Amos  Brown  had  taken  the  chair,  David  formally  intro- 
duced  me  to  liim,  and  then  turning  to  the  members,  merely  said,  “ My 
friend,  Mr.  Thorley.”  They  all  bowed,  and  some  shortly  grceted  me 
with,  <c  Ilappy  to  see  you,  sir  — tc  Glad  to  make  your  acquaintance, 
sir and  others  “ trusted  I would  make  myself  at  home.” 

Having  gone  througli  these  introductory  preliminaries,  and  taken  my 
seat,  the  door  was  opened,  and  the  talile  speedily  spread  with  three  or 
four  kinds  of  cheese,  and  ale  and  beer  ni  profusión ; and,  the  presi- 
dent filling  his  pipe  and  lighting  it,  his  example  was  followed  by  the 
rest. 

During  the  few  tranquil  minutes  which  followed,  I had  a good  op- 
portunity of  observing  the  president.  He  was  a very  spare  man,  with 
a sharp  angular  physiognomy,  brown  as  mahogany.  II is  head  was  very 
mucli  flattened  on  both  sides,  and  the  summit.  crowned  with  a sleek 
cióse  crop  of  dark  liair,  a pair  of  dull  grey  eyes  peering  from  beneath 
his  projecting  foreliead.  He  was,  certainly,  in  appearance  neither  in- 
tellectual  ñor  prepossessing ; and  was  altogether  such  a man  as  one 
would  íf  cut  out  of  a cheese-paring  after  dinner.” 

cc  Come,  Owen, — and  you,  Binks,  you  don*t  drink,"  said  he,  looking 
across  the  table  at  his  friends.  “ You  remind  me  of  the  moon,  in  Nor- 
val's  speech, — f you  Ve  not  yet  filled  your  horns ! ' ” * 

« Very  good,"  said  Binks,  approvingly. 

■ This  moon,  which  rose  last  night  round  as  my  shield, 

Had  not  yot  filled  her  horns. — Home’s  Douglas . 
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“ A hit ! **  said  David  Owen. 

f<  A HOMJB-thrust,”  said  Amos  quietly,  alluding  to  the  autlior  of  the 
tragedy, 

This  sally  stirred  up  the  members,  and  the  conversador!  became  ge- 
neral. 

“ If  1 may  be  allowed  to  perpétrate  a pun,”  said  Binks  diflidenlly, 
knocking  out  the  ashes  of  his  pipe,  — “ that  is,  if  the  club  will  accept 
it  as  sueh,  I shouldsay  that  our  friend  opposite,  tliough  always  O/ven,  is 
never  in  dcbt” 

A roar  of  laughter  followed  this  laborious  eftbrt. 

“ For  goodness*  sake,  my  dear  Binks,”  said  Amos  gravely,  €t  when- 
ever  the  wantonness  of  your  sportivo  iniagination  leads  you  into  an  ex- 
travagance  of  this  kind,  let  Bv  like  a sharp-sliooter ; for  the  best  eon- 
ceit  ever  begotten  in  the  brain  of  mortal  man  would  be  still-born  iu 
sucli  a protracted  delivery.  If  a bad  pun,  the  soonor  the  fool's  bolt  is 
sliot  the  better,  — if  a good  one,  it  will  tell  witli  ten  times  the  eífect- 
Remember,  tliere  is  neither  infancy  ñor  youth  in  a pun,  — no  progres- 
sion  in  its  ephemeral  life,  — it  is  born  full  grown,  and  dies  of  oíd  age 
in  a secoiid.” 

Then  turning  his  grey  eyes,  wliich  were  lit  up  witli  all  the  bright- 
ness  of  intelligence,  towards  a jolly  eompanion,  whose  extensive  white 
waistcoat  and  ruddy  visage  proclaimed  him  a worthy  member  of  the 
jovial  crew,  he  called  abruptly  upon  him  for  a song. 

Witli  pipe  in  one  liand,  and  a foaming  tankard  in  the  other,  Bob 
Wilkinson  (so  he  called  him)  sang  the  following,  witli  a great  deal  of 
gusto : — 

When  harassM  and  worn  by  the  toils  of  the  day, 

At  evening’s  cióse  I wend  homeward  my  way, 

A solace — a comfort  1 never  knew  fail, 

I find  in  my  pipe  and  my  tankard  of  ale. 

In  a snug  little  arbour,  my  friend  by  my  side, 

Whose  truth  and  fidelity  time  hath  well  tried, 

The  cares  of  this  life  I forget  to  bewail, 

Enjoying  my  pipe  and  my  tankard  of  ale. 

In  balls  and  gay  parties  let  others  delight, 

Destroying  their  health  in  the  joys  of  the  night; 

With  me  their  examplc  shall  never  prevail, 

I prefer  my  cool  pipe  and  a tankard  of  ale. 

Yes  ! Fashion  so  fickle,  witli  all  her  stiff  rules, 

Makes  very  fevv  happy,  and  many  folks  fools  ; 

Her  newest  inventions  grow  speedily  stale, 

Wliile  still  fresh  are  iny  pipe  and  my  tankard  of  ale. 

How  harmless  and  quiet  the  joys  that  I feel, 

For  they  ne*er  interfere  with  another  man’s  weal. 

I smile — yes,  iu  pity — when  other  folks  rail, 

Who  like  not  a pipe  and  a tankard  of  ale. 

Although  all  the  world  shall  our  comfort  despise, 

We  still  will  be  social,  and  merry,  and  wise, 

With  song  and  with  joke,  or  mirth-moving  tale, 

We'll  relish  our  pipe  and  our  tankard  of  ale. 

“ Bravo  ! bravo  ! ” resounded  from  his  aiulitors. 

“ I pitched  it  in  rather  too  liigh  a key,"  said  Wilkinson,  modestly 
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sbrinking  from  tlie  “ unbouaded  applause,"  under  cover  of  tliis  gratui- 
tous  concession. 

íf  Talking  of  keys,"  observed  a small  membcr  on  the  right  hand  of 
the  president,  “ can  any  one  tell  me  wliicb  is  tlic  most  diilicult  key  lo 
turn  ? ” 

“ A don -¡fey/f  replied  Wilkinson. 

“ Except  a pig ! ” remarked  the  unfortunate  Binks,  confonnding  in 
bis  own  mind  tlie  comparative  obstinacy  of  animáis,  and  most  unac- 
countably  losing  sight  of  the  point  of  the  conundrum. 

cc  Excellent,  my  dear  Binks ! ” cried  Amos  Brown,  laughing  heartily. 
“ You  are  certainly  a fresli  importation  from  the  Emerald  Isle.  That 
is  the  ncatest  blunder  you  cver  perpetrated.  As  for  the  conundrum, 
our  facetious  friend  is  indebted  for  it  to  bis  tobacco-paper,  and,  if  not 
an  oíd  Joe,  is  a near  relation  of  that  worthy  ; and  it  is,  at  all  events,  a 
very  oíd  acquaintance  of  mine.  After  all,  a conundrum  is  merely  pun- 
ning  aforethought ; in  which  the  maker  has  the  advantage  of  concoct- 
ing  botli  question  and  answer.  The  retort  and  the  receivcr  are  botli  in 
bis  own  hands ; and  he  must  be  a bungler  indeed  who  cannot  distil 
something  pungent.  Why,  I could  coin  conundrums  as  quiekly  as  you 
would  cast  bullets.” 

“ Snpposing  you  were  led — by  inclin  at  ion/*  observed  Binks. 

“ Tliat's  very  fair — for  Binks/'  said  Owen,  sarcastically  qualifying 
bis  approval. 

“Nay,  he  has  redeemed  liimself  with  interest,"  replied  Amos 
Brown ; “ so,  with  y our  good  lea  ve,  we  '11  pledge  him. 

“ No  one  slirinks, 

But  gludly  drinks 
The  heultli  of  Biuks.” 

<(  Binks  ! " “ Binks  1 " “ Binks  1 " was  echoed  on  every  side,  and  the 
brimming  horns  tossed  off  to  his  health. 

A sileuce  of  a few  seconds  followed.  Binks  filled  a bumper,  — 
pushed  it  from  him,  — then  drew  it  back  again,  — hnmmed,  and  cast 
down  his  eyes,  and,  in  fine,  performed  all  the  customary  pantomime  of 
tliose  in  his  delicate  situation. 


“ Gentlemen,"  said  he,  rising,  although  the  honour  you  have  so 
unanimously  conferred  unon  me  has  placed  me  on  my  legs,  I assure 
you  I feel  more  depressecl  than  elevated.  Eike  some  poor  devil  with  a 
solitary  tester  in  his  fob,  I 'm  fumbling  for  words  to  pay  oíf  the  score 
your  kindness  has  run  up,  and  my  gratitude  acknowlcdges  as  due 
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(hear!  hear!).  I am  so  deeply  indebted,  and  yet  so  poor  witbal  i n 
speech,  that  I am  really  compclled  to  olfer  a composition  to  my  credi- 
tors.  You  are  all,  fortunately,  su  friendly  dlsposed,  tliat  I am  convinced 
you  will  acecpt  a simple  dividend  of  tlie  sincerest  thanks  in  lien  of  the 
eloquence  yon  demand,  and  in  whicli  I am  indeed  a bankrupt  (hear  ! 
hearí).  Gentlemen,  accept  my  thanks  for  thc  honour  you  have  done 
me,  and  my  best  wishes  for  your  health  and  prosperity.” 

" Bravo  ! ” cried  the  club  with  onc  voice,  as  Binks  resumed  his  seat. 

“ A neat  and  appropriate  speech,”  said  Amos  Brown,  with  a pa- 
tronizing  air,  " and  well  worthy  a prominent  place  in  the  Binksi  Ora- 
tionjks  1 Really,  with  the  exception  of  a worthy  individual,  wliom 
modesty  forbids  me  to  ñame,  Binks  is  the  best  orator  in  the  club. 
Owen,”  continued  he,  addressing  my  conductor,  " let  us  evapórate  the 
dampness  which  speech-making  generally  throws  over  the  company  by 
a duetto.” 

To  which  appeal  Master  David  immediately  responded  by  striking 
np  and  singing  a iirst  to  the  following 

DUET. 

“Ye  lusty  knaves  who  wish  to  shino. 

Lave  your  lips  with  rosy  wine— 

Rosy  wine — 

Rosy  wine. 

Song  and  eloquence  divine 
Sparkling  spring  from  rosy  wine. 

Carking  Care,  with  wrinkled  brow, 

From  the  goblet  shrinks,  I vow. 

Charge  with  grape-shot — charge  and  prime, 
íf  ye  wish  to  kill  oíd  Time ; 

For  Time  and  Care  inust  die, 

Or  íly, 

Like  the  night-clouds  from  the  sky 
Whén  the  ruddy  sun  doth  shine. 

Then  lave  your  lips  with  rosy  wine — 

Rosy  wine — 

Rosy  wine — 

Ye  lusty  knaves  who  wish  to  shine  ! ” 

Althougli  botli  the  words  and  the  sentiment  of  this  antique  piece 
were  of  very  slender  merit,  the  singers  made  so  much  of  it  in  the  exe- 
cution  tliftt  it  was  loudly  cncorcd,  and  repeated. 

" Wlmt  exceeding  relish  wine  gives  to  song,  and  song  no  less  to 
wine,”  said  Amos  Brown.  " Depend  on  't,  Bacchus  and  Apollo  are 
mutually  obliged  to  eacli  otlier,  and  form  an  excellent  partnership. 
Melodious  as  the  pipe  of  Apollo  may  be,  the  pipe  of  Bacchus  (whether 
port  or  claret)  is  an  excellent  accompaniment.  Nay,  I doubt  if  Apollo 
were  ever  content  with  a puré  draught  from  Helicón ; f coid  without/ 
rcly  upon  it,  was  too  insipid  for  his  palatc.  He  knew,  and  provcd  too, 
there  was  truth  in  wine,  and  occasionally  liob  and  nobbed  with  the  leo- 
pard-rider.  Besides,  is  not  Apollo  the  poetical  type  of  the  sun, — and 
is  not  the  jolly  sun  a thirsty  soul  ? ** 

“Ay,  to  be  sure,”  assentcd  Owen,  laugliing,  "and  driuks  cmoun- 
tain  dew*  *like  a Highlander.” 

“ Or  a native  of  the  Isle  of  Sky  ! ” said  Brown. 

"Amos,”  continued  Owen,  " thou  hast  given  us  a most  apt  illustra- 
tion.  Thou  hast  surely  donned  the  casque  of  Minerva.** 

* Mountíiin-dew — whisky;  so  called  from  its  illicit  distillation  in  the  mountains. 
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et  A fig  for  tlie  owl-crested  casque  of  Minerva  ! M cried  Amos ; " give 
me  a cask  of  Madeira.  On  young  fellows  like  us,  Owen,  wit  sitsmore 
seemly  thaii  wisdom.  Our  youthful  spirits  now  elevate  us  to  tlie 
sparkling  regions  of  the  liglit  and  gav,  as  assnredly  asrtimé  and  oíd  age 
will — bring  us  to  the  grave!  But  ferother  Binks  has  f caught  the  eye 
of  the  speaker/  He  is  struggling  c like  a spent  swimmer  * against  the 
strong  current  of  his  thoughts.  Silence,  and  let  him  vent  his  meaning." 
Hereupon  little  Binks  iilled  a bu  m per,  and  rose. 
ee  Gentlemen/'  said  he,  <c  I am  naturally  diffident ; but  I fearlessly 
assert  that  what  I am  about  to  say  will  prove  infinitely  agreeable 
(hear  ! liear ! and  laughter).  I don't  mean  themanner  in  which  Ishall 
express  myself,  but  the  subject : at  the  same  time  I can  only  regret  that 
it  is  not  in  the  hands  of  one  more  capable  of  doing  justice  to  it,  for  I 
see  many  around  me  wlio  could  liave  done  it  better  (no!  no!) ; but, 
still,  I will  not  allow  tliat  they  could  liave  expressed  themselves  vvitli 
more  sincerity.  I am  confídent  you  will  ngree  with  me  that  the  indi- 
vidual I liave  the  honour  to  ñame  is  in  every  respect  worthy  of  your 
regard ; for,  wliile  his  urbanity  has  made  us  feel  perfectly  at  lióme,  his 
wit  has  enlivened  us.  Gentlemen,  I beg  leave  to  propose  the  liealth  of 
our  excellent  president.” 

Of  course  the  wliole  club  aróse  to  do  honour  to  Binks's  toast. 

All  eyes  were  instantly  directed  towards  Amos  Brown,  who  replied 
in  the  folio wing  terms : — 

<{  It  would  be  an  ill  compliment  to  you,  gentlemen,  to  say  that  I am 
flattered — I know  your  sincerity  too  well ; but,  in  acknowledging  that 
virtue  in  you,  I tacitly  admit  all  the  worth  and  excellence  your  par- 
tiality  has  attributed  to  me.  This  is  a very  awkward,  although  a plea- 
sant  dilemma  ; and  I feel  like  the  shipwrecked  tar  when  he  was  unani- 
mously  elected  chief  of  a tribe  of  savages,  and  presented  with  six  wives. 
And,  what  do  yon  think  he  did  ? Why,  like  a brave  man,  as  he  was, 
he  submitted  to  his  fate ; and,  thanking  them  heartily,  told  them  they 
were  too  bountiful  by  half ; and  that,  in  their  excessive  goodness,  they 
liad  measured  his  corn  bv  their  own  bushel.  In  expressing  my  hearty 
thanks,  I do  not  think  my  ingcnuity  can  suggest  a more  appropriate 
reply  than  that  of  the  bewived  mariner,  — and  to  which  I sliall  only 
add  my  wislies  for  your  health  and  prosperity.” 

<c  Excellent,  'pon  my  word  ! " exclaimed  líob  Wilkinson. 

“ I must  confess  I am  rather  disappointed,"  said  little  Binks  ; “ for  a 
man  of  his  inclies  I did  expect  he  would  liave  been  longcr  on  his  legs.” 
c<  Perhaps  you  will  go  so  far  as  to  assert,  Binks,  that  I liave  not 
risen — in  your  estimation  ? " inquired  Amos. 

“ Not  exactlv  so,"  replied  Binks.  “ But  I do  think,  gentlemen,  the 
chai r is  very  cliary  of  his  words  to-night ! " 

C(  Oh  ! ” — “ Oh  ! " — “ Olí  ! ” cried  the  club,  in  various  keys,  at  this 
attempt  at  facetiousness  on  the  part  of  Binks,  many  of  the  counte- 
nances  assuming  that  comical  expression  betwixt  crying  and  laughter 
which  the  “pins  and  needles"  of  a “ leg  asleep  " usually  produce. 

“ A most  iinpertinent  speecli,"  observed  Owen. 

“ Cali  it  a deferí- ohation,"  said  Amos  Brown, — <(  a poisoned  arrow 

shot  by  Envy  from  a cross -beau,  by  which  he  has  assuredly " (at 

this  june  ture  Binks  was  about  to  resume  his  seat,  when  a practical 
joker  having  withdrawn  his  cliair,  he  went  plump  upon  the  floor,) — 
“ let  himself  down  ! " concluded  Amos,  with  a prompt  and  liappy  allu~ 
sion  to  the  fallen  Binks. 
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The  peáis  of  laugliter  whick  followed  were  enougli  to— shake  out  tlie 
curls  of  the  45  oíd  Queen’s  Head.” 

The  good-humoured  Binks,  however,  rose  willi  agility,  and  joinedin 
the  merriment.  44  I ’m  only  sorry,”  said  he,  44  that  T have  lowered  my- 
self  in  your  eyes.  Laugh  on  ! for  when  a man's  jaws  are  distended  by 
laughter  there 's  no  fear  of  his  biting.  And  you  will  find  me  as  diífi- 
cult  to  4 put  out/ — as  you  would  Greek  fire." 

“ Bravo,  Biuks  ! " cried  Amos,  44  truly  you  are  like  a piece  of  phos- 
phorua,  a 4 rub ' only  makes  you  burn  brighter.  You  ought  really  to 
be  fond  of  a 4 rubber/  for  you  always  win.  But  come,  Binks,  regale 
our  ears  with  a little  melody.” 

Ujjon  this  challenge  Binks  struck  up  what  he  termed 
A MORAL  DTTTY. 

A sarving-man  upon  a nag  carne  trotting  down  the  road, 

The  sarving-man  was  fat  and  sleek,  and  eke  was  quite  a load, 

Lang  ditton,  ditton,  ditton,  ri  tudinay  1 
The  trotting-nag  was  lank  and  lean,  his  tail  was  like  a stump; 

The  sarving-man  he  whipp’d  and  spurr’d,  and  made  him  kick  and  jump — 
Lang  ditton,  ditton,  ditton,  ri  tudinay  I 
The  trotting-nag  carne  to  a pond,  and  there  he  stood  stock-still; 

Qüoth  the  sarving-man  unto  the  nag,  44  Iley,  Dobbin  ! what  ’s  your  will  ? n 
Lang  ditton,  ditton,  ditton,  ri  tudinay  I 
The  trotting-nag  ne'er  answer’d  fie,  but  waggled  quick  his  tail. 

And  stuck  his  head  atween  his  legs,  which  made  the  man  to  rail — 

Lang  ditton,  ditton,  ditton,  ri  tudinay  ! 

Tire  sarving-man  he  tugg'd  and  pull’d,  and  pulPd  and  tugg’d  the  rein, 

But  tugging,  pulling,  coaxing,  all  i'faith  were  tried  in  vain — 

Lang  ditton,  ditton,  ditton,  ri  tudinay  1 
At  length  the  nag  uplifted  both  his  hinder-legs,  and  duck'd, 

And  the  sarving-man  right  over  he  into  the  pond  was  chuck’d — 

Lang  ditton,  ditton,  ditton,  ri  tudinay  1 

, MORAL. 

A restive  nag  iuto  a pond  ne’er  lead,  good  sirs,  to  drink, 

For,  if  ye  cannot  swim,  egad  ! ye  Ve  very  like  to  sink, 

Lang  ditton,  ditton,  ditton,  ri  tudinay ! 

Joko  and  repartee  now  flew  from  side  to  side  witli  the  rapidity  of 
snow-balls,  and  there  was  many  a good  44  hit  ” made  in  the  general 
?nclée. 

The  great  dock,  howevcr,  struck  eleven,  and  the  meeting  broke  up 
in  the  highest  glee ; and  I was  altogetlier  so  gratified  witli  my  even- 
ing's  entertaiament,  that  I promised  to  be  Oweu’e  “ friend  " when  he 
next  enjoyed  the  privilege  of  giving  a man 
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LA  DILIGENCIA: 

AN  1NCIDENT  OF  TIIE  VVAR  IN  SPAIN. 

It  would  be  difticult  to  imagine  a greater  contrast  tlian  is  offered  to 
tlie  traveller  who,  after  a raihvay  fliglit  across  England  in  one  day,  and 
a stcam  passage  over  the  Bay  oí  Biscay  in  three,  lauda  on  tlie  north 
coast  of  Spain,  and  there  continúes  Lis  peregrinations  by  Spanish  con- 
vey anees,  and  on  Spanish  roads.  It  is  a natural  expectation  to  find 
diíferences  between  one  country  and  another,  even  in  the  most  familiar 
customs  and  arts  of  life,  but  not  to  the  extent  in  which  Spain  diífers 
from  all  other  European  kingdoms ; ñor  is  it  possible  to  be  prepared 
for  the  wild  and  half-civilized,  but  romantic  and  pie  tu  res  que,  State  of 
things  in  that  strange  country,  which  appears  to  llave  been  standing 
still,  while  other  nations  liave  been  makingrapid  strides  in  the  pleasant 
paths  of  Science  and  civilization. 

The  roads  in  Spain,  at  least  those  called  caminos  reales , or  royal 
roads,  are  admirably  good,  and  hard  as  granite,  of  which  they  are  gene- 
rally  composed,  gomewhat  in  the  style  of  Macadam»  During  the  late 
war,  however,  uiuch  injury  was  done  to  theui,  espeeially  by  the  Car- 
lists,  who,  to  delay  the  passage  of  their  opponents*  artillery,  would  cut 
broad  deep  trenches  in  the  roads,  tlirow  up  huge  parapeta,  and  break 
down  bridges.  These  damages  could  not  be  thoroughly  repaired  amidst 
the  confusión  of  a civil  war.  A few  trunks  of  trees,  with  planks  nailed 
across,  frequently  replaced  a liandsome  stone  bridge ; trenches  were 
tilled  up  hastily  with  bushes  and  brusliwood ; while  the  earth  and  rub- 
bish  of  the  overthrown  parapets  were  left  cunibering  the  road,  which 
in  sucli  places  a sliower  of  rain  converted  into  a quogmire.  Neither 
are  these  highways  numerous  in  Spain,  and  the  country  and  cross- 
roads  are  in  the  íast  degree  abominable  ; eitlier  narrow  filtliy  lañes, 
where  even  in  the  height  of  summer  a horse  sinks  up  to  his  knees  in 
feetid  mud,  serving  as  a breeding  ground  for  innumerable  mosquitos  ; 
or  urieven  sandy  paths,  bestrewed  with  large  stones,  aml  often  com- 
posed for  several  yards  of  masses  of  smooth  rock,  on  which  iron-shod 
lioofs  can  obtain  but  an  uncertain  and  slippery  footing. 

All  these  obstacles  to  travelling,  however,  disappear  before  the  un- 
tiring  energy  and  activity  of  Spanish  muleteers,  and  the  strength  and 
surefootedness  of  their  cattle.  It  is  an  animating  sight  to  see  one  of 
the  cumbrous  old-fashioned  diligences  rattling  and  jingling  along, 
drawn  by  six  or  eiglit  splendid  mules,  decked  out  with  ribands  and 
bell3.  If  there  be  a bend  in  the  road  witliin  lialf  a mile,  the  vehicle 
announces  its  approach  long  before  it  comes  in  sight.  The  wheezing 
and  groaning  of  the  clumsily  constructed  machine,  the  clatter  of  the 
lioofs,  and  occasional  loud  neighing  of  the  mules,  but  above  all  the  vo- 
ciferations  of  the  mayoral , or  conductor,  and  zagal,  or  driver,  proclaim 
from  afar  the  comiug  of  the  diligencia,  The  mules,  in  spite  of  their 
reputed  stubbornness,  exhibit  great  docility,  and  increase  or  slacken 
their  pace  at  the  mere  voice  of  the  driver,  who  addresses  them  in  turn, 
eacli  by  their  ñame.  “ Anda , Coronela , anda , querida  !”  cries  the  zagüí 
to  some  lady  mulé,  as  he  runs  by  her  side,  whilst  ascending  one  of  the 
hills  so  constantly  occurring  in  Spain.  And  the  obedient  Coronela 
pricks  up  her  ears,  and  with  a slmke  of  the  head,  which  causes  the 
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numerous  small  bells  fastened  about  lier  bridle  to  jingle  again,  and  sets 
her  bigli  panache  of  divers-coloured  horse-hair  waving  to  and  fro,  she 
presses  her  slioulder  with  redoubled  energy  to  the  clumsy  straw-stuffed 
collar.  Capitana,  Pepita,  Catalina, — in  shorts  eacli  of  the  team  in  tlieir 
turn  receive  the  more  or  lcss  affectionate  exhortations  of  the  zagal, 
intermingled,  in  the  course  of  a day's  journey,  with  as  many  of  those 
delicate  oatlis  abounding  in  the  Spanish  languagc  as  would  stock  a 
regiment  of  dragoons  for  a month’s  swearing.  Once  on  the  top  of  the 
hill,  the  active  fellow  catches  his  near-wheeler  by  the  tail,  swings  him- 
self  on  his  little  perch  in  front  of  the  vehicle,  and,  gathering  up  the 
ropes  which  do  duty  as  reins,  the  males  start  off,  trailing  a couple  of 
tons  weight  after  tliem,  at  the  rute  of  eiglit  or  nine  miles  an  hour. 

It  was  on  an  autumn  morning  of  the  year  1837  that  such  a vehicle 
as  we  have  described  was  standing  under  the  gateway  of  an  old-fa- 
shioned  posada,  or  inn,  situated  in  the  lieart  of  the  ever  heroic  city*  of 
Saragossa.  The  muí  es  were  put  to,  and  stood  shuking  tlieir  head-gear, 
and  occasionally  kicking  at  one  another,  in  their  impatience  to  depart. 
The  mayoral,  an  active,  light-limbed  fellow,  was  busy,  way-bill  in 
liand,  calling  over  the  ñames  of  those  who  were  to  travel  with  him. 
At  length  all  the  passengers  were  seated,  the  doors  shut,  the  mayoral's 
cigaretto  lighted,  and  the  diligence  emerged  from  the  gateway,  and 
rumbled  over  the  uneven  pavement  on  its  way  to  Madrid. 

At  the  period  we  refer  to,  the  hundred  and  eighty  miles  that  sepá- 
rate the  capital  of  Arragon  from  that  of  Spain  were  not  gone  over  in 
the  thirty  hours  that  ought  to  be,  and  probably  now  are,  suílicient  for 
the  journey.  The  road,  in  many  parts  rnucli  cut  up,  was  moreover 
infested  by  parties  of  the  Carlist  soldiery,  and  by  still  more  numerous 
bands  of  robbers,  who,  under  the  mask  of  Carlism,  plundered  and  pil- 
laged  to  their  liearts'  content.  To  lcssen  the  danger  of  encountering 
either  guerillas  or  higbwaymon,  the  diligcnces  only  travelled  in  broad 
daylight,  passing  the  night  in  fortiíied,  or  at  least  garrisoncd  places. 
This  precaution  had  for  result,  first,  that  the  journey  took  throe  days 
and  two  nights  to  accomplish ; and  secondly,  tliat  one  diligence  out  of 
three  arrived  at  its  destination  without  having  been  plundered  on  the 
ruad. 

The  travel iers  by  tlic  diligence,  wliose  departure  has  been  mentioned 
above,  were  of  that  motley  cliaracter  usually  found  in  such  vehiclcs. 
In  the  berlina,  or  coupé , were  twu  passengers, — a lady,  wliose  liaud- 
some  and  closely-fitting  travelling  dress  set  ofF  the  contours  of  a beau- 
tifully-forined  person,  although  her  liead  was  so  muflied  in  a ricli  lace 
mantilla  as  to  render  it  dihicult  to  distinguisli  her  fcatures.  She  was 
accompanied  by  a youth  of  eighteen,  apparently  her  brother,  and  easy 
to  recognise,  by  his  almost  Moorish  complexión  and  peculiar  accent,  as 
a native  of  the  orange-scented  valleys  of  Andalusia.  The  interior, 
which  may  be  cunsidered  as  a sort  of  juste  milicu  between  the  aristo- 
cratic  berlina  and  plebeian  rotunda,  had  four  occupants ; but  it  ap- 
peared  that  no  one  liad  been  teinpted  to  engage  the  two  central  places, 
deemed  so  un  desi  rabie  by  all  experienced  travellers.  In  one  córner, 
muflled  in  a lieavy  cloak  of  coarse  black  cloth,  sat  a Spanish  priest, 

* It  ís  the  custom  in  Spain  to  attach  certain  distinguishiug  epithets  to  such 
places  as  have  rendered  themselves  remarkable  liy  galluntly-KiisLuineil  sieges,  or 
ofcher  antions  of  ¿vial.  Thus  tliey  have  the  Siempre  heroica  Saragossa , — an  allusion 
to  the  resistancc  opposed  to  the  Prendí  by  that  íbrtress  ; La  invicta  Bilbao , — the 
nnconquered  Bilbao,  that  town  having  stood  two  sieges  from  the  Carlists,  &c.  &c. 
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with  wliom  penance  and  fleshly  mortification  appearcd  of  no  every  day 
occurrence,  judging  from  the  fair  round  belly  and  broad  unctuous  face 
of  the  reverend  padre.  Opposite  to  this  worthy  support  of  the  cliureh 
was  a tall,  well-built  young  inau,  wliose  red  and  white  skin,  blue  eyes, 
and  the  eoluur  of  bis  hair,  which  escaped  in  golden  curls  from  under  a 
green  tr^velling-cap,  denoted  him  to  be  a foreigner.  The  uianly  intelli- 
gent  expression  of  his  countenance  qualified  the  somewhat  feminine 
aspect,  which  his  excessive  fairness  might  otherwise  have  given  him, 
and  altogetlier,  he  was  such  a man  as  the  dark-browed  and  tender- 
hearted  dames  of  Southern  Spain  love  to  look  upon,  and  know  well  how 
to  appreciate. 

The  third  inmate  of  the  interior  was  a lieavy,  common-looking 
Spaniard,  oíFering  nothing  striking  either  in  appearance  or  manner. 
His  vis-á-vis,  however,  was  more  worthy  of  notice.  He  was  an  undcr- 
sized,  but  very  stoutly-made  man,  of  about  iifty  years  of  age,  with  a 
face  tanned  by  exposure  to  the  weather,  and  here  and  tliere  blotched 
with  red,  perhaps  from  intemperante.  His  features  liad  an  expression 
of  indomitable  resolution,  and  even  obstinacy.  He  liad  lost  his  left 
hand  ; but  its  place  was  in  part  supplied  by  a strong  Steel  liook,  briglit 
as  sil  ver  from  constant  use,  and  which  the  inanco*  showed  astonishing 
dexterity  in  applying  to  purposes  for  which  so  clumsy  an  instrument 
might  have  been  supposed  quite  unadapted.  Finally,  in  the  rotunda 
were  four  Spaniards  of  various  ages,  who  might  be  petty  merchants, 
shopkeepers,  or  escribanos  of  some  sort  or  description,  and  a broad- 
shouldered,  hard-handed  man,  wliose  broken  Spanish  betrayed  him  for 
an  Englishman,  while  his  round  blue  jacket  and  tarpaulin  physiognomy 
left  little  doubt  as  to  his  profession. 

The  diligente  pursued  its  road  for  some  hours  without  interruption 
of  any  kind.  No  incident  liad  occurred  of  a nature  to  alarm  the  tra- 
vellers,  some  of  whom  were  not  unlikely  to  feel  a little  nervous  and 
doubtful  as  to  the  fortúnate  aecomplishment  of  their  journey,  at  a 
period  when  roads  tvere  so  unsafe,  and  banditti  so  abundant.  After 
the  usual  mid-day  halt  for  repose  and  refreshuicut,  the  spirits  of  the 
little  caravan  secmed  to  rise,  cspecially  when  they  found  themselves 
approacliing  Ariza,  a small  town  where  they  were  to  pass  the  night. 
At  a few  leagues  from  that  place  the  diligence  began  to  ascend  a liill, 
and  several  of  the  passengers  aiighted,  in  order  to  walk  up. 

“ How  think  you,  mayoral/1  inquired,  in  tolerable  Spanish,  the  fair- 
liaired  youtli,  who  lías  been  described  as  occupying  a seat  in  the  inte- 
rior, “ are  the  gloomy  predictions  of  some  of  your  travellers  to  be  ful- 
lilled?  or  shall  we  get  to  Madrid  with  whole  skins,  and  purses  unemp- 
tied  otherwise  than  by  the  extortions  of  the  posaderos  on  the  road  ? 11 

“ Ojala  ! Señor  Francés"  replied  the  mayoral,  shrugging  his  slioul- 
ders ; “ el  sitio  este  es  mui/  malo,"  udded  he,  casting  his  eyes  arouqd 
him  ; c<  but  if  we  pass  this  weary  hill  without  liarm,  I think  we  have  a 
good  chance  of  reaching  Ariza  in  safety.  Por  lo  que  es  de  mañana — *'+ 
And  he  filled  up  the  blank  in  his  speech  by  one  of  those  expressive 
looks  and  gestures  so  often  used  by  the  Southern  nations,  and  which  in 
this  case  was  meant  to  express  perfect  ignorance  of  wliat  adventures 
might  be  in  reserve  for  the  morro w. 

“ But/*  continued  he  of  the  green  forage-cap,  “ have  you  no  arins  ? 

* Manco , a one-urmed  man. 

f GckI  gnuit  it ! Sir  Freudimktn.  Tliis  is  a bad  part  of  the  road.  As  regards 
to-morrow  .... 
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We  are  liere  a round  dozen  of  us,  and  migbt  surely  resist  the  attack  of 
any  small  body  of  bandits.” 

Santa  madre  de  Cristo  ! ” exclaimed  tbe  mayoral,  wltli  a look  of 
alarm,  íf  you  surely  do  not  dream  of  sucb  a tliing,  caballero.  No,  no  ! 
better  a whole  skin  tlian  a heavy  purse.  In  case  of  an  attack,  submis- 
sion  may,  and  probably  wlll,  save  your  life  ; but  resistance  could  never 
save  your  property.  For  the  lady’s  sake,  however,”  added  he,  lowering 
bis  voice,  and  glancing  towards  the  berlina,  4 1 would  gladly  see  the 
banks  of  the  Manzanares  ; for  she  is  no  brawny  peasant  wench  to  bear 
the  usage  she  would  too  probably  meet  with,  should  we  encounter  the 
facciosos ” 

The  young  Frencliman  cast  a look  of  interest  at  the  lady  thusalluded 
to,  and  who  liad  as  yet  scarcely  been  seen  by  her  fellow  travellers,  she 
not  having  joined  tliem  at  their  noon  repast.  He  then  turned  bis  at- 
tention  to  the  surrounding  country,  which  was  not  witliout  a character 
of  wild  beauty,  but  eminently  well  adapted  for  a surprise,  and  bearing 
out  the  epithet  of  muí/  malo  which  the  mayoral  liad  bestowed  upon  it. 
Without  being  exactly  mountainous,  the  district  tbey  were  trnversing 
was  suliiciently  liilly  to  render  their  horizon  a limitad  one.  The  road 
lay  over  a sort  of  waste,  or  lieatb,  intersected  with  ravines,  and  sprin- 
kled  here  and  there  with  clumps  of  cork-trees,  and  thickets  of  saplings 
and  brushwood.  Iu  some  places  it  ran  even  with  the  moor,  or  was 
raised  a little  above  it ; but  for  the  greater  part  of  the  long  ascent  up 
which  the  diligence  was  now  toiling,  the  road  had  been  hollowed  out  to 
a deptli  of  ten  or  fifteen  feet  below  the  level  of  the  heatli. 

At  a short  distance  from  the  summit  of  the  liill  was  a kind  of  step, 
or  landing-place,  of  about  a liundred  yards  long,  which  one  might 
almost  have  supposed  placed  there  to  give  the  tired  mules  a moment’s 
repose  before  completing  the  ascent.  Far,  however,  from  allowing 
tliem  any  respite,  the  mayoral  callcd  to  the  driver  to  urge  them  on,  and 
that  in  so  hurried  and  impatient  a tone,  that  more  than  one  of  the  tra- 
vellers anxiously  inquired  the  cause  of  such  liaste. 

*g  Mal  sitio , mal  sitio , Señores,”  muttered  the  mayoral. 

As  lie  uttered  the  words,  the  heavy  leaden  sound  produced  by  liorses 
galloping  over  turf  bccame  audible,  and  a horseman  suddenly  appeared 
on  the  bank  which  overliung  the  road,  reining  up  his  steed  at  the  very 
brink.  For  the  space  of  a secoud  he  gazed  at  the  diligence,  and  then 
pronouncing  in  a loud  sharn  tone  the  single  word  llalto  / ” lie  turned 
liis  horse,  and  disuppeareu.  Before  the  startled  travellers  had  time 
to  ask  one  another  the  meaning  of  this  strange  incident,  tliey  found 
themselves  surrounded  by  a score  of  irregular  cavalry. 

The  appearance  of  the  new-comers  was  by  no  means  prepossessing. 
Their  weather-beaten  countenances  were,  for  the  most  part,  remark- 
able  for  a ferocious  and  savage  expression,  enhanced  by  their  thick 
ragged  mustaches  traversing  their  faces,  and  joining  the  whisker, 
giving  a peculiarly  tiger-like  look  to  their  physiognomies.  Their  per- 
sons,  lean  and  wiry  from  constant  exercise  and  frequent  liard  living, 
were  clothed  in  black  sheep-skin  jackets,  the  only  part  of  their  dress 
in  which  they  were  uniform.  Some  liad  boots,  others  shoes  of  untanned 
leather,  and  others  again  liempen  sandols,  and  their  spurs  strapped  to 
their  naked  heels.  About  lialf  of  them  had  carbines,  and  all  were 
armed  with  heavy  sabres,  and  with  lances,  from  below  the  iron  lieads 
of  which  11  uttered  small  pennons  of  the  Spanish  colours,  the  ílaunting 
yellow  and  red. 
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Several  of  tlie  banditti  dismounted,  and  began  to  c.ut  tbe  cords  by 
whicli  the  luggage  was  secured  on  tlie  diligence.  The  chief  of  the 
party,  who  liad  little  to  distinguisli  him  from  liis  mcn,  except  a dingy 
gold  tassel  on  the  top  of  liis  white  boina , or  cap,  approaclied  the  group 
of  travellers,  and  siniled  sardonically  on  beholding  tlieir  palé  and  ter- 
rified  faces.  Four  only  of  the  number  showed  no  symptom  of  fear  ; 
these  were  the  sailor-looking  Englishman,  the  manco , the  Andalusian, 
and  the  French  youth  who  has  been  already  alludcd  to.  The  lady  and 
lier  brother  had  been  compelled  to  alight  and  join  their  fellow  travel- 
lers, and  the  young  man  was  occupied  in  soothing  the  fears  and  sup- 
purting  the  lialf-fainting  form  of  his  sister ; but  although  his  lips  were 
compressed,  and  his  brow  fluslied  and  anxious,  no  abject  signs  of  terror 
appeared  upon  his  liandsome  countenance. 

“ Vamos ! los  pasaportes  ! 99  cried  the  leader,  wlien  he  saw  that  a 
portion  of  his  men  were  busily  engaged  with  the  plunder.  “ It  is  the 
duty  of  every  caballero  to  attend  to  the  interests  of  his  king,  although 
at  the  same  time  he  is  not  called  upon  to  neglect  his  own." 

And  he  took  a passport  from  amongst  a dozen  of  those  documents, 
wliich  one  of  the  Carlists  had  collected  from  the  travellers,  and  now 
offered  to  his  cliief. 

<<r  Hum  ! — French — Strasburg — París — Verneuil — Propriétaire — ” 
And,  in  conformity  with  the  almost  unvarying  practice  of  the  Carlists 
during  the  late  war,  to  conciliate  the  French,  wliether  individually  or 
as  a nation,  either  in  hopes  of  assistance,  or,  ns  mnny  say,  in  gratitude 
for  aid  secretly  received  from  that  power,  the  guerilla  returned  the 
passport  to  its  owner,  with  some  attempt  at  courtes)7,  and  a sort  of  lmlf 
apology  for  delaying  his  journey. 

Very  different  was  the  elfect  produced  by  the  next  passport  which 
he  snatclied  from  his  órderly.  It  was  that  of  the  sailor-looking  Eng- 
lishman, who  stepped  forward  on  hearing  his  ñame  called  out  by  the 
guerilla. 

“ Ha  ! ha  ! 99  cyried  the  latter  with  a grin  of  savage  exultation  ; <e  un 
Ingles . You  are  one  of  those  accursed  foreigners  whose  artillerv  drove 
us  froin  before  Bilbao,  at  the  very  moment  we  were  about  to  triumpli, 
— who  snatched  from  us  the  reward  of  the  fever  and  thirst,  the  coid 
and  liunger  we  endured  when  lying  on  the  bleak  and  dreary  hills,  with 
show  for  our  beds,  fain  to  slieltcr  ourselves  from  the  biting  frost  under 
the  bodies  of  our  dead  comrades.  You  are  one  of  those  who  fillod  the 
once  happy  valleys  of  Guipúzcoa  with  wailings  and  lamentations  for 
the  loss  of  their  best  and  bravgst  sons.  To  you,  and  such  as  you,  shall 
no  merey  be  shown." 

Before  the  unlucky  Englishman  could  proffer  a word  in  his  defence, 
he  was  seized  by  two  of  the  Carlists,  and  dragged  to  the  foot  of  a tree 
growing  at  the  road-side.  Over  a high  gnarled  bougli  a rope  had  been 
thrown,  with  a slip-noose  adjusted.  The  drops  of  perspiration  stood 
like  beads  on  the  brow  of  the  wretched  man  when  he  saw  the  immi- 
nence  of  his  peril,  and  he  again  attempted  to  obtain  a hearing,  and  to 
explain  the  peaceable  nature  of  his  profession  as  master  of  a merchant- 
man. 

One  minute  for  a prayer  ! 99  shrieked  he  at  length,  seeing  his  fnte 
inevitable,  and  by  a violent  effort  nearly  shaking  off  the  two  men  who 
were  fixing  the  rope  round  his  neck. 

<e  Ileretics  liave  no  need  of  p rayere/'  was  the  reply  ; and  the  next 
moment  the  doomed  wretch  liung  writhing  and  dangling  full  ten  feet 
from  the  ground. 
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Meantime  the  cliief  of  the  party  proceeded  witli  lils  examination  of 
tlie  passports.  Two  or  tliree  of  the  passengers  lmd  theirs  returned  to 
them  without  observution  ; ñor  was  the  priest  molestad  otlierwise  tliau 
by  a fuinbling  of  his  person,  whicli  brouglit  to  light  a leathern  belt 
well  lined  witli  bright  gold  ounces.  Tliese  the  banditti  divided 
amongst  themselves  amidst  roars  of  laughter  at  the  crest-fallcn  looks 
of  tlie  shaveling. 

“ Where  is  Pablo  Fermín,  correo?”  inquired  the  leader. 

The  one-handed  man  answered  to  his  ñame. 

<e  What  courier  are  you  ? " 

A courier  for  carrying  despatches.” 

“ Most  couriers  are.  For  whom  do  you  carry  them  ? ” 

“ For  the  Spanisli  government.” 

For  the  government  of  his  Majesty  Charles  the  Fifth?  M 
<(  For  that  of  lier  Majesty  the  Queen  Regent.” 

<e  Maldita  sea  la  puta.  And  was  it  in  fighting  for  lier  you  lost  your 
arm  ? " . 

“ No ; it  was  in  fighting  under  Alina  against  the  realistas  in  ’23  ” 

“ Thou  art  a bold  cock  to  crow  so  loudly  when  in  the  elutehes  of  the 
fox.  Iiand  over  your  despatches.” 

“ If  I liad  anv,  I sliould  not  be  travelling  by  diligence,  but  post,  or 
on  horsebuck.” 

<c  True-  I like  your  bluntness,  and  it  shall  get  you  off  cheap.  Give 
a cheer  for  Carlos  Quinto,  and  tben  take  back  your  passport  and  pur- 
sue  your  journey.” 

The  manco  made  no  reply. 

“ Now  tlien — Viva  Carlos  Quinto  ! What  are  you  waiting  for  ? ” 

“ No  quiero”* 

“ A cheer  for  Carlos  Quinto/'  persisted  the  guerilla,  in  a voice  of 
thunder,  his  brow  knitting  and  darkening  at  the  obstinacy  of  the 
courier. 

“ No  quiero  ” 

“ Demonio  ! ” growled  the  Carlist ; and  he  aimed  a blow  at  the  manco 
witli  his  íist. 

The  blow  was  rudely  parried  by  tlie  iron  fin  of  the  courier,  and  the 
blood  streamed  from  the  guerilla's  knuckles.  An  instant  afterwards 
the  unfortunate  Fermín  was  struck  to  the  grouud,  and  subjected  to 
every  kind  of  ill  treatment. 

“ Cry  ‘ Viva  Carlos  Quinto  ! M sliouted  one  ruffian,  accoinpanying  his 
order  by  a violent  poke  in  the  ribs  from  the  butt  end  of  his  lance. 

<e  A viva  for  the  king ! yelled  another,  tlirusting  the  point  of  his 
glittering  knife  an  inch  deep  into  his  victim's  calves. 

The  ex-soldier  of  Alina  persisted  in  his  obstinacy.  His  repeated 
<{  No  quiero”  at  last  so  exasperated  the  Carlista,  that  tliey  abandoned 
the  lance-pole  and  fíat  of  the  sword  for  the  sharp  point  and  keen  edge, 
and  in  a few  minutes  the  unlucky  Fermín  lay  under  their  liorses’  feet 
covered  witli  wounds,  and  senseless  from  loss  of  blood. 

Sucli  common  occurrences  as  the  lianging  of  one  man,  and  the  tor- 
turing,  and  perhaps  mortally  wounding  of  another,  produced  no  sensa- 
tion  amongst  the  partida , accustomed  as  tliey  were  to  the  daily  repeti- 
tion  of  similar  atrocities.  But  when  the  turn  of  the  lady  and  her  bro- 
tlier  carne,  the  rummaging  in  trunks  and  portmanteaus,  wliich  had 
been  occupying  the  greater  ]iart  of.  the  Carlists,  was  abandoned,  and 
• I do  not  cboose.  The  most  emphatic  of  Spanish  negatives. 
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tliey  crowded  round  their  chief,  who  read  aloud  tlie  contents  of  a pass- 

port,  setting  fortli  tliat  Doña  Beatrix  D , wife  of  a colonel  in  the 

Queen's  Service,  and  her  brotlier,  José  Alaria  Valdez,  were  proceeding 
from  Saragossa  to  Madrid  on  their  prívate  affairs. 

cc  Aver  la  cara ,*'*  said  a gigantic  Carlist,  with  features  frightfully 
scarred  by  a sabre-eut.  And,  stepping  forward,  he  was  about  to  pulí 
aside  the  mantilla  which  shronded  the  lady's  head,  wlien  he  was  pre- 
vented  by  the  young  Andalusian,  wlio  placed  liimself  bcfore  bis  sistcr 
with  a look  and  gesture  sbowing  his  determination  to  protect  her  even 
with  his  life.  Before  the  bandit  could  recover  from  his  astonishment 
at  being  opposed  by  an  unarmed  and  beardless  stripling,  the  obstacle 
was  removed  from  his  patli.  One  of  his  comrades  brought  his  lance  to 
the  guard,  and  with  a vigorous  parry  hurled  the  youtli,  stunned  and 
senseless,  to  the  ground.  At  tlic  same  instant  the  black  lace  veil  was 
snatched  brutally  from  before  the  lady's  face. 

For  a few  secunda  there  was  a deep  silence,  and  even  the  scum  and 
refuse  of  liumanity  there  assembled  together  seemed  absorbed  in  ad- 
miration  of  the  beautiful  creature  now  before  them.  Every  physical 
perfection  liad  indeed  becn  bestowed  with  a lavisli  hand  on  Doña 
Beatrix  D * * *.  The  beautifnlly  rounded  and  symmetrical  form,  which 
liad  already  attracted  the  attention  of  her  fellow-travcllers,  was  accom- 
panied  by  a eountenance  of  enchanting  expression,  and  perfect  regular- 
ity  of  feature.  Large  masses  of  hair,  black  and  glossy  as  the  raven’s 
wing,  clustered  over  her  high  white  forehead  ; lier  eyes  were  cast 
down,  and  from  under  the  long  fringes  of  their  lids  big  tears  cliased 
one  another  over  cheeks  where  the  warm  olive  tint  was  now  replaced 
by  a deadly  paleness.  The  scene  was  one  of  st  rango  and  intense  inte- 
rest.  In  the  foreground,  the  wild  figures  of  the  Carlists,  some  on 
horseback,  and  some  on  foot,  surrounding  tliis  beautiful  and  hapless 
woman,  who  appeared  about  to  swoon  away,  overeóme  by  the  horror 
and  suspense  of  her  position.  A little  more  to  the  rear  the  travellers 
were  grouped  together,  for  the  most  part  lamenting  in  subdued  tones 
their  individual  losses.  The  young  Frencliman  stood  a little  in  ad- 
vance,  and  it  liad  required  the  forcible  representations  of  the  mayoral, 
vvlio  was  standing  by  liim,  and  the  evidently  worse  than  uselessness  of 
his  interference,  to  prevent  him  from  rushing  forward  to  interpose  in 
the  bloody  episodes  he  liad  witnessed.  In  the  back  ground,  the  traces 
of  the  diligence  had  been  cut,  and  the  mules  were  endeavouring  to 
crop  some  meagre  furze-bushes  which  straggled  over  the  road-side. 
Trunks  and  packages  were  broken  and  torn  open,  their  contents  lying 
scattered  and  tossed  in  the  mud ; and  in  the  direction  whence  the  dili- 
gence had  come,  a vedette  was  placed  to  guard  against  a surprise. 
Nearly  over  the  head  of  the  chief  of  the  Carlists  the  now  dead  body  of 
the  Englishman  was  dangling  in  the  wind.  No  care  had  been  taken 
to  cover  his  face,  which  was  surcharged  with  blood,  and  of  a deep  pur- 
ple  colour,  with  the  tongue  tlirnst  out  of  his  mouth,  as  though  in  deri- 
sion  of  his  murderers ; while  on  either  side  of  the  road  were  lying  the 
courier  and  the  Andalusian,  botli  senseless,  and  the  former  weltering 
in  a pool  of  his  own  blood. 

The  momentary  pause  perliaps  a little  emboldened  the  lady,  and  she 
veutured  half  to  raise  her  eyes,  and  to  give  a trembling  deprecatory 
glance  around.  But  there  was  no  mistaking  the  frightful  expression 
depicted  on  the  faces  of  the  desperadoes  who  surrounded  her.  A half- 

* Let  us  scc  the  fuec. 
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suppressed  scream  escaped  lier,  and,  covering  her  face  witli  her  liands, 
she  sank  upon  lier  knees,  when  suddenly  tlic  same  scarred  and  hideous 
ruflian  who  had  torn  away  lier  veil  bonnded  on  his  horse,  tlien  stooping 
lovv,  caught  the  lady  round  the  waist  with  one  arin,  and  tlirowing  her 
before  him  on  the  saddle,  drove  spurs  into  his  charger’s  flanks,  and  in 
an  instant  disappeared  over  the  summit  of  the  liill. 

For  an  instant  or  two  the  guerillas  appeared  paralysed  by  the  sud- 
denness  of  the  action.  Tlien,  however,  seven  or  eight,  who  were 
mounted,  spurred  in  pursuit,  yelling  and  shouting  as  they  went,  and 
others  were  running  to  their  horses,  when  their  leader  compelled  them 
to  remain. 

“ JEnough  Lave  gone,”  said  he,  witli  a ferocious  smile.  “We  have 
already  lost  too  mucli  time.  In  ten  minutes  every  man  in  the  saddle.” 

All  was  now  liaste  and  bustle.  The  Carlist  vaíises  were  crammed  to 
bursting  with  the  spoil,  and,  in  addition,  nearly  every  horse  liad  a 
blanket  or  cloak  filled  with  plunder,  tlirown  like  a sack  across  his  crup- 
per.  One  fellow  might  be  seen  exchanging  his  worn-out  sandals 
for  a pair  of  new  boots ; another  divesting  himself  of  liis  toril  and 
tiltil  y fur  jacket,  and  replacing  it  by  a coat  of  the  finest  broad  cloth. 
The  prescribed  ten  minutes  thrice  elapsed  before  the  banditti  formed 
up,  and  at  the  word  of  coininand  set  olf  at  a brisk  trot  in  the  direction 
o t Ariza. 

Scarcely  had  the  Carlists  taken  their  departure,  wlien  the  mayoral, 
who  was  somewhat  accustomed  to  thesc  scenes,  called  upon  the  travel- 
lers  to  assist  him  in  replacing  the  luggage  upon  the  diligence,  and  re- 
]iairing  as  far  as  possible  the  damage  tlmt  liad  been  done.  The  two 
wounded  men  received  immediate  attention.  Fermin's  wounds  had 
now  stoppcd  bleeding,  and  having  been  bandaged  as  well  as  circum- 
Btances  would  permit,  he  was  placed  in  the  diligence.  Much  time  and 
trouble  were  expended  before  consciousness  could  be  restored  to  the 
Andalusian,  who  had  received  a violent  blow  on  the  head.  On  re- 
covering  his  senses,  his  tirst  inquiry  was  for  his  sister.  No  one  cared 
to  answer  his  question.  He  repeated  it,  and  still  receiving  no  reply, 
sprang  to  his  feet,  grasped  the  mayoral  by  the  throat,  and  swore  that 
he  would  strangle  him  if  he  did  not  inform  him  of  his  sister's  fate. 
The  honest  fellow  gently  disengaged  himself  from  the  liands  of  the  in- 
furiated  stripling,  and  in  a voice  husky  with  emotion  related  wliat  had 
occurred.  Scarcely  were  the  words  out  of  liis  inoutli,  when  Valdez 
was  off  with  the  speed  of  a deer  on  the  trail  of  his  sister's  ravishers. 

At  lengtli  the  remains  of  the  baggage,  and  the  body  of  the  dead 
Englishman  were  placed  on  the  diligence,  the  rope  traces  knottcd,  and 
the  journey  resumcd.  After  a sliort  lialf  league,  the  road  lay  through 
a wood  traversed  by  verdant  glades  striking  oiF  at  right  angles  froin  the 
highway,  and  now  bcstrcwed  with  the  falling  and  many-eoloured  leaves 
of  autumn.  Opposite  one  of  tliese  glades  the  zagal  suddenly  pulled  up 
his  nuiles.  At  a dozen  paces  from  the  road,  stretclied  upon  the  grass, 
whicli  in  this  place  was  trampled  and  blood-stained,  her  liead  support- 
ed  by  her  brother,  lay  the  hapless  Doña  Beatrix  ; but,  alas  ! how  dif- 
ferent  now  from  two  hours  back  ! lier  dress  was  torn  into  fragments  ; 
lier  suiall  silk  shoes  had  fallen  from  her  feet,  wliich.  were  stained  with 
mud,  and  bleeding,  as  thougli  shc  had  been  dragged  barefoot  over  Hinty 
paths.  The  tiglitly-fitting  boddice,  wliich  enclosed  her  beautiful  bust, 
was  rent  asunder ; her  dark  huir  hung  tangled  and  dishevelled  on  her 
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exquisitely  formed  shoulders  ; blood  was  on  her  bosom;  and  the  cada- 
verous  paleness  of  death  upon  lier  lovely  countenance. 

Several  of  the  travellers  alighted,  but  Valdez  motioned  them  to  keep 
buck. 

“ Padre  ” said  he,  ce  your  holy  aid  would  be  acceptable*” 

The  priest  approached,  and  knelt  heside  the  dying  lady.  Scarcely, 
liowever,  had  lie  commenced  the  íirst  words  of  spiritual  consolation, 
when  a slight  rattle  was  heard  in  her  throat,  lier  eyes  rolled,  and  Val- 
dez felt  an  increased  weight  on  his  arm.  Her  spirit  had  passed  awav. 

Plací ng  his  sister’s  liead  upon  the  soft  turf  with  as  ínucli  care  as 
though  it  had  been  that  of  a new-born  infant,  the  young  Andalusian 
threw  liiinself  on  his  face  by  her  side,  and  remained  in  that  position 
while  the  priest  recited  prayers  for  the  departed  soul.  When  the 
churchinan  had  finislied  his  ministry,  Valdez  aróse,  and  kneeling  be- 
side  the  body,  placed  one  hand  on  its  forehead,  yet  clammy  with  tho 
dews  of  death,  and  raising  the  otlier  towards  lieaven,  for  the  space  of  a 
minute  his  lips  moved,  although  no  sound  escaped  from  them.  Then 
dipping  a finger  of  liis  right  hand  in  his  sister’s  blood,  he  tore  open  his 
sliirt,  and  marked  a crimson  vross  on  his  breast  over  his  heart . Tliis 
strange  ceremony  performed,  he  wrapped  the  corpsc  in  an  ampie  cloak, 
bore  it  with  a dry  eye  and  firm  step  to  the  coach,  and  took  his  seat  be- 
side  it  in  the  berlina.  Tvvo  hours  afterwards  the  diligence  was  ut 
Ariza. 


Some  montlis  had  elapsed  since  the  incidents  related  above.  On  the 
opposite  sides  of  a large  and  fertile  valley  of  Western  Navarro,  sitúate 
within  a few  leagues  of  Estella,  a Carlist  and  a Christino  corps 
d’année  were  bivouacking.  The  weathcr  was  what  it  usually  is  in  the 
month  of  Augnst  in  the  delightful  plains  of  Navarre ; the  night  was 
mild  and  baliny,  and  the  sleep  obtained  by  the  weary  soldier  with  a 
grass  or  stubble  field  for  his  bed,  and  a turf  bank  for  his  pillow,  np- 
peared  far  more  refreshing  than  if  it  had  been  taken  in  the  cióse  and 
lieated  atmosphere  of  a barrack-room. 

The  stars  began  to  disappear  óne  by  one  from  the  firmament,  and 
the  tires  that  had  been  lighted  more  for  precaution  than  warmth's 
sake,  were  siiiouldering  anu  dying  away.  Suddenly  tlirough  the  still- 
ness  of  the  air  burst  a clang  of  martial  music ; a numerous  and  skilful 
brass  hand  was  playing  the  diana * in  the  Carlist  cauip.  A minute  or 
two  later  it  was  responded  to  in  a similar  manner  from  the  opposite 
side  of  the  valle}’'. 

Immediately  everytliing  was  bustle  and  movement  wliere  a moment 
beforc  sleep  and  stillness  had  reigned.  Cavalry  unlinking  their  horses, 
which  had  been  picketed  in  line,  infantry  putting  on  their  knapsacks, 

• It  is  well  known  that  immbers  of  voung  priests  and  monks  threw  asido  their 
gowns  to  join  the  troops  of  Don  Carlos.  Amongst  them  were  man  y who  had  been 
accustomed  to  play  the  different  wind Instruments  used  in  llaman  Catholic  churchcs 
and  processions,  and  not  a few  of  tliesu  entered  the  brass-bands  of  tlie  Carlist  butto- 
lions,  and  greatly  impro  ved  them  by  their  knowledge  of  mu.sic,  and  the  example  of 
their  fine  execution.  It  would,  perhaps,  he  diilicult  to  fmd  anywhere  better  brass 
banda  than  some  which  existed  in  Don  Cariosas  army,  and  the  eifect  of  the  diana  or 
riveillte  was  peculiarly  striking,  followed,  as  it  usually  was,  hy  some  of  the  beauti- 
ful  and  elia racteri Stic  Spanish  airs,  and  heard  amidst  the  picturesque  scenery  of 
some  of  the  wildest  parta  of  Spain» 
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or  rather  the  linen  morral  or  havresack,  which  011  active  Service  con- 
tains  the  spare  shirt  and  a few  otlier  articles  necessary  for  the  toilet  of  a 
Spanish  soldier ; cavalicrs  and  foot-soldiers  wiping  the  night-dews 
from  the  briglit  Steel  of  their  lance-heads,  sabré  scabbards,  and  musket 
barréis.  Soine  fumbled  in  the  depths  of  their  havresacks  for  the  dry 
fragments  of  bread  reserved  from  their  supper,  whilst  others,  whose 
evening  appetite  had  left  no  provisión  for  the  morning's  hunger,  con- 
soled themselves  witli  the  paper  cigar,  which,  wliere  tobáceo  was 
scarce,  two  comrades  might  occasionally  be  seen  dividing  betvveen  them 
by  the  equitable  System  of  altérnate  puífs.  Here  and  there  a canil - 
mera  with  a wicker-basket  on  lier  arm,  from  which  protruded  the 
necks  of  two  or  three  bottles,  circulated  amongst  the  men,  administer- 
ing  to  such  as  had  will  to  drink,  and  means  to  pay,  the  morning  com- 
fort of  two  quartos  wortli  of  aguadiente , and  receiving  on  all  sidos  a 
tire  of  jests  often  more  quaint  than  delicate,  but  to  which  the  ready- 
witted  camp-follower  was  never  at  a loss  for  a reply. 

At  length  the  sun,  which  had  for  some  time  been  reddening  the  tops 
of  the  higher  mountains,  threw  its  first  rays  over  their  suinmits ; a 
bread  bank  of  light  white  vapour,  which  filled  the  lower  and  central 
part  of  the  valley  was  gradually  lifted  like  a curtain  of  silver  tissue, 
and  the  positions  of  Carlists  and  Christinos  becamc  visible  to  eacli 
other.  TJie  former  occupied  a range  of  low  liills  rnnning  parallel  to 
part  of  the  monntain  chair  which  bonnded  the  valley  tothe  north.  The 
Christinos,  on  the  other  hand,  had  quite  abandoned  the  liigh  ground, 
which  their  superiority  in  cavalry  enabled  them  to  do  with  safety,  and 
liad  taken  up  their  position  in  the  plain  ; their  riglit  protected  by  a srnall 
river ; their  centre  leaning  on  an  oval-shaped  hillock,  of  so  regular  a 
form  as  to  bear  some  resemblance  to  a Román  tumulus ; while  their 
left,  inclüding  a large  proportion  of  the  cavalry,  was  posted  in  some 
stubble-fields,  the  country  between  which  and  the  Carlists  being  tole- 
rably  opon,  the  latter  could  not  descend  to  any  distance  from  tlieir 
positions,  without  putting  themselves  within  the  swoop  of  the  hostile 
uragoons. 

Towards  tlie  left  flank  of  a squadron  of  ligeros , or  light  cavalry, 
forming  part  of  the  Christinos'  left  wing,  were  two  oflicers,  who  have 
been  already  introduced  to  the  reader,  but  under  very  dilferent  cir- 
cumstances.  One  of  them,  who  was  stationed  in  front  of  the  squadron, 
was  a large  powerful  man,  of  about  forty  years  of  age,  and  of  a pecu- 
linrly  sullen  and  ferocious  physiognomy,  overgrown  by  masses  of  beard 
aml  mustache.  This  was  the  notorious  Matías,  surnamed  El  Maris- 
cal, from  liis  liaving  followed  the  trade  of  a furrier  in  bis  )routh.  Since 
the  commencement  of  the  war  he  had  been  an  active  partisan  of  Don 
Carlos,  and  had  made  himself  remarked  by  bis  cold-blooded  cruelty 
and  successful  predatory  excursions,  the  scene  of  which  had  latterly 
lain  in  Arragon.  Under  the  inflnence  of  caprice  or  discontent  he  had 
left  the  Carlists,  previously,  however,  negotiating  with  their  opponents 
for  oblivion  of  bis  past  oftences,  and  admission  into  a cavalry  regiment, 
which  he  had  obtained,  although  only  with  the  rank  of  lieutenant.  On 
joining  the  squadron  he  had  not  recognized  in  the  cornet  placed  under 
bis  orders,  the  young  Frenchman  whom  bis  band  had  stopped  and 
plundered  some  months  before  in  the  Saragossa  diligenee.  Verneuil, 
however,  had  a better  memory.  líe  had  come  to  Spain  on  a visit  of 
curiosity,  but  when  once  there,  the  blast  of  the  war-trumpet,  and  the 
crack  of  the  guerilla’s  rifle  had  inflamed  bis  imagination,  and  mude  liim 


506 


LA  DILIGENCIA. 


desirous  of  serving  a campaign  or  two ; and  being  well  recommended  at 
Madrid,  he  soon  got  a commission  in  a regiment  of  light  dragoons.  It 
was  with  inexpressible  disgust  that  a short  time  after  he  joined  he  saw 
thrust  into  the  same  troop  as  himself,  and  evea  placed  in  authority 
over  him,  the  very  higlnvayman  — for  such  he  con  si  dered  the  ex-Car- 
list,  who  had  stopped  hiin  on  liis  journey  to  Madrid.  Resisting  his 
first  impulse,  whicli  was  to  leave  a Service  where  he  was  compelled  to 
lierd  with  such  a ruftian,  he  consoled  himself  with  the  reflection  of  á la 
guerre  commc  á la  guerre,  and  contented  himself  with  eschewing  as 
miich  as  possible  the  society  of  his  new  and  unwelcome  comrade.  He 
was  now  sitting  on  his  horse  in  rear  of  the  squadron. 

Near  the  left  of  the  front  rank  of  the  same  troop  was  a soldicr  who 
had  deserted  from  the  Carlists  a few  days  previously,  and  volunteered 
into  the  ligeros.  lie  was  a sliglit  and  delicate-looking  man,  retir ¡ng 
in  rnanner,  and  totally  deficient  in  the  usnally  huoyant  spirits  of  Spanish 
soldiers.  Although  evidently  very  young,  his  hair  was  mingled  with 
grey,  his  brow  wrinkled,  and  furrows  niarked  his  sunken  and  meagre 
cheeks.  His  presence  had  as  yet  been  almost  unnoticed  in  the  squad- 
ron, except  by  Verneuil,  who  liad  observed  his  melancholy  disposition, 
and  had,  moreover,  a recollection  of  having  somewliere  seen  him  be- 
fore.  After  racking  his  memory  in  vain  to  think  where  it  could  llave 
been,  he  decided  that  he  must  be  mistaken,  and  that  it  was  some  re- 
semblance  which  thus  misled  him. 

The  sun  was  now  well  above  the  mountains,  and  the  powcr  of  its 
early  rays  gave  promise  of  a noontide  heat  which  would  render  it  plea- 
santer  to  repose  than  to  fight.  Yet  neither  party  showed  any  disposi- 
tion to  turn  to  advantage  the  cooler  liours  of  the  morning.  The  Carlists 
feared  to  descend  into  the  plain  on  account  of  the  numerous  cavalry 
opposed  to  them,  and  the  Christino  general  had  no  inducement  to  waste 
the  blood  of  his  men  by  attackingthe  enemy  in  their  mountain  position, 
úseles»  even  when  conquered  from  them.  Mean  time  the  partisans  of 
Don  Carlos  amused  themselves  with  liurling  abuse  and  maledictions  at 
their  antagonists,  according  to  their  laudable  custom  when  not  more 
actively  employed,  and  numerous  and  unflattering  were  the  allusions 
made  to  the  fair  fame  of  the  Queen  Motil er,  and  the  legitimacy  of  her 
daughter,  intermingled  with  those  shrill  yells  and  long  wild  laughs  by 
which  the  Basques  and  Navarrese  make  themselves  lieard  at  incredible 
distances  in  their  rugged  mountain-passes.  At  length,  on  the  extreme 
riglit  an  irregular  ti  ring  was  lieard,  and  soon  along  the  whole  of  the 
line  skirmishers  were  out,  and  a sinart  desultory  tire  kept  up.  Still 
the  Carlists  seemed  unwilling  to  advance  their  masses,  and  the  whole 
day  seemed  likeiy  to  be  wasted  in  a skirmish,  when  the  Christino 
general  ordered  some  light  guns,  and  a squadron  of  cavalry,  to  move 
towards  theCarlist  positions,  at  the  same  time  despatcliing  an  aide-de- 
camp  to  the  left  wing,  with  directions  for  the  oílicer  commanding 
there.  The  bait  took.  When  the  Carlists  saw  the  artillery  and  its 
feeble  escort  advance  towards  their  lines,  driving  in  their  skirmishers, 
and  then  coolly  unlimbering  and  loading  their  pieces,  they  sent  out  a 
couple  of  squadrons,  closely  followed  up  by  a battalion  of  infantry,  to 
bring  in  the  guns  and  handful  of  men  who  thus  rail,  as  it  were,  into 
the  lion's  jaws.  As  they  arrived  within  a few  yards  of  the  muzzles  of 
the  held-pieces,  a simultaneous  discharge  was  made,  and  the  dragoons 
boldly  attacked  the  superior  forcé  brought  against  them.  At  the  same 
instant  a flourish  of  trumpets  was  heard,  and  a strong  body  of  cavalry 
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debonched  from  behind  a small  wood,  extending  from  the  left  centre  of 
the  Queeu's  forces  to  tlie  middle  of  thc  vulley,  and  fell  upon  the  Car- 
list  flank,  throwing  borse  and  foot  into  confusión. 

The  English  reader  would  find  but  scanty  interest  in  a minute  ae- 
count  of  one  of  the  innumerable  engagements,  sanguinary  in  detail, 
thongh  unimportant  in  result,  which  were  of  constant  occurrence  during 
the  recent  civil  war  in  the  Península.  The  squadron  to  which  Ver- 
neuil  and  Matías  belonged  was  one  of  those  which  liad  been  bronght 
down  to  co-operate  in  the  manceuvre  by  which  it  liad  been  hoped  to 
draw  on  a general  action.  As  they  charged  thc  Carlists,  and  not 
twenty  yards  before  they  got  up  to  them,  Matías,  struckby  a ball,  fell 
from  his  liorse,  and  the  squadron  passed  over  liiin.  In  the  din  and 
excitement  of  the  moment  sucli  an  incident  drew  little  attention.  The 
quick  eye  of  Verneuil  alone,  who  was  riding  in  the  interval  between 
his  own  squadron  and  the  next  one,  had  seen  smoke  issue  from  the 
front  rank  of  his  troop,  and  had  detected  the  young  Carlist  deserter's 
sabré  daugling  from  his  wrist  by  the  sword-knot,  whilsfc  its  owner  re- 

Iilaced  a pistol  in  his  holster.  It  was  nearly  evening  before  he  had 
eisure  to  give  a second  tliouglit  to  tliis  cireumstance,  and  then  he  was 
reminded  of  it  by  his  squadron  passing  within  a few  yards  of  the  place 
where  the  lirst  charge  had  occurred.  Cantering  to  the  spot,  and  dis- 
mounting,  he  disint.erred  the  body  of  Matías  from  under  a pile  of  slain. 
The  bidlet  which  had  killed  him  had  entered  al  the  hade , and  cnt  the 
spinc  in  two. 

His  suspicions  fully  confirmed,  Verneuil  rodé  musingly  after  his 
squadron,  which  was  preparing  to  pass  the  night  on  the  lield  of  battle. 
He  inquired  for  the  Carlist  deserter,  but  the  latter  was  not  to  be  found, 
and  by  a splendid  moonlight  Verneuil  strolled  a short  distance  from 
the  bivouac.  As  he  passed  along  the  side  of  a tliick  and  tangled  liedge, 
he  heard  the  sound  of  a human  voice  lifted  up  in  prayer,  and,  looking 
through  a gap  in  the  wild  vines,  he  beheld  the  very  man  he  was  in 
quest  of  kneeling  bareheaded  before  one  of  those  wooden  crosses  which 
peasants  in  Román  Catholic  countries  frequently  erect  as  a protection 
to  their  fields.  The  thanksgiving — for  a tlianlcsgiving  it  was — appear- 
ed  extemporaneous,  and  was  uttered  in  terms  of  fervent  and  gushing 
eloquencc.  The  eyes  of  the  young  man  were  liglited  up  with  an  un» 
natural  lustre,  and  his  palé  liaggard  face  flushed  with  a hectic  glow  as 
he  thanked  the  Deity  for  having  permitted  the  accomplishment  of  his 
revenge.  As  he  rose  from  his  knees  with  a more  tranquil  aspect,  the 
evening  breeze  blew  aside  the  bosom  of  his  sliirt,  which,  as  well  as  his 
uniform  jacket,  was  loosc  and  unbuttoned,  and  by  the  bright  light  of 
the  moon,  Verneuil  saw  on  his  left  breast  the  figure  of  a cross,  which 
appeared  to  liave  been  burnt  or  seared  in  the  flesh.  In  an  instant  all 
fiashed  across  him  : — the  horrible  fate  of  Doña  Beatrix,  the  despair  of 
lier  brother,  the  vow  he  had  apparently  made  beside  lier  yet  palpitat- 
ing  corpse,  and  the  cross  he  had  traced  over  his  heart  in  lier  blood.  He 
cast  aglance  after'the  receding  figure  of  the  deserter,  now  nearly  lost  to 
view  amongst  the  trees,  and  returning  to  the  bivouac,  wrapt  his  cloak 
around  him,  and  threw  himself  on  the  turf.  But  the  startling  inci- 
dent  to  which  he  had  just  obtained  the  key,  occupied  his  thoughts  too 
mucli  to  allow  him  to  sleep.  He  lay  revolving  in  his  mind  the  chain 
of  circumstances  of  which  accident  had  made  him  a witness ; and  al- 
tliough  as  a brave  and  honourable  man  he  could  not  but  ublior  the  as- 
sassin-like  mode  of  revenge  adopted  by  Valdez,  yet  he  made  due  allow- 
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anee  for  the  habita  of  liis  country,  and  for  tlie  peculiar  circumstances  in 
whicli  the  youth  liad  been  placed.  Writhing  under  the  most  horrible 
of  injuries,  lacking  the  physical  strength  and  habit  of  arms  necessary 
to  give  him  a chance  of  success  in  open  combat  with  his  formidable 
eneiny, — far  more  willing  to  risk  his  own  life  than  to  lose  his  revenge, 
whicli  would  have  been  perilled  by  over-precipitation  or  rashness, — lie 
had  bided  his  time,  with  the  patient  and  untiring  vindictiveness  of  a 
truc  Andalusian,  and,  after  dogging  his  foe  from  province  to  province, 
and  from  camp  to  camp,  the  rewarding  lionr  of  retribution  had  at 
length  struck  for  the  brolher  of  the  murdered  Dona  Beatrix.  . 

JÉngrossed  in  tliese  and  similar  refections,  in  spite  of  his  fatigues,  it 
was  not  till  an  hour  or  two  before  dayliglit  that  the  drowsy  morning 
air  procured  Verneuil  a slumber,  of  wliich  he  stood  niuck  in  need. 
líe  awoke  as  the  diana  was  sounding,  and  the  roll  of  his  squadron 
about  to  be  culled.  When  tlie  ñame  by  whicli  the  Carlist  desertor  was 
known  was  sliouted  out  by  the  sergeant,  tliere  was  no  reply.  A second 
summons  was  equally  ineífectual.  The  liorse  and  arms  were  tliere,  but 
the  man  had  disappeared  ; ñor  was  he  ever  afterwards  lieard  of  in  the 
ranks  either  of  Carlista  or  Christinos. 
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Greater  by  far  than  liead  or  heart, 

I\í y chiefest,  best,  and  noblest  part, 

My  real  dignity  thou  art, 

What  matters  it  how  leamed  or  wisc  ? 

Sucli  mean  distinctions  ali  despise, 

In  thee  alone  true  merit  lies, 

For  though  the  trnth  inay  liarshly  souud, 

Ilere  man  and  beast  alike  are  found, 

Eucli  only  valued  at  per  pound  ; 

When  I was  poor  and  Tomkins  fine, 

Wliy  was  I never  asked  to  diñe  ? 

Alas  ! alas  ! the  fanlt  was  thine, 

Or,  if  T made  a morning  cali, 

Why  did  I sliiver  in  the  hall  ? 

This  was  my  crime,  the  worst  of  all, — 

But  when  my  rich  relation  B 

Left  me  his  only  legntee, 

Mow  glad  was  Tomkins  then  to  sce 
Then  ¡nvitations  by  the  seore 
Loosened  the  knocker  un  my  door  : 

Strange  it  was  always  stiff  before, 

Then  hosts  of  albums,  lily-white, 

Carne  rolling  in  with  noteH  polite, 

And — Would  I but  one  stauza  write  ? — 

Jane,  who  to  all  my  vows  was  mute, 

Or  called  me  fool  and  ugly  brute, 

Now  wheedling  sighed — Would  no  one  suit  IVÍy  Pocket  ? 
Then  first  my  little  nephews  knew 
Their  unde's  house  was  No.  2 j 

Was  it  respect  for  me  or  you,  IVIy  Pocket  ? 

i\Iy  surest  stay,  my  best  ally, 

When  duns  were  loud  and  friends  were  shy, 

Un  thee  my  future  hopes  rely,  IVIy  Pocket. 

Befriend  me  still,  thy  suitor  prays, 

Great  chairman  of  the  mean»  and  ways, 

In  losses,  punios,  quarter-days,  IVIy  Pocket. 

Tlms  helped,  X will  not  care  a pin 
What  bubbles  burst,  what  partios  win, 

Or  who  are  out,  or  who  are  in,  IVIy  Pocket. 
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GIJY  FAWKES. 

AN  HISTORICAL  ROMANCE. 

BY  W.  HARRISON  AINSWORTH,  ESQ. 

ILLÜSTRATED  BY  GEORGE  CRU  I KSIIAN  K. 


EOOK  THE  TH1RD. 

CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE  LAST  MEETING  OP  FAWKES  AND  VIVIANA. 

Ur  to  this  time,  Viviana  liad  not  been  allowed  another  interview 
with  Guy  Fawkes.  She  was  twice  interrogated  by  the  Privy-Council, 
but  having  confessed  all  slie  knew  of  the  conspiracy,  excepting  what 
inight  implícate  Garnet  and  Oldcorne,  neither,of  wliom,  she  was  aware, 
had  been  apprehended,  she  was  not  again  subjected  to  the  torture. 
Her  healtli,  however,  rapidly  sank  under  her  confinement,  and  she  was 
sooii  reduced  to  sucíi  an  extreme  State  of  debility  tliat  she  could  not 
leave  her  bed.  The  chirurgeon,  having  been  culled  in  by  Dame  Ip- 
greve  to  attend  her,  reported  her  condition  to  Sir  William  Waad,  wlio 
directed  tliat  every  means  should  be  adopted  for  her  restoration,  and 
that  Ruth  Ipgreve  should  remain  in  constant  attendancc  upon  her. 

Ascertaining  all  particulars  relative  to  Guy  Fawkes  from  the  jailer's 
daughter,  it  was  a sad  satisfaction  to  Viviana  to  learn  that  he  spent  his 
whole  time  in  devotion,  and  appeared  completely  resigned  to  his  fate. 
It  had  been  the  Earl  of  Salisbury's  purpose  to  bring  Viviana  to  trial  at 
the  same  time  as  the  rest  of  the  conspirators,  but  the  chirurgeon  re- 
porting  that  her  removal  at  this  juncture  would  be  attended  with  fatal 
consequences,  he  was  compelled  to  defer  it. 

When  the  result  of  the  trial  was  niade  known  to  Viviana  by  Ruth, 
thongh  she  had  anticipated  the  condemnation  of  Guy  Fawkes,  she 
swooned  away,  and  on  her  recovery,  observed  to  Ruth,  who  was  great- 
ly  alarmed  at  her  looks, 1 feel  I am  going  fast.  1 should  wish  to  see 
my  husband  once  more  before  I die." 

I fear  it  is  impossible,  madani,”  replied  Ruth ; but  I will  try  to 
accomplisli  it.*' 

“ Do  so,"  rejoined  Viviana  ; “ and  my  blessing  shall  rest  ever  on 
your  liead." 

“ Have  yon  any  valuable  ? " inquired  Ruth.  <e  My  heart  bleeds  to 
make  the  demaiul  at  such  a moment.  But  it  is  the  only  way  to  pro- 
duce an  effect  on  the  avaricious  nature  of  my  father." 

“ I have  nothing  but  this  golden  crucifix,"  said  Viviana ; “ and  I 
meant  to  give  it  to  you." 

“ It  will  be  better  employed  in  this  way,’*  rejoined  Ruth,  taking  it 
from  her. 

Quitting  the  cell,  she  hurried  to  the  Well  Tower,  and  found  her 
father,  who  had  just  returned  from  locking  up  the  conspirators  in  their 
diíTerent  dungeons,  sitting  down  to  his  evening  meal. 

“ What  is  the  matter  with  the  wench  ? ” he  cried,  staring  at  her. 
“ You  look  quite  distracted.  Is  Viviana  Radcliffe  dead?  ” 

“ No  ; but  she  is  dying,"  replied  Ruth. 

“ If  that  is  the  case  I must  go  to  her  directly,”  observed  Dame  Ip- 
greve.  “ She  may  have  some  valuable  about  lier,  which  I must  secure." 
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“ You  will  be  disappointed,  motlier,"  rejoined  Ruth,  witb  a look  of 
irrepressible  disgust.  “ She  luis  nothing  val u able  left  but  this  golden 
crucifix,  wliich  she  has  sent  to  my  fatlier,  on  condi tion  of  bis  allowing 
Guy  Fawkes  to  see  her  before  she  dies." 

“ Give  it  me,  wencb,"  cried  Jasper  Ipgreve ; “ and  let  her  die  in 
peace.” 

€<  She  will  not  die  in  peace  unless  she  sees  him,"  replied  Ruth. 
fe  Ñor  shall  you  llave  it,  if  you  do  not  comply  with  her  request." 

“ How  ! " exelaimed  her  fathcr,  “ do  you  daré ” 

“ Think  not  to  terrify  me,  father,"  interrupted  Ruth, iC  I am  resoluto 
in  tliis.  Hear  me/'  she  cried,  seizing  liis  arin,  and  íixing  a look  upon 
liim  that  seemed  to  pierce  liis  soul,  “ hear  me,"  she  said,  in  a tone  so 
low  as  to  be  inaudible  to  her  mother ; “ she  shall  see  liim,  or  I will  de- 
nounce  you  as  tlie  murderer  of  Tresliam.  Now  will  you  comply  ? " 

“ Give  me  the  cross,"  said  Ipgreve. 

“ Not  lili  you  liave  earned  it,"  replied  bis  daugliter. 

u Well,  well,"  he  rejoined  ; “ if  it  must  be,  it  must.  But  I may  get 
into  trouble  in  the  matter.  I must  consult  Master  Forsett,  the  gen- 
leman  jailer,  wlio  has  the  cliarge  of  Guy  Fawkes,  before  I daré  take 
him  to  her  cell." 

“ Consult  wliom  you  picase,"  rejoined  Ruth,  impatieiltly  ; <e  but  lose 
no  time,  or  you  will  be  too  late." 

Muttering  imprecations  on  bis  daughter,  Ipgreve  left  the  Well 
Tower,  and  Ruth  hurricd  back  to  Viviana,  whom  she  found  anxiously 
expecting  her,  and  related  to  her  what  she  had  done. 

“ Oh,  that  I may  hold  out  till  he  comes ! " cried  Viviana;  i€  but  my 
strength  is  failing  fast." 

Ruth  endeavoured  to  comfort  her ; but  she  was  unequal  to  the  eífort, 
and  bursting  into  tears,  knelt  down,  and  wept  upon  the  pillow  beside 
her.  Half  an  hour  had  now  elapsed.  It  seemed  an  age  to  the  poor 
suíferers,  and  still  the  jailer  carne  not,  and  even  Ruth  had  given  up  all 
liope,  wlien  a hcavy  tread  was  lieard  in  the  passage ; the  door  was 
opened ; and  Guy  Fawkes  appeared,  attended  by  Ipgreve  and  Forsett. 

“ We  will  not  interrupt  your  parting,"  said  Forsett,  who  seemed  to 
have  a touch  of  humanity  in  liis  composition.  And,  beckoning  to  Ruth 
to  follow  him,  he  quitted  the  cell  with  Ipgreve. 

Guy  Fawkes,  meanwliile,  had  approaeued  the  couch,  and  gazed  with 
an  expression  of  intense  anguish  at  Viviana.  She  returned  bis  glance 
with  a look  of  the  utmost  aíTection,  and  clasped  bis  liand  betweeu  her 
tliin  fingers. 

Ci  I am  now  standing  on  the  brink  of  eternity,"  she  said  in  a solemn 
tone,  “ and  I entreat  you  earnestly,  as  you  Lope  to  insure  our  meeting 
liereafter,  to  employ  the  few  days  left  you  in  sincere  and  hearty  re- 
pentance.  You  have  sinned — sinned  deeply,  but  not  beyond  the  power 
of  redemption.  Let  me  feel  that  I have  saved  you,  and  my  last  mo- 
ments  will  be  happy.  Olí ! by  the  love  I have  borne  you  — by  the 
pangs  I liave  endured  for  you  — by  the  deatli  I am  now  dying  for  you 
— let  me  implore  you  not  to  lose  one  moment,  but  to  supplicate  a mer- 
ciful  Providence  to  pardon  your  oífence/' 

<c  I will — I will,"  rejoined  Fawkes,  in  broken  accents.  “You  have 
opened  my  eves  to  my  error,  and  I sincerely  repent  it." 

“ Savecí ! saved  ! " cried  Viviana,  raising  lierself  in  the  bed.  Open- 
ing  her  arms,  she  strained  him  to  lier  bosom ; and  for  a few  nioments 
they  mingled  their  tears  together. 
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“And  now,”  she  said,  sinking  backwards,  “kneel  by  me  — pray  for 
forgiveness — ]>ray  audibly,  and  I will  join  in  your  prayer/' 

Guy  Fawkes  knelt  by  the  bedside,  and  addressed  the  most  earnest 
supplications  to  Heaven  for  forgiveness.  For  awhile  he  heard  Vivi- 
ana^ gentle  accents  accompany  him.  They  grew  fainter  and  fainter, 
until  at  last  they  totally  ceased.  Filled  with  a dreadful  apprchension, 
he  sprang  to  his  feet.  An  angclic  smile  illumined  lier  counten  anee, — 
her  gaze  was  fixed  on  him  for  one  moment,  — it  then  grew  dim  and 
dimrner,  until  it  was  cxtinguislied. 

Guy  Fawkes  uttered  a cry  of  the  wildest  diéspair,  and  fell  to  the 
ground.  Alarmed  bv  the  sound,  Forsett  and  Ipgreve,  wlio  were 
standing  outside,  rushed  into  the  cell,  and  instantly  raised  him.  But 
he  was  now  in  a state  of  distraction,  and  for  the  moment  seemed  en- 
dowed  witli  all  his  former  strcngtli.  Striving  to  break  from  them,  he 
cried  in  a tone  of  the  most  piercing  anguish,  “ You  shall  not  tear  me 
from  her  ! I will  die  witli  her  ! Let  me  go>  I say,  or  I will  dash  out 
my  brains  against  these  fiinty  walls,  and  balk  you  of  your  prey.” 

But  his  struggles  were  in  vain.  Tliey  lield  him  fast,  and  calling  for 
further  assistance,  conveyed  him  to  his  cell,  where,  fearing  he  might  do 
some  violence  to  himself,  they  placed  him  in  irons. 

Ruth  entered  the  cell  as  soon  as  Fawkes  and  the  othersliad  quitted 
it,  and  performed  the  last  sad  offices  for  the  departed.  Alternately 
praying  and  weeping,  she  watched  by  the  body  during  tlic  whole  of  the 
night.  On  the  following  day,  the  remnins  of  the  unfortunate  Viviana 
were  interred  in  the  cliapel  of  Saint  Peter  on  the  Green,  and  the  solé 
mourner  was  the  jailer's  daughter. 

“ Peace  be  witli  her  ! ” cried  Ruth,  as  she  turned  away  from  the 
grave.  iC  Her  sorrows  at  last  are  over.” 


CIlAl’TKll  XV. 
st.  taul's  cnuncnYARD. 

Guy  Fawkes  was  for  some  time  wholly  inconsolable.  His  stoical 
nature  seemed  completely  subdued,  and  he  wept  like  an  infant.  By 
degrees,  liowever,  the  violence  of  his  grief  abated,  and  calling  to  mind 
the  last  injunctions  of  her  whose  loss  he  mourned,  he  addressed  himself 
to  prayer,  and  acknowledging  his  guilt,  besought  her  intercession  witli 
Heaven  for  his  forgiveness. 

It  will  not  seem  strange,  when  his  superstitious  character  is  taken 
into  consideraron,  that  he  should  fancy  he  received  an  immediate  proof 
that  his  praycrs  were  heard.  To  his  excited  imagination  it  appeared 
that  a soft  unearthly  strain  of  music  Üoated  in  the  air  over  his  head  ; 
that  an  odour  like  that  of  Paradise  filie 8 his  cell ; while  an  invisible 
finger  touclied  his  brow.  While  in  this  entranced  state  he  was  utterly 
insensible  to  his  preseut  miserable  situation,  and  he  seemed  to  liave  a 
foretaste  of  celestial  happiriess.  líe  did  not,  however,  desist  from 
prayer,  but  continued  his  supplications  tliroughout  the  day. 

On  that  night  he  was  visited  by  the  lieutenant,  who  announced  to 
him  that  the  execution  of  four  of  the  conspirators  was  fixed  for  Thurs- 
day  (it  was  then  Tuesday),  while  his  own,  and  that  of  the  three  otliers, 
would  not  take  place  till  the  following  day. 

“ As  you  are  the  greatest  traitor  of  all,  your  execution  will  be  re- 
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servad  to  the  last,"  pursued  Waad.  “ No  part  of  the  sentence  will  be 
omitted.  You  will  be  dragged  to  Oíd  Palace  Yard,  over  against  tlie 
scene  of  your  intended  bloody  and  damnable  action,  at  a horse's  tail, 
and  will  be  there  tnrned  off  the  gallows,  and  hanged, — but  not  lili  you 
are  dcad.  You  will  then  be  emboweled  ; your  vilo  heart,  wliieh  con- 
ceived  this  atrocious  design,  will  be  torn  beating  from  your  breast  • and 
your  quarters  will  be  placed  on  tlie  palace  gates,  as  an  abhorrent  spec- 
tacle  m the  eyes  of  men,  and  a terrible  proof  of  the  King's  just  ven- 
geance." 

Guy  Fawkes  heard  the  recapitulation  of  liis  dreadful  sentence  un- 
moved. 

u The  solé  mercy  I would  llave  craved  of  his  Majesty  would  have 
been  permission  to  die  first,"  he  said  ; “ but  Heaven's  will  be  done ! 
I deserve  my  doom." 

“What!  is  your  stubborn  nature  at  length  subdued  ? ” cried  the 
lieutenant  in  surprise.  “ Do  you  repent  of  your  offence?  " 

Deeply  and  heartily,"  returned  Fawkes. 

“ Malee  the  solé  amends  in  your  power  for  it,  then,  and  disclose  the 
ñames  of  all  wlio  have  been  connected  with  the  atrocious  design?  " re- 
joined  Waad. 

“ I confess  myself  guilty,"  replied  Fawkes,  liumbly.  “But  I accuse 
no  others." 

“ Then  you  die  impenitent,"  rejoined  the  lieutenant,  “ and  cannot 
hope  for  mercy  hereafter  " 

Guy  Fawkes  made  no  answer,  but  bowed  his  head  upon  his  breast, 
and  the  lieutenant,  darting  a malignant  look  at  him,  quitted  the  cell. 

On  the  following  day,  the  whole  of  the  conspirators  were  taken  to 
Saint  John’s  chape),  in  tlie  White  Tower,  wliere  a discourse  was  pro- 
nounced  to  them  by  Doctor  Overall,  Dean  of  Saint  Paurs,  who  en- 
larged  upon  the  enormity  of  their  offence,  and  exhortad  them  to  re- 
pentance.  The  discourse  over,  they  were  about  to  be  removed,  when 
two  ladies  ciad  in  mouming  habita,  entered  the  chapel.  Thesc  were 
Lady  Digby  and  Mrs.  Pookwood,  and  they  immediately  flew  to  their 
liusbands.  The  rest  of  the  conspirators  walked  away,  and  averted  their 
gaze  from  the  painful  scene.  After  an  ineffectual  attempt  to  speak, 
Lady  Digby  swooned  away,  and  was  committed  by  lier  husband,  while 
in  a state  of  insensibility,  to  the  care  of  an  atiendan t.  Mrs.  Rookwood, 
however,  who  was  a woman  of  liigh  spirit,  and  great  personal  attrac- 
tions,  though  the  latter  were  now  wasted  by  affliction,  maintained  lier 
composure,  and  encouraging  her  husband  to  bear  up  manfully  against 
his  situation,  tenderly  embraced  him,  and  withdrew.  The  conspirators 
were  then  taken  back  to  their  cells. 

At  an  carly  liour  on  the  following  morning  the  four  miserable  per- 
sons  intended  for  death,  namely,  Sir  Everard  Digby,  the  eider  Winter, 
John  Grant,  and  Bates,  were  conducted  to  the  Beauchamp  Tower. 
Bates  would  have  stood  aloof  from  his  superiors ; but  Sir  Everard 
Digby  took  him  kindly  by  the  hand,  and  drew  him  towards  them. 

“No  distinctions  must  be  observed  now/*  he  said.  “We  ouglit  to 
beg  pardon  of  thee,  my  poor  fellow,  for  bringing  thee  into  this  strait.” 
Think  not  of  me,  worshipful  sir,"  replied  Bates.  “I  loved  Mr. 
Catesby  so  well,  that  I would  have  laid  down  my  life  for  him  at  any 
time ; and  I now  die  cheerfully  in  his  cause." 

“Mr.  Lieutenant,"  said  Robert  Winter  to  Sir  William  Waad,  who 
stood  near  them  with  Forsett  and  Ipgreve,  “ I pray  you  commend  me 
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to  my  brother.  Tell  him  I die  in  entire  love  of  him,  and,  if  it  is  possi- 
ble  for  the  departed  to  watch  over  the  living,  I will  be  witli  him  at  bis 
last  hour." 

At  tliis  moment,  a trampling  of  horses  was  lieard  on  the  grcen,  and 
tlxe  lieutenant  proceeding  to  the  grated  window,  saw  four  mounted 
troopers,  each  having  a sledge  and  hurdle  attaelied  by  ropes  to  his 
steed,  drawn  up  bcfore  the  door.  While  he  was  gazing  at  them  an 
ottieer  entered  the  room,  and  informed  him  that  all  was  in  readiness. 
Sir  William  Waad  thcn  motioncd  the  prisoners  to  folio w him,  and  tliey 
descended  the  spiral  staircase. 

The  green  was  thronged  witli  liarse  and  foot-soldiers,  and  as  the  con- 
spirators  issued  from  the  arched  door  of  the  fort.ification,  the  bell  of 
Saint  Peter’s  chapel  began  to  toll.  Sir  Everard  Digby  was  first  bonnd 
to  a hurdle,  with  his  face  towards  the  horse,  and  the  others  were  quick- 
ly  secured  in  the  same  manner.  The  melancholy  cavalcade  was  then 
put  in  motion.  A troop  of  horse-soldiers  in  their  ful  1 accoutrements, 
and  with  calivers  upon  their  shoulders,  rodé  first ; then  carne  a band  of 
lialberdiers  on  foot ; then  the  niaskod  executioner  mounted  on  a led 
horse ; then  the  four  prisoners  on  the  hurdles,  one  after  the  otlier ; 
then  the  lieutenant  on  horseback ; while  auother  band  of  horse-soldiers, 
equipped  like  the  first,  brought  up  the  rear.  They  were  met  by  the 
llecorder  of  London,  Sir  Henry  Montague,  and  the  sheriffs,  at  the  gato 
of  the  Middle  Tower,  to  the  lutter  of  wliom  the  lieutenant,  according 
to  eustom,  delivered  up  the  bodies  of  the  prisoners.  After  a short  de- 
lay,  the  train  again  set  forward,  and  emerging  from  the  Bulwark  Gate, 
proceeded  through  au  enormous  concourse  of  spectators  towards  Tower 
Street. 

Aware  that  a vast  crowd  would  be  assembled  in  the  city,  and  appre- 
hensive  of  some  popular  tumult,  the  Lord  Mayor  had  issued  precepts 
to  the  aldermen  of  every  ward,  commanding  them  “to  cause  one  ahle 
and  suflicient  person,  with  a halbert  in  his  hand,  to  stand  at  the  door 
of  every  dwelling-house  in  the  open  Street  in  the  way  that  the  traitors 
were  to  be  drawn  towards  the  place  of  execution,  there  to  remain  from 
seven  in  the  morning  until  the  return  of  the  sheriffs.”  But  these  were 
not  the  whole  of  the  arrangements  made  to  preserve  order.  The  caval- 
cade, it  was  fixed,  was  to  procecd  along  Tower  Street,  Gracccliurch 
Street,  Lombard  Street,  Cheapside,  and  so  on  to  the  west  end  of  Saint 
Paul's  Cathedral,  where  tlie  scaffold  was  erected.  Along  the  whole 
road,  on  either  side,  a line  of  halberdiers  was  drawn  up,  while  barriers 
were  erected  against  the  cross  streets.  Ñor  were  these  precautions 
needless.  Such  a vast  concourse  was  collected,  that  nothing  but  the 
presence  of  a strong  armed  forcé  could  have  prevented  confusión  and 
disorder.  The  roofs  of  all  the  houses,  the  towcrs  of  the  churches,  the 
steps  of  the  crosses  were  covered  with  spectators,  who  groaned  and 
hooted  as  the  conspirators  passed  by. 

The  scaffold,  as  has  just  been  stated,  was  erected  in  front  of  tlie 
grcat  western  entrance  of  the  cathedral.  The  mighty  val  ves  of  the 
sacred  structure  were  thrown  open,  and  disclosed  its  columned  aísles 
crowded  with  spectators,  as  was  its  roof  and  central  tower.  The 
great  bell,  which  had  begun  to  toll  when  the  melancholy  procession 
carne  in  sight,  continued  topour  forth  its  lugubrious  sonnds  during  the 
whole  of  the  ceremonial.  The  rolling  of  inuflled  drums  was  likewise 
lieard  above  the  tumultuóos  murmurs  of  the  impatient  multitude.  The 
whole  arca  from  the  cathedral  to  Ludgate  Hill  was  fílled  with  specta- 
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tors,  but  an  open  space  was  kept  clear  in  front  of  tbe  scaffold,in  whicb 
tlie  prisoners  were  one  by  onc  unbound  from  the  hurdles. 

During  this  awful  pause,  they  bad  sufbcient  time  to  note  tbe  whole 
of  the  dreadful  preparations.  At  a little  distance  froin  tliem  was  a 
large  fire,  on  whicli  boiled  a caldron  of  pitch,  destined  to  receive  their 
dismembered  limbs.  A tall  gallows,  approached  by  a double  ladder, 
spruug  from  the  scaffold,  on  whicli  the  hangman  was  alrcady  mounted, 
witli  the  rope  in  his  hand.  At  the  foot  of  the  ladder  was  the  quarter- 
ing-block,  near  which  stood  the  masked  executioner,  with  a chopper  in 
his  hand,  and  two  large  sharp  knives  in  his  girdle.  Ilis  arms  were 
bared  to  the  shoulder  ; and  a leathern  apron,  soiled  by  gory  stains,  and 
tied  round  his  waist,  completed  his  butcheriy  appcarance.  Straw  was 
scattered  upon  the  scaffold  near  the  block. 

Sir  Everard  Digby  was  the  first  to  receive  the  fatal  summons.  He 
mounted  with  a firm  footstep,  and  his  youth,  his  noble  aspect,  and  un- 
daunted  demeanour,  awakened,  as  before,  the  sympathy  of  the  be- 
liolders.  Looking  round,  he  thus  addresscd  the  assemblage  : — 

“ Good  people,  I am  here  about  to  die,  ye  well  know  for  wliat  cause. 
Throughout  the  matter  I llave  acted  according  to  the  dietates  of  my 
conseience.  They  llave  led  me  to  undertakc  this  enterprise,  which,  in 
respect  of  my  religión,  I hold  to  be  no  offence,  but  in  respect  of  the 
law  a heinous  offence,  and  I therefore  ask  forgiveness  of  God,  of  the 
Iving,  and  of  the  whole  realm.” 

Crossing  liimself  devoutly,  he  tlien  knelt  down,  and  recited  his 
prayers  in  Latín ; after  which  he  aróse,  and  again  looking  round,  said 
in  an  earnest  voice, 

“ I desire  the  prayers  of  all  good  Catholies,  and  of  none  other." 

“ Then  none  will  pray  for  you /’  replied  several  voices  from  the 
crowd. 

Heedless  of  the  retort,  Sir  Everard  surrendered  liimself  to  the  exe- 
cutioner’s  assistant,  who  divested  him  of  his  cloak  and  doublet,  and  un- 
fastened  his  collar.  In  this  State  he  mounted  the  ladder,  and  the  hang- 
man fulfilled  his  oflice. 

llobert  Winter  was  next  summoned,  and  ascended  the  scaffold  with 
great  firmness.  Everything  proclaimed  the  terrible  tragedy  that  liad 
just  been  enacted.  The  straw  was  sprinkled  with  blood,  so  was  the 
block,  so  were  the  long  knives  of  the  executioner,  whose  hands  and 
arms  were  dyed  with  the  same  crimson  stain ; wliile  in  one  córner  of 
tlic  scaffold  stood  a basket,  containing  the  dismembered  limbs  of  the 
late  unfortunate  sufferer.  But  these  dreadful  sights  produced  no  effect 
on  Robert  Winter.  Declining  to  address  the  assemblage,  he  at  once 
surrendered  liimself  to  the  assistant,  and  shared  the  fate  of  his  friend. 

Grant  was  the  next  to  follow.  Undismayed  as  his  predecessor,  he 
looked  round  with  a checrful  countenance,  and  said, — 

“ I am  about  to  suffer  the  death  of  a traitor,  and  am  conten t to  die 
so.  But  I am  satisfied  that  our  project  was  so  far  from  being  sinful, 
that  I rely  entirely  on  my  merits  in  bearing  a part  in  it,  as  an  abun- 
dant  satisfaction  and  expiation  for  ull  the  sins  I liave  at  other  times  of 
my  life  committed/' 

This  speech  was  received  by  a terrific  yell  from  the  mnltitude. 
Wholly  unuioved,  liowever,  Grant  uttered  a few  prayers,  and  then  Cross- 
ing liimself,  mounted  the  ladder,  and  was  quickly  despatched.  The 
bloody  business  was  completed  by  the  slaughter  of  Bates,  who  died  as 
resolutely  as  the  otliers. 
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These  executions,  being  conducted  with  tlie  utmost  deliberaron,  oc- 
cupied  nearly  an  hour.  The  crowd  then  separated  to  talk  over  the 
siglit  they  liad  witnessed,  and  to  keep  lioliday  during  the  rcmainder  of 
the  day  ; rcjoicing  tliat  an  equally-exciting  spectacle  was  in  store  for 
them  on  the  morrow. 

CüAPTJSR  XVI. 

OLD  PAJjACE  YARD. 

Guy  Fawkks’s  tranquillity  of  mind  did  not  desert  him  to  the  last- 
On  the  contrary,  as  liis  term  of  life  drew  near  its  cióse,  he  becaine 
more  cheerful  and  resigned ; bis  solé  anxiety  being  that  al)  should  be 
speedily  terminated.  When  Ipgreve  took  leave  of  him  for  the  niglit, 
he  threw  liimself  on  liis  coucb,  and  soon  fell  into  a gcntlc  slumber. 
His  dreams  werc  soothing,  and  he  fancied  that  Viviana  appeared  to 
him,  ciad  in  robes  of  snowy  vvhiteness,  and,  regarding  him  with  a 
smiling  countenahce,  promised  that  the  gates  of  eternal  liappiness 
would  be  opened  to  him  on  the  morrow. 

Awaking  about  four  o'clock,  he  passed  the  interval  between  that 
time  and  his  summons  by  the  jailer,  in  earnest  prayer..  At  six  o'clock 
Ipgreve  made  his  appearance.  He  was  accompanied  by  his  daugliter, 
who  had  prevailed  on  him  to  allow  her  to  take  leave  of  the  prisoner. 
She  acquainted  Fawkes  with  all  particulars  of  the  interinent  of  Vivi- 
ana, to  which  he  listened  with  tearful  interest. 

"Would  my  remains  miglit  be  laid  beside  her!  ” he  said.  “ But 
fute  forbids  it ! ” 

"Truly,  does  it,”  observed  Ipgreve,  griifH}'’;  “ unless  you  would 
llave  her  body  removed  to  the  spikes  of  Whitehall  gates." 

Disregarding  tliis  brutal  speech,  which  called  a blush  of  shame  to  tlie 
cheeks  of  Ruth,  Fawkes  affectionately  pressed  her  liand,  and  said, — 

" Do  not  forget  me  in  your  prayers,  and  sometimos  visit  the  grave  of 
Viviana.” 

“ Doubt  it  not,”  she  replied,  in  accents  lialf  suífocated  by  grief. 

Fawkes  then  bade  her  farewell,  and  followed  the  jailer  through 
various  intricate  passages  which  brought  them  to  a door  openin^  upon 
one  of  the  lower  eliambers  of  the  Beauchamp  Tower.  Unlockmg  it, 
Ipgreve  led  tlie  way  up  the  circular  staircase,  and  ushered  his  compa- 
mon  into  the  large  chamber  wliere  Rookwood,  Keyes,  and  Tilomas 
Winter  were  already  assembled. 

The  morning  was  clear,  but  frosty,  and  bitterly  coid ; and  when  the 
lieutenant  appeared,  Rookwood  besought  him  to  allow  them  a íire  as 
their  last  earthly  indulgence.  The  request  was  peremptorily  refused. 
A cup  of  liot  spiced  wine  was,  however,  oíFered  them,  and  accepted  by 
all  except  Fawkes. 

At  the  same  hour  as  on  the  previous  day,  the  hurdles  were  brought 
to  the  entrance  of  the  fortiíieation,  and  the  prisoners  bound  to  them. 
The  recorder  and  sheriffs  met  them  at  the  Middle  Tower,  as  they  had 
done  the  other  conspirators,  and  the  cavalcade  set  forth.  The  crowd 
was  even  greater  than  on  the  former  occasion  ; and  it  required  the  ut- 
most exertion  on  the  part  of  the  guard  to  maintain  order.  Some  little 
delay  occurred  at  Ludgate ; and  during  tliis  brief  hult,  Rookwood  heard 
a cry,  and  looking  up,  perceived  his  wife  at  the  upper  window  of  one 
of  the  habitations,  waving  her  handkerchief  to  him,  and  clieering  him 
liy  her  gestures.  lie  endeavoured  to  answer  her  by  signs ; but  his 
haiuls  were  fast  bound,  and  the  next  moment  the  cavalcade  moved  on. 
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At  Temple  Bar  anotlier  halt  occurred ; and  as  the  train  moved 
slowly  forward,  an  immense  crowd,  like  a swollen  stream,  swept  after 
it.  Tlie  two  gates  at  Whiteball,  then  barring  the  ruad  to  Westmins- 
ter,  were  opened  as  the  train  approached,  and  a certain  portion  of  the 
concourse  allowed  to  pass  through.  The  scaffold,  whicb  liad  been  re- 
moved from  Saint  Paul’s,  was  erected  in  the  middle  of  Oíd  Palace 
Yard,  in  front  of  the  House  of  Lords.  Around  it  were  circled  a band 
of  lialberdiers,  outsidc  wliom  stood  a dense  tlirong.  The  buttresses 
and  pinnacles  of  the  Abbey  were  covered  with  spectators ; so  was  the 
roof  of  the  Parliament  House  ; and  the  gallery  over  the  entrance. 

The  bell  of  the  Abbey  began  to  toll  as  the  train  passed  through  the 
gates  of  Whitehall,  and  its  deep  booming  filled  the  air.  Just  as  the 
conspirators  were  released  from  the  hurdles,  Topcliffe,  who  liad  evi- 
dently  from  his  disordered  attire  arrived  from  a long  journey,  rodé  up, 
and  dismounted. 

c<  I am  just  in  time/'  he  cried,  with  an  exulting  glance  at  the  con- 
spirators; t€  this  is  not  the  last  execution  I shall  witness.  Fathers 
Garnet  and  Oldcorne  are  prisoners,  and  on  their  way  to  London.  I was 
a long  time  in  unearthing  the  priestly  foxes,  but  I succeeded  at  last. 

At  this  moment  an  oíhcer  approached,  and  summoned  Tilomas  Win- 
ter  to  mount  the  scuífold.  He  obeyed,  and  exhibited  no  symptom  of 
quailing  except  that  his  complexión  suddenly  turned  to  a livid  colour. 
Being  told  of  this  by  the  lieutenant,  he  tried  to  account  for  it  by  say- 
ing  that  he  thought  he  saw  his  brother  precede  him  up  the  steps.  lie 
made  a brief  address,  protesting  he  died  a true  Catholic,  and  in  that 
faith,  notwithstanding  his  offences,  lioped  to  be  saved. 

Bookwood  followed  him,  and  indulged  in  a somewhat  longer  oration. 
“ I confess  my  oífence  to  God,”  he  said,  ffin  seeking  to  shed  blood,  and 
implore  his  merey.  I likewise  confess  my  oífence  to  the  Iving,  of  whose 
majesty  I liumbly  ask  forgiveness ; and  I furtlier  confess  my  oífence  to 
the  whole  stute,  of  wliom  in  general  I cntreat  pardon.  May  the  Al- 
miglity  bless  the  King,  the  Queen,  and  all  their  royal  progeny,  and 
grant  tliem  a long  and  happy  reign ! May  He  tura  their  liearts  to  the 
Catholic  faith,  so  that  heresy  may  be  wholly  extirpated  from  the  king- 
dom  1 ” 

The  first  part  of  this  speech  was  well  received  by  the  assemblage, 
but  the  latter  was  drowned  in  groans  and  hootings,  amid  which  llook- 
wood  was  launched  into  eternity. 

Keyes  carne  next,  and  eyeing  the  assemblage  disdainfully,  went  up 
the  ládder,  and  threw  himself  oíf  with  such  forcé  that  he  broke  the 
rope,  and  was  instantly  despatched  by  the  executioner  and  his  as- 
sistants. 

Guy  Fawkes  now  alone  remained,  and  he  slowly  mounted  the  scaf- 
fold.  His  foot  slipped  011  tlic  blood-stained  boards,  and  he  would  liave 
fallen,  if  Topcliffe,  who  stood  near  him,  liad  not  caught  his  hand.  A 
deep  silence  prevailed  as  he  looked  around,  and  uttered  the  following 
words  in  a clear  and  distinct  voice  : — 

“ I ask  forgiveness  of  the  King  and  the  State  for  my  criminal  inten- 
tion,  and  trust  that  my  death  wiil  wash  out  my  oífence.” 

He  then  crossed  himself,  and  knelt  down  to  pray ; after  which  his 
cloak  and  doublet  were  removed  by  the  executioner's  assistant,  and 
placed  with  those  of  the  other  conspirators.  He  made  an  eífort  to 
mount  the  ladder,  but  his  stiífened  limbs  refused  their  oílice. 

“ Your  couruge  fails  you,”  sneered  Topcliffe,  laving  his  hand  upon 
his  shoulder. 
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" My  strength  (loes,**  replied  Fawkes,  stérnly  regarding  him.  " Help 
me  up  the  ladder,  and  you  si  i all  see  whethcr  1 am  afra  id  to  die.” 

Seeing  liow  matters  stood,  tlie  executioner,  wlio  stood  by,  leaning 
npon  bis  cliopper,  tendered  him  bis  blood-stained  hand.  But  Fawkes 
rejected  it  with  disgust,  and  exerting  all  bis  strength,  forced  liimself 
up  the  ladder. 

As  the  hangman  adj usted  the  rope,  be  observed  a singular  smile  illu- 
miiie  the  features  of  his  victim. 

“ You  seem  happy,”  be  said. 

“ I am  so/'  replied  Fawkes,  earnestly,  — “ I see  the  form  of  lier  I 
loved  beckoning  me  to  unfading  happiness.” 

With  tbis,  be  stretclied  out  his  arms,  and  sprang  from  the  ladder. 
Before  bis  frame  was  exposed  to  the  executioner*  s knife,  life  was 
totally  extinct. 

CUAPTEIl  XVII. 

THE  LAST  EXECUTION. 

Little  more  remains  to  be  told,  and  that  little  is  of  an  equally 
painful  nature  witb  the  tragical  events  just  related. 

Fathers  Garnet  and  Oldcorne,  together  witb  Mr.  Abingdon,  and 
tbeir  servan  ts,  arrived  in  London  on  the  12th  of  February,  about  a 
fortnight  after  the  execution  of  the  otlier  conspirators.  They  were  first 
tnken  to  the  Gatebouse  at  Westminster,  and  were  examined  on  the 
following  day  by  the  Earl  of  Salisbury  and  the  Privy-Couneil  at  the 
Star-Chamber.  Notliing  could  be  elicited  from  them,  and  Garnet  an- 
swered  tlie  Earl's  interrogatorios  witb  infinite  subtlety  and  address. 
The  exaniination  over,  they  were  ordered  to  be  removed  to  the  Tower. 

Topcliffe  aceompanied  them  to  the  stairs.  As  they  proceeded  tbitber 
be  called  Garnet' s attention  to  a gbastly  objeet  stuck  on  a spike  over 
the  palace  gatos. 

“ Do  you  recognise  those  features  ? ” be  asked. 

"No;”  replied  Garnet,  shudderingly  averting  bis  gaze. 

“ I am  surprised  to  hear  it,”  rejoined  Topcliffe,  “ for  they  were  once 
well  known  to  you.  It  is  the  liead  of  Guy  Fawkes.  Of  all  the  con- 
spirators,” be  added,  with  a bitter  laugli,  "he  was  the  only  one  wlio 
died  truly  penitent,  It  is  reported  tbat  tbis  liappy  cbange  was 
wrought  in  him  by  Viviana  Rudclifie.” 

(( Heaven  bave  mercy  upon  bis  soul ! ” mnttered  Garnet. 

" I will  tell  you  a strange  tale  about  Catesby,”  pursued  Topcliffe. 
“ He  was  buried  in  the  garden  at  Holbeacli,  with  Percy,  but  an  order 
was  sent  down  by  the  Earl  of  Salisbury  to  bave  tbeir  bodies  disinterred 
and  quartered.  Wben  Catesby 's  liead  was  sevcred  from  the  trunk,  to 
be  set  on  the  gates  of  Warwick,  fresh  blood  spouted  fortb,  as  if  life 
were  in  the  veins.” 

“ Yon  do  not  expect  me  to  believe  tbis  idle  story?  ” said  Garnet  in- 
credulously. 

ee  Believe  it,  or  not,  as  you  piense,”  returned  Topcliffe  angrily. 

On  arriving  at  the  fortress,  Garnet  was  lodged  in  the  large  chamber 
of  the  Beauchamp  Tower,  and  allowed  the  attendance  of  bis  servant, 
Nicbolas  Owen,  wliile  Oldcorne  was  equally  well  accommodated  in  the 
Constable  Tower.  Tliis  leniency  was  the  result  of  tlie  policy  of  the 
Earl  of  Salisbury,  who  hoped  to  obtain  disclosures  from  the  two  Jesuit 
priests  which  would  enable  him  to  strike  tlie  decisive  blow  be  medi- 
tated  against  the  Papists.  But  be  was  unsuceessful.  They  refused  lo 
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malee  any  confcssions  whicK  would  crimínate  themselves,  or  implícate 
otliers ; and  as  none  of  the  conspirators,  not  even  Tresliam,  had  ad- 
mltted  tlieir  connexion  witli  tlie  plot,  it  was  diílicult  to  línd  proof 
against  them.  Garnet  underwent  daily  examinatíons  from  the  Earl  of 
Salisbury  and  the  commissioners,  but  lie  baftled  all  their  inquines. 

“ Ifwe  cannot  wring  the  truth  from  you  by  fair  means,  Mr.  Garnet/’ 
said  Salisbury,  cc  we  must  have  recourse  to  torture/* 

“ Minare  isla  pueris”  replied  Garnet,  contemptuously. 

“Leave  these  two  priests  to  me,  my  lord/*  observed  Sir  William 
Waad,  who  was  present  at  the  examination,  wliich  took  place  at  the 
council-chamber  in  bis  lodgings,  “ leave  them  to  me/*  he  said  in  a low 
voice  to  the  Earl,  “ and  I will  engage  to  procure  a full  confession  from 
their  own  lips,  without  resortiug  to  torture.” 

“ You  will  render  the  State  an  important  Service  by  doing  so/’  re- 
plied Salisbury,  in  the  same  toue.  ff  I place  the  inatter  entirely  in 
your  liands.” 

The  lieutenant  set  to  work  without  loss  of  time.  By  his  directions, 
Garnet  and  Oldcorne  were  removed  from  their  present  places  of  con- 
h nenien  t to  two  subterranean  cells  immediately  adjoining  each  otlier, 
but  between  whicli  a secret  recess,  contrived  in  the  thickness  of  the 
wall,  and  built  for  the  purpose  it  was  subsequently  put  to,  existed. 
Two  days  after  they  had  been  so  immured,  Ipgreve,  who  had  received 
his  instructions,  loitered  for  a moment  in  Oldcorne's  cell,  and  witli  af- 
fected  hesitation,  informed  liim  that  for  a trihing  reward  he  would 
enable  liim  to  hold  unreserved  cominunication  witli  his  fellow-prisoner. 

Oldcorne  eagerly  caught  at  the  bait,  but  required  to  be  satisfíed  that 
the  jailer  could  make  good  his  words.  Ipgreve  immediately  proceeded 
to  the  side  of  the  cell,  and  holding  a lump  to  the  wall,  showed  liim  a 
small  iron  knob. 

“ Touch  this  spring,”  he  said,  “ and  a stone  will  fall  from  its  place, 
and  enable  you  to  converse  witli  Father  Garnet,  who  is  in  the  next 
cell.  But  you  must  take  care  to  replace  the  stone  when  any  one  ap- 
proaches.” 

Proinising  to  observe  the  utmost  caution,  and  totally  unsuspicious  of 
of  the  deceit  practised  upon  liim,  Oldcorne  gave  Ipgreve  the  reward, 
and  as  soon  as  he  was  gone,  touched  the  spring,  and  found  it  act  pre- 
cisely  as  the  jailer  had  stated. 

Garnet  was  greatly  surprised  to  liear  the  other’s  voice,  and  on 
learning  how  the  communication  was  managed,  was  at  first  suspicious 
of  some  stratngem,  but  by  degrees  his  fears  wore  off,  and  he  became 
unreserved  in  his  discourse  witli  his  companion,  discussing  the  fate  of 
the  conspirators,  their  own  share  in  the  plot,  the  probability  of  their 
acquittal,  and  the  best  means  of  bafhing  their  examiners.  All  these 
interlocutions  were  overlieard  and  taken  down  by  the  lieutenant,  and 
two  otlier  witnesses,  Forsett,  and  Lockerson,  private  secretary  to  the 
Earl  of  Salisbury,  who  were  concealed  in  the  recess.  Having  obtained 
all  the  information  he  desired,  Sir  William  Waad  laid  his  notes  before  the 
Council,  and  their  own  confessions  being  read  to  the  priests,  they  were 
both  greatly  confused,  though  neither  would  admit  their  authenticity. 

Meanwhile,  their  two  servants,  Owen  and  Chambers,  had  been  re- 
peatedlv  examined,  and  refusing  to  coufess,  were  at  last  suspended 
froin  a beani  by  the  tliumbs.  But  this  producing  no  result,  they  were 
told  that  on  the  following  day  they  would  be  placed  on  the  rack. 
Chambers  then  oífered  to  make  a full  confession,  but  Owen,  continuiug 
obstínate,  was  conveyed  back  to  his  cell.  Ipgreve  brought  him  his 


fiUY  FAWKES. 


539 


food  as  usual  in  the  evening,  añil  on  this  occasion  it  consisted  of  brotlij 
and  a small  allowance  of  meat.  It  was  the  custom  of  thc  jailer  to 
bring  witb  him  a small  blunt-pointed  lcnife,  witli  which  he  allowed  the 
prisoner  to  cut  bis  victuals.  Ilaving  got  possession  of  tlieknife,  Owen 
tasted  the  broth,  and  complaining  that  it  was  quite  coid,  he  implored 
the  jailer  to  get  it  warmcd  for  him,  as  he  felt  extremely  umvell. 
Somewhat  moved  by  bis  entreaties,  and  more  by  bis  appearance,  Ip- 
greve  complied.  On  bis  return,  he  found  the  unfortunate  man  lying 
in  one  córner  of  the  cell,  partially  covered  by  a heap  of  straw  whicli 
ordinarily  formed  bis  bed. 

**  He  re  is  your  broth/'  he  said.  <c  Take  it  wliile  it  is  liot.  I shall 
give  myself  no  further  trouble  about  you.” 

“ It  will  not  be  needed/'  gasped  Owen. 

Alarmed  by  the  sound  of  bis  voice,  Ipgreve  held  the  light  towards 
him,  and  perceived  that  bis  face  was  palé  as  deatli.  At  the  same  time 
he  remarked  that  the  fioor  was  covered  with  blood.  Instantly  divining 
the  trutlj,  the  jailer  rushed  towards  thc  wretched  man,  and  dragging 
away  the  blood-stained  straw,  found  he  liad  inflicted  a frightful  wound 
upon  himself  with  the  knife  which  he  still  held  in  liis  grasp. 

“ Fool  that  I was  to  trust  you  with  the  weapon ! ” cried  Ipgreve. 
t€  But  wlio  would  liave  thought  it  could  inflict  a mortal  wound?  " 

t(  Any  weapon  will  serve  him  who  is  resolved  to  die,”  rejoined  Owen. 
“ You  cannot  put  me  on  the  rack  now.”  And  with  a ghastly  expres- 
sion  of  triumph,  he  expired. 

Soon  after  this,  Oldcorne  and  Abingdon  were  sent  down  to  Worces- 
ter,  where  the  former  was  tried  and  executed.  Stephen  Littleton  suf- 
fered  deatli  at  the  same  time. 

On  Friday,  the,23rd  of  March,  full  proofs  being  obtained  against 
him,  Garnet  was  arraigned  of  liigh  treason  at  Guildhall.  The  trial, 
which  excited  extraordinary  interest,  was  attended  by  the  King,  by  the 
most  distinguished  personages,  male  and  female,  of  liis  court,  and  by 
all  the  foreign  ambassadors.  Garnet  conducted  himself  throughout  bis 
arraignment,  which  lasted  for  tliirteen  hours,  with  the  same  courage 
and  address  which  he  liad  displayed  on  bis  exuminations  befure  the 
commissioners.  Bnt  his  subtlety  availed  him  little.  He  was  found 
guilty  and  condemned. 

Tlie  execution  of  the  scntence  was  for  some  time  deferred,  it  being 
hoped  that  a complete  admission  of  his  guilt  would  be  obtained  from 
him,  together  with  disclosures  relative  to  the  dcsigns  of  the  Jesuit 
party.  With  this  view,  the  examinations  were  still  continued  ; but 
the  rigour  with  which  lie  liad  been  latterly  treated  was  relaxed.  A 
few  days  before  his  execution  he  was  visited  by  several  eminent  Pro- 
testaut  divines, — Doctor  Montague,  Dean  of  the  Cliapel  Royal ; Doc- 
tor Neile,  Dean  of  Westminstcr  ; and  Doctor  OveralJ,  Dean  of  Saint 
Paul's ; with  whoni  he  liad  a long  disputation  on  points  of  fuith,  and 
other  spiritual  matters. 

At  the  cióse  of  this  discussion.  Doctor  Overall  remarked, e<  I suppose 
you  expect,  Mr.  Garnet,  that  after  your  deatli  the  Churcli  of  l\ouie 
will  declare  you  a martyr  ? ” 

“ I a martyr!  ” exclaimed  Garnet,  sorrowfully.  “ O what  a martyr 
I should  be!  If,  indeed,  I were  really  about  to  suífcr  deatli  for  the 
Catholic  religión,  and  liad  never  known  of  this  project,  except  by 
means  of  sacramental  confession,  I miglit  perhaps  be  accounted  wor- 
thy  the  lionour  of  martyrdom,  and  might  deservedly  be  glorified  in  the 
opinión  of  our  church.  As  it  is,  I acknowledge  myself  to  have  sinned 
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in  this  respect,  and  dcny  not  the  justice  of  tlie  sentence  passed  upon 
me." 

Satisfied,  at  length,  that  no  furtlier  di  sel  asures  conld  be  obtained 
from  him,  the  King  sigued  the  warrant  for  his  execution  on  tlie2nd  of 
May. 

The  scaffold  was  erected  at  the  west  end  of  Saint  Paul’s  Cathedral, 
on  the  spot  where  Digby  and  the  other  conspirators  liad  suífered.  A 
vast  assemblage  was  collected,  as  on  the  former  occasion,  and  similar 
precautions  were  taken  to  prevent  tuinult  and  disturbance.  The  un- 
fortunate  man’s  torture  was  cruelly  and  unnecessarily  prolonged  by  a 
series  of  questions  proposed  to  liim  on  the  scaffold  by  Dr.  Overall  and 
the  Dean  of  Westminster,  all  of  wliich  he  answered  very  collected! y 
and  clearly.  lie  maintoined  his  fortitude  to  the  last.  When  fully 
prepared,  he  mounted  tlie  ladder,  and  tlius  addressed  the  assemblage : — 

“ I commend  myself  to  all  good  Catholics.  I grieve  tliat  I liave  of- 
fended  the  King  by  not  revealing  the  design  entertained  against  him, 
and  that  I did  not  use  more  diligence  in  preventing  the  execution  of 
the  plot.  I commend  myself  most  humbly  to  the  lords  of  his  Majesty's 
council,  and  entreat  theni  not  to  judge  too  hardly  by  me.  I beseech  all 
men  that  Catholics  may  not  fare  the  w'orse  for  my  salte,  and  I exliort 
all  Catholics  to  take  care  not  to  mix  tliemselves  with  seditions  or  trai- 
torous  designs  against  the  King's  Majesty,  whom  God  preserve  ! ” 

Making  the  sign  of  the  cross  upon  his  forehead  and  breast,  he  con- 
tinued : 

“ In  nomine  Patris,  Filii,  ct  Spirilüs  sancti ! Jesús  María! 
María , mater  gr a tice  ! mater  misericordia:!  Tu  me  ah  hoste  protege , 
el  hora  mor  lis  suscipc  ! In  metnus  lúas  Domine , comineado  spiritum 
meum , quia  tu  redimisti  me , Domine , Deus  veritatis”  Again  Crossing 
himself,  he  added, — “ Per  crucis  hoc  signum  Jugiat  procu l omne  malig - 
7ium  ! Infige  cruccm  tuam,  Domine , in  cor  de  meo!  ” 

With  this  last  pathetic  ejaculation  he  threw  himself  from  the  ladder. 

Garnet  obtained,  after  death,  the  distinction  he  liad  disclaimed  while 
living.  He  was  enrolled,  together  with  Oldcorne,  ainong  the  list  of 
Catholic  martyrs.  Several  miracles  are  afiirmed  by  the  Jesuits  to  have 
been  performed  in  his  behalf.  Father  More  relates,  that  on  the  lawn 
at  Iiendlip,  where  he  and  Oldcorne  last  set  foot,  “a  new  and  hitherto 
unknown  species  of  grass  sprang  up  into  the  exact  shapeof  an  imperial 
crown,  and  remaineu  for  a long  time  without  being  trodden  down  by 
the  feet  of  passengers,  or  eaten  up  by  the  cattle."  It  was  furtlier 
asserted  that  a spring  of  oil  burst  fortli  at  the  west  end  of  Saint  PauTs 
Cathedral,  on  the  precise  spot  where  he  sufFered.  But  the  most  singu- 
lar prodigy  is  that  recounted  by  Endaemon  Joannes,  whoafhrms  that  in 
a straw  which  had  been  sprinkled  with  Garnet's  blood,  a human  conn- 
tenance,  strangely  resembling  that  of  the  martyr,  was  discovered.  This 
legend  of  the  iUiraculous  Straw,  liaving  received  many  embel üshments 
and  improveinents  as  it  travelled  abroad,  obtained  universal  credence, 
and  was  conceived  to  fully  establish  Gametas  innocence. 

Anne  Vaux,  the  Jesuit's  devoted  friend,  retired  with  her  sister,  ]\Irs. 
Brooltsby,  to  a nunnery  in  Flanders,  where  she  ended  iier  duys. 

So  terminated  the  memorable  and  never-to-be-forgotten  Gunpowder 
Treason,  for  deliverancc  from  which  our  church  still  oíFers  thanksgiv- 
ings ; and  in  remembrance  of  which,  on  the  anniversary  of  its  dis- 
covery,  fagots  are  collected,  and  bou ñ ros  lighted  to  consume  the  eftigy 
of  the  arch-conspirator,  Guv  Fawkes. 
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CHAPTER  Xlli. 

Richard  Savage  does  an  act  upon  which  he  forgets,  or  omits,  to  upplmid  himself ; 

and  for  which,  perhaps,  some  portion  of  the  woríd  will  hardly  commend  him. 

The  oíd  man  stnick  Ludlow  a sinart  blow  across  the  slioul- 
ders  with  his  cañe. 

“ He  ’s  here — safe — the  best  word  in  the  dictionary — safe.  The 
lóst  sheepis  found,  and  isn’t  mutton,”  and  a feeble  attempt  was 
made  at  a caper. 

Ludlow  sprang  from  his  chair,  with  a short  cry.  “ Here  ! — 
Richard  ! ^and  he  snatched  me  to  his  arms,  but  presently  thrust 
me  from  him.  “ You  rascal ! you  villain  ! unfeeling  wretch  ! 
why  did  you  leave  me  so  long  ? Where  have  you  been  ? 
Your  eyes  sparkling  — your  cheeks  flushed — you  Ve  been  drink- 
ing.  Where  have  you  been  ?" 

“ At  a masquerade,  to  be  sure,”  said  Lucas,  c<  nodding,  and 
bowing,  and  sidling, — eh  ! sidling:  and  6 T)o  you  know  me?’ 
and  c I know  you,’  and  all  that ; and  rare  sport  it  is — rare  sport. 
Why,  Luddy,  we  were  young  once — both  of  us — young — -once; 
a long  while  ago,”  and  he  began  to  warble,  wagging  his  liead, 

“ When  T was  young, 

I danc’d  and  sung, 

And  very  much  lov’d  the  wife  o’  me ; 

But  now  1 ’m  oíd, 

I hobble  and  scold, 

And  can’t  bear  oíd  Nan  for  the  life  o*  me.” 

“Nonsense  ! **  cried  Ludlow,  waving  his  hand,  with  a look  of 
disgust.  " And  have  you,  Richard,  been  to  a masquerade  iu 
that  oíd  coat  and  hat  F 99 

ÍÉ  For  lilis  night’s  doings,”  said  I,  “a  certain  person  must  wear 
a mask  for  the  rest  of  her  days,  if  she  wish  not  to  be  hooted  at 
by  nien,  women,  and  boys.  It  is  in  my  power  to  make  her  hide 
her  head  for  ever.” 

“Mrs.  Brett  you  mean  ?”  cried  Ludlow. 

“ May  I speak  before  Mr.  Lucas  said  I. 

“ Deaf,  bless  you  ! deaf  as  a bcetle — as  a beetle,”  said  Lucas. 
“ I never  hear  any  ill  of  anybody  clse,  or  any  good  of  íiiyself.” 

“ When  I left  Myte's ” I began. 
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“ I ’ve  been  there,”  cried  Ludlow,  “ and  to  Brett’s  too.  I 
don’t  fear  lier  now.  Myte  said  you  left  him  in  a passion  ; but, 
go  on.” 

“ Just  before  I got  to  our  door,”  I resumed,  “ I was  scized  by 
two  ruffians,  who  thrust  me  hito  a coach,  bound  my  hands, 
and ” 

“ Oh  ! thc  villains  ! ” cried  Ludlow,  “ if  I had  ’em  ! ” 

“You  wouldn’t  make  much  of ’em  ; they ’d  go  cheap,”  said 
Lucas. 

“And  drove  me  to  an  alehouse  at  Wapping,”  I continued. 
“ Then  tliey  locked  and  bolted  me  in  a room  at  the  top  of  the 
house ; the  Windows  of  which  were  barred.” 

“ How  did  you  get  from  them?”  cried  Ludlow,  in  an  agony. 

“ I wiil  tell  you  more  at  full  another  time.  I got  into  a back 
garret,  out  at  the  window,  ovcr  the  tiles,  at  the  risk  of  my 
neck.” 

“Over  the  tiles  ! ” cried  Ludlow,  witli  an  aspect  of  horror. 

“ Like  a cat,”  said  Lucas.  “ Pve  seen  ’em  do  it  often.  How 
they  MI  walk  along  the  edge  of  the  gutters,  as  uneoncerned  as 
though  they  didn’t  care  nine  mouse’s  tails  for  their  nine  lives. 
He  ! he  ! he  ! — comical  vermin — cats — comical.” 

“Like  a cat!”  exclaimed  Ludlow.  “ Procecd,  Richard; 
though  you  make  me  shudder.  Like  a cat ! olí,  Lucas  ! ” 

“ At  lcngth,”  I went  on,  “I  reached  the  garret  window  of  a 
tailor,  who  drew  me  into  his  workshop.” 

“A  tailor  ! what  could  he  liave  thought  when  he  saw  you  ?” 
said  Ludlow. 

“ He  thought  he  was  a customer  dropt  from  the  clouds  to  be 
measured,”  cried  Lucas,  with  a chuckle. 

“This  is  not  to  be  borne  ! ” exclaimed  Ludlow  ; “these  jests 
are  only  worthy  of  that  fool,  Myte.” 

“ I say — 1 say,”  replied  Lucas,  “ that  the  man  might  have 
thought  so.  Some  of  ’em  have  no  other  chance  of  a customer. 
But,  I ’m  glad  you  ’re  saved,  lad,  for  all  that.  Don’t  tnind  me, 
I Mn  an  oíd  fool, — and  as  great  a fool  as  I ’m  oíd.  Grey  hairs 
have  a licence,  Luddy.  My  grandfalher  used  to  say,  the  tongue 
will  wag  when  you  Ve  getting  aged.  Says  he,  the  oíd  horse 
makes  a devil  of  a clatter  when  he’s  near  home — he!  he!  and 
so  he  does — so  he  does.” 

“ Well ; and  so  you  got  away,  and  we  have  you  safe  once 
more?  ” cried  Ludlow.  “But  they  MI  be  after  you  again.  But 
you  spokc  of  vour  mother.  Can  she  have  done  this  ? and, 
Lucas,  the  long  voyage — it  ’s  hcr  doing.” 

“ I was  to  be  sent  to  Jamaica,”  said  1. 

“ Never  mind,”  cried  Lucas;  “ she ’s  been  balked  ; and 
you  MI  be  on  your  guard — on  your  guard.  She  won’t  try  it 
again.  So — so.  That  ’s  all.” 

" “ Not  quite,”  said  I,  “for  the  tailor  and  his  son  secured  the 
villains.  They  have  confesscd  that  Mrs.  Brett  employed  thcm. 
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They  are  now  in  the  round-house,  and  our  charge  lies  against 
them.  They  may  be  hanged,  Mr.  Lucas : what  is  to  be  niy 
mother’s  punishment,  I know  not.” 

Upon  hearing  this,  Ludio w spraug  from  his  chair,  clapping 
bis  hands, 

C(  Aml  inte  strange  yaganes  fell. 

As  he  would  dance.,, 

Not  so  Lucas,  who  was  for  the  moment  stupifíed.  He  seized 
his  hat  and  cañe. 

fc<  Oh  ! oh  ! oh  ! ” said  he  ; 44  if  you  love  me,  you  two, — if  you 
love  me,  not  a word  that  1 ’ve  been  with  you  to-night ; but  that 
young  jade,  Miss  Elizabeth,  would  make  me  come.” 

I drew  him  aside.  44  The  tailor  and  I will  be  with  Colonel 
Brett  carly  to-morrow  morning,”  I said,  44  to  see  if  this  matter 
can  be  accommodated.” 

44  You  will  ?”  he  cried  ; “ not  a word,  though,  of  our  meeting. 
Though  I ’m  the  Colonel's  servan t,  and  not  hérs,  and  was  his 
father’s,  she’d  up  with  her  foot,  and  kick  my  oíd  bones  out  of 
doors.  If  you  should  see  me,  nonc  of  your  4 Good  morning,  Mr. 
Lucas,* — 4 How  d’  ye  do,  Mr.  Lucas?* — no,  no,  a straight,  long 
face,  so — as  though  you  never  seteyes  on  me.  One  4good  morn- 
ing ’ would  be  4good  night 1 to  me.” 

44  He  ’s  an  honest  fellow,”  said  Ludlow,  when  Lucas  was  gone. 
44  He  carne  to  warn  me,  as  he  thought,  of  our  danger.  Oh  ! 
Dick,”  embracing  me,  44  how  rejoiced  I am  to  have  you  once 
again — safe — beyond,  out  of  her  reach, — and  she  in  yours.  You 
have  her  now.  They  say  you  are  my  nephew  : would  you  were ; 
if  such  fortune  liad  been  mine,  I liad  been  too  happy  ; and  I was 
not  to  be  so,  at  all.  Never  mind  that.  That  ’s  nothing.  Will 
you  have  some  wine  ? ” and  he  rang  thcbcll.  44  I could  drink  to- 
night  I know  not  how  much.” 

44 1 have  been  drinking  brandy,”  said  I ; “I  could  not  touch 
wine.” 

44  Then  we  will  have  a glass  each  of  brandy,  and  tlien  to  bed 
* — to  bcd.  Do  you  know,  Diek,”  and  as  he  leaned  his  head  upon 
his  hand,  I could  see  the  tears  trickle  through  his  fingers,  44 1 
have  been  for  some  years  ealm — not  calm,  but  callous — a numb- 
ness  of  the  heart ; do  you  understand  me?  but  now  — I cannot 
tcll  how  it  is,  but  I could  bear  sorrow  once,  better  than  I can 
bear  joy  now.” 

I tola  him  that  I intended  to  wait  upon  Colonel  Brett  in  the 
morning,  and  my  reasons  for  so  doing. 

lie  was  silent  for  some  time.  44  Where  is  the  brandy?”  he 
cxclaimed,  at  length,  ringing  violently.  It  was  brought  in. 
When  he  had  despatched  it,  he  said,  44  What  will  that  proud 
woman  think  ? what  will  be  her  feelings — ffeelings  ? — well,  when 
she  íinds  she  has  shot  a foors  bolt,  and  overshot  her  mark?  It 
were  a triumph  to  see  her — to  witnessthe  thing — reduced  to  her 
equivoca  tions,  her  lies,  eh  ? — her  paltry  subterfuges,  and  all  of  no 
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avail,  at  last.  Punished,  at  last  ! Ha  ! ha  ! Mrs.  Brctt  punish- 
ed  ! — the  law  in  forcé,  as  tlioy  cali  it,  against  her.  What  if  she 
were  to  fall  down  upon  her  knees,  to  scream  fof  lenity — ha  !” 

“ That  were  pitiful,”  said  I ; “ 1 could  not  bear  that.” 

“ Don’t  interrupt  me,”  he  exclainied.  “ I could  — I think  I 
could.  I will  go  to  sleep,  and  dream  of  it  to-night  — till  to- 
morrow.  That  will  be  something.  You  would  not  let  her  off — 
Jet  her  go  free  ? 99 

“We  will  talk  of  that  to-morrow,”  I replied ; “let  us  now  go 
lióme.” 

“Jane  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  you  are  safe,”  he  said  when 
we  got  into  the  Street.  “ I llave  told  her  that  I mean  to  do  by 
you  as  thougli  you  were  my  own  son,  whether  you  get  your 
rights,  or  not, — and  she  approves  it.  I think,  and  I have  told 
her  so,  of  placing  her  witli  some  reputable  family  out  of  town, 

away  from  all  who  know  her,  and  her . 1 '11  not  speak  of 

that.  She  shall  never  want.  I shall  be  the  means  of  preserving 
her.  She  will  get  well.  I shall  have  done  my  duty,  whatever 
the  world  may  say.” 

“ Then  you  do  not  intend  that  she  shall  live  witli  you  again  ? ” 

I liad  thought  from  his  conduct  to  her  during  her  illness  that  he 
designed  to  acknowledge  her. 

“ 1 have  told  her  that  I don’t.  I am  always  telling  her  that. 
Live  witli  her  again!”  and  he  stopped,  and  placed  his  liand 
upon  my  arm,  and  now  for  the  íirst  time  I perceived  that  he 
liad  been  drinking  much  more  tlian  his  usual  quantity.  <c  Am 
I not  a man  ? have  I not  the  feelings  of  a man  ? and  those  feel- 
ings,  Richard  Savage,  are  the  stronger — tliey  have  lingered,  cor- 
roded,  gangrened  in  my  heart,  because  I never  could  vent  them. 
They  are  liare. . Well.  Now  I thought  you  M be  asking  me 
this  question — kI  knew  you  would,  and  I have  prepared  this  an- 
swer.  rrhcy  say  you  should  forgive — it  is  the  duty  of  a Cliris- 
tian.  I have  forgiven.  I have  shaken  liands  in  token  of  for- 
giveness.  But  — but — to  take  her  to  my  arms — back  — to  my 
heart  — No.  The  past  should  be  buried,  say  fellows  who  are 
always  digging  up  their  own  grievances.  It  is  buried.  But 
bury  it  five  thousand  fathom  deep  — its  gliost  will  rise  and 
haunt  you.” 

I did  not  reply  ; indeed,  there  was  no  occasion  for  reply.  In- 
wardly,  T applaudcd  his  determination,  nevertheless. 

On  the  following  morning,  Martin  was  at  the  door  to  the 
minute.  Ludlow  received  him  with  marks  of  uncommon  grati- 
tude. 

“I  have  brought  you  your  hat,  sir,”  said  Martin;  “your 
cravat  and  handkerchief  are  still  flying  from  the  chimney  like  a 
iiag  of  triumph.  IIow  you  could  accomplish  your  enterprise  I 
can  not  conceive.  It  made  my  wife  ill  to  look  out  of  the  window. 
I pointed  out  to  her  the  way  you  must  have  come.” 

“ And  it  maltes  me  ill  to  think  of  it,”  said  Ludlow,  “ my  good 
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and  excellent  friend  to  a persecuted  and  descrving  lad.  He  ’s  a 
gentleman  born,  Mr.  Martin.” 

44 1 have  hear.d  bis  story,”  returned  Martin,  and  he  related 
circunistantially  everything  tliat  liad  passcd  on  thc  previous  even- 
ing*,  which,  although  Ludlow  liad  made  me  communicate  it  to 
liim  before  be  went  to  bed,  bis  ears  drank  in  as  eagerly  as  befóre. 

VVe  were  not  long  before  we  reached  Colonel  Brctt’s  bouse. 
lie  was  not  yet  stirring. 

44  Tell  your  master,”  said  I to  the  footman,  44  tbat  my  business 
is  pressing,  and  will  not  admit  of  a monaent’s  delay.  My  ñame 
is  Savage — Richard  Savagc.  I must  see  him.” 

44  He  won’t  let  yon,  I ’m  certain,”  replied  the  servant.  44  I 
shall  only  get  myself  into  trouble  by  disturbing  him.  I won’t 
go  up  to  him,  tbat  ’s  flat.  I won’t  go.” 

44  You  liad  better,”  said  I,  64  unless  you  are  tired  of  your  Ser- 
vice, and  wisli  me  to  do  your  office.” 

44  I once  helped  to  turn  you  out  of  this  bouse,  young  master,” 
said  the  man,  grinning ; 44  must  1 do  it  again  ? ” 

44  I shall  belp  to  have  you  kicked  out,  you  rascal ! ” I ex- 
claimed  ; 44  tbat  livery  will  be  on  another  man’s  shoulders  in  less 
than  four-and-twenty  bours,  if  yon  do  not  cali  your  master  im- 
mediately.” 

44  You  liad  bettcr  go,”  urged  Martin  ; 44  as  for  laying  a finger 
upon  this  young  gentleman,  do  you  see  this  ? ” sbowing  his 
enormous  físt.  44  Ay,  you  may  cali  your  fellows, — if  I clon’t 
scatter  half  a dozen  of  ’em  ! ” He  shook  bis  head  knowingly, 
an  eloquent  conclusión  tbat  was  not  lost  upon  the  footman. 

44  Well,  if  I do  wrong,  it  ’s  your  fault,  not  mine,”  he  said  as 
be  went  up  stairs. 

He  returned  presen tly.  44  Master ’s  jumped  out  of  bed,  and  ’s 
coming  down  in  a devil  of  a passion.  1 wouldn’t  be  in  your 
shoes  for  a t rifle.” 

44  Yours  are  handsomer;  but  mine  ’ll  do,”  said  Martin.  44 1 
suppose  these  fine  chairs  were  made  to  sit  upon  ? ” and  be  took 
a seat. 

The  Colonel  descended  the  stairs  in  a fume.  He  halted  at  the 
bottom. 

44  Walk  this  way,  youngster.  I ’ll  settle  your  business  pre- 
sently.  But  whom  have  you  got  tliere  ? ” advancing  towards 
us.  44  What  huge  congregation  of  bones  and  muscles  is  this  ? 
Where  did  you  piek  up  this  Patagonian  ? ” 

44 1 ’m  no  Patagonian,”  said  Martin,  drawing  bimself  to  bis 
full  height,  and  elevating  bis  chin  ; 44 1 ’m  a poor  tailor,  your 
bonour,  and  have  been  a soldier.” 

44  A tailor  and  a soldier  ! ” cried  the  Colonel.  44  Hercules 
with  his  distaff ! March  this  way,  Ajax  Snip.  Savage — wliat  ’s 
your  ñame  ? — come  on.” 

He  led  us  into  a back  room,  and,  having  seatcd  himself, 
44  Now,  child,  if  you  recount  any  more  fables,  such  as  the  one 
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1 listened  to  at  Button’s,  it  shall  be  the  worsefor  you.  What  do 
you  mean  hy  disturbing  me  at  this  untimely  hour  ? Do  you 
know,”  he  added  sternly,  44  that  Lady  Masón  will  not  counte- 
nance  your  falsehoods?  Where ’s  your  BurridgeP  he  is  not 
fortheoming.” 

44  That  Lady  Masón  will  not  countenance  falsehoods, 55  I re- 
plied,  “ I should  be  very  glad  to  believe.  That  she  does,  I 
know.  I am  sorry  she  will  not  lend  her  countenance  to  truth, 
which,  Colonel,  ere  long — you  may  smile,  sir,  and  turn  up  your 
lip,  because  I am  a lad  — which,  I say,  ere  long  she  shall  be 
made,  if  not  to  countenance,  to  confess.” 

44  Gently  with  his  honour,”  said  Martin, — 44gently.” 

44  I have  not  yet  heard  from  Mr.  Burridge,”  1 continued; 
44  but  he  will  be  fortheoming,  I trust ; or  the  treachery  of  some- 
body  has  bcen  only  too  successful.” 

44  Who  is  that  somehody  ? ” exclaimed  the  Colonel ; 44  I know 
whom  you  mean.  But  why  am  I kept  here? — what  do  you 
want  P ” striking  the  table.  44  1 heard  you  were  gone  to  sea/’ 

44 1 have  not  yet  taken  water,”  said  I ; 44  iny  destination  was 
to  have  been  Jamaica.  My  mother,  however,  omitted  to  furnish 
me  with  letters  of  recommendation,  which,  proceeding  from  her, 
must  needs  have  been  most  advantageous  to  me.” 

44  D ation  ! 99  cried  the  Colonel,  in  a rage,  44  the  insolence 

of  this  boy  ! ” 

44  We  lose  time,”  said  Martin,  drawing  out  his  watch.  44  Tell 
his  honour,  sir,  at  once,  what  we  have  come  about.” 

46  Listen  with  patience  to  me  for  two  minutes,  and  you  will 
altor  your  tone,  Colonel,”  said  1,  and  1 rclated  the  particulars 
of  my  seizure  and  escape. 

The  Colonel  sat  for  some  time  after  1 liad  concluded,  alter- 
nately  gazing  at  Martin  and  me,  his  hand  elasping  his  chin. 

44  It  won’t  pass,”  he  said  at  lengtli, — 44  ÍL  won’t  pass.  Nothing 
will  do  for  you,  you  young  vagabond,  as  I told  you  in  my  let- 
ter,  but  Bridewell,  and  the  whipping-post.  Ilere,  you  make  it 
to  be  believed  that  you  are  gone,  or  going,  to  sea,  and  get  this 
great  tailor  to  eke  out  a wretched  story,  concocted  in  that  shal- 
low  brain  of  thine,  that  Mrs.  Brett  has  caused  you  to  be  made 
oír  with  by  crimps.  Who  are  you,  fellow  ?”  to  Martin.  44  You 
say  you  have  been  a soldier — where?  in  what  regiment  ? uuder 
whom?  How  do  I know  that  you  are  not  a tnief?  Speak  ! 
are  you  an  honest  man,  or  a thicf  ?” 

Martin  turned  fiery  red  at  the  question. 

44  I hope,  Colonel,”  lie  brought  out  at  last,  44  I know  the  dif- 
ference  between  a high  gentleman  like  you,  and  myself;  and  I 
trust  I have  a becoming  respect  for  the  cloth  ; but,  by  G — í sir, 
if  any  other  man  liad  asked  me  that,” — he  paused  for  a mo- 
ment,  — 44  why  shouldn’t  I say  it  ? — lie  liad  never  asked  me  a 
second  time.  Colonel  Brett,”  he  added,  44 1 can  bring  many  to 
speak  to  my  character,  if  nccessary  ; but  it  is  your  charactcr 
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that  is  now  in  question.  It  is,  sir.  If  you  havc  bccn  conniving 
with  the  lady,  your  wife,  to  make  away  with  tliis  young  gentle- 
man,  wliich  I cannot  help  suspecting,  from  the  passion  you  were 
in,  — and  I never  kncw  a man  in  a passion  that  wasn’t  in  the 
wrong,  — then,”  with  an  oath,  “Tm  a better  man  than  you, 
though  I ’,m  a poor  tailor,  and  you  a rich  gentleman.” 

How  mean  the  fine  gentleman  looked  at  that  moment,  and 
how  much  like  a man  the  tailor ! 

“ Under  whom  ha  ve  you  served  P 11  inquired  the  Colonel. 

“ Colonel  Cutts,”  said  Martin,  shortly. 

“Then  you  kncw  Captain  Steele?” 

“ That  I did,”  cried  Martin,  his  brow  clcaring,  “ and  an  ex- 
cellent  gentleman  his  honour  was;  and  he  knew  me,  too.  Ask 
him,  sir,  if  he  remembers  Corporal  John  Martin?  I warrant 
you.  13ut,”  turning  to  me,  66  tell  the  Colonel  the  rest.  Time 
draws  on  apace.” 

“ What  more?”  inquired  the  Colonel.  “ The  bolster,  I sup- 
pose  ? ” 

“ My  story  requires  no  bolstering,  sir,”  I said ; 44  we  have 
proof,”  and  I told  him  of  the  capture  of  the  two  mcn,  and  of 
their  confession. 

He  was  greatly  troubled,  and  aróse  and  paced  the  room,  his 
hands  clasped  bchind  him. 

44  VVait  a moment,”  he  said,  at  length,  waving  his  hand,  and 
he  hurried  from  the  apartment. 

He  carne  back  after  some  time,  and  in  disorder, — his  face 
ílushed — his  eyes  kindled. 

“ Martin,”  he  said,  “ tliis  matter  must  be  stopped  ; we  must 
bu  y off  these  two  fellows.  What  money  will  efFect  must  be 
done.” 

“ Then,  sir,”  began  Martin,  44  you  are  now  convinccd  that  the 
lady  was ” 

1 checked  him. 

44  Why,  as  to  that,”  he  continued,  “the  men  are  down  in  the 
headborougirs  book,  and  I don’t  know.  Money  will  go  a great 
way,  to  be  su  re.” 

“ IIow  much  ? ” said  the  Colonel. 

“ Why,  pcrhaps  a couple  of  guineas  might  satisfy  the  watcb.” 

Tlie  Colonel  drew  out  his  purse.  44  Take  five  ; and  here  are 
five  for  yourself.  I am  sorry  I said  what  I did.” 

“ Your  honour  is  too  good  to  say  so  much  now,”  cried  Martin. 
“ As  for  the  money,  l won’t  touch  it.” 

“ I insist  upon  it,”  said  the  Colonel.  <c  What  1 mutinous, 
corporal?”  He  pressed  his  hand.  “Come,  you  will  greatly 
oblige  me.” 

Martin  said  no  more,  but  poekcted  the  money. 

44  Then  you  think  I may  venturo  to  hope  that  I shall  hear  no 
more  of  tliis  d llgly  business  ?”  inquired  the  Colonel. 

“ I think  your  honour  may.  If  we  don’t  come  forward,  they 
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will  be  discharged  ; but  I am  known,  and  unless  I crossed  the 
lieadborough’s  hand,  he  would  have  me  before  his  worship,  to 
tell  all  I knew.’ 

44  Colonel,”  said  I,  44 1 am  a party  in  ibis  matter.  How  do 
you  know  that  I am  satisfied  with  this  arrangement  ? 71 

He  drew  me  aside.  44  Child,”  said  he,  44  what  I do  not  say  to 
tliee  now,  yon  must  take  it  for  granted  that  I feel.  Dost  think 
I am  not  confoundedly  ashamed  ? You  must  cali  upon  me  in 
a few  days.  What  will  satisfy  you  for  the  present  P ” 

“I  want  no  hush-money,”  I replied ; 44  but  I must  have  some 
assurance  that  there  shall  be  no  repetition  of  this.” 

44  That  1 makc  you,”  said  the  Colonel,  44  on  my  word  of  ho- 
nour  as  a gentleman,  Mrs.  Brett  shall  not — indeed,  she  has 
solemnly  promised  that  she  will  not — attempt  it  a second  time. 
You  hesitate  ? 77 

44  No — I will  take  my  chance,  Colonel.” 

44  You  Ve  a fine  fellow.  Something  shall  be  done  for  you. 
Leave  it  all  to  me.77 

44  I expect  nothing — I hopo  nothing,”  I replied.  44  From  this 
time  forth  inoney  is  out  of  our  question.  But  her  son  1 am, — 
and  will  be,  — and  will  be  known  to  be.  Perhaps,  after  all,  the 
honour  of  the  relationship  between  us  will  not  be  on  my  side. 
The  advantage  will  be  on  neither.>7 

He  shrugged  bis  shoulders.  44  Fight  it  out  between  you,” 
said  he,  44 1 am  on  half-pay  ; and  do  not  intend  to  fight  any 
more  battles.77 

I left  Martin  at  the  ColoneTs  door,  after  promising  that  1 
would  very  shortly  cali  upon  him. 

I found  Ludlow  with  his  wife,  and  related  all  that  liad  passed 
between  the  Colonel  and  mysclf,  and  the  arrangement  that  liad 
been  entered  into.  He  did  not  scem,  at  first,  greatly  to  approve 
it, — but  reconciled  himself  to  it  after  a short  time. 

44  It  will  toucli  her,”  said  he,  44  to  be  obligcd  to  you — to  be  be- 
holden  to  your  merey  ! Come,  that  7s  something.  What  she 
feels  now  is  a little  of  our  vengeance.  Don7t  you  see  ? How 
her  heart  is  torn  different  ways  at  this  moment,  and  no  way  the 
right  one.” 

44  But,  stop  ! ” he  said,  after  a long  pause.  44 1 don’t  lialf  like 
what  you  7 ve  done.  This  will  make  her  líate  you  all  the  more. 
What  ’s  the  worth  of  the  Coloners  word  of  honour? — that,77 
snapping  his  fingers;  44  how  could  he  restrain  her,  if  she  liad  a 
mind  to  try  it  again  ? And  she  will.  Once  wicked  — always 
wicked.  The  bad  can  never  be  sliamed  or  reclaimed.” 

44  I am  sorry,77  he  said  to  me  some  time  afterwards,  when  we 
were  alone,  44  that  I blurted  out  that  about  the  wicked  before 
Jane.  It  might  have  hurt  her  feelings  — wliich  I ’m  sure  I 
didn’t  intend.  She  didn’t  appear  to  rcmark  it,  did  she?77 

44  Not  at  all,77  I auswered. 

But  she  did.  I liad  involuntarily  turned  my  eye  towards  her 
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whcn  Ludio w spoke.  And  how  it  stung  the  woman,  her  eye, 
wliicli  was  bent  upon  her  husband,  told  me  plainly.  It  was  an 
expression  not  to  be  described.  That  I remember  it  so  well — 
but  I will  not  anticípate.  Let  all  be  set  forth  in  duc  order  of 
time. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

An  oíd  friend  with  an  improved  appearance,  and  in  a new  clmracter.  With  an  in 
stance  of  coroplicated  wickedness  which,  it  is  to  be  koped,  has  not  often  been 
parallcled. 

Shall  I avow — yes,  let  me  do  so — that,  despite  my  heroic 
speech  to  Colonel  Brctt,  I expected  some  recognition  from  my 
mother  of  my  generosity  to  her,  and  some  return  for  it.  They 
who  are  dead  to  humanity  are  sometimes  alive  to  pride;  but 
this  lady  (long  may  she  live  after  repentance  begins  !)  liad  nei- 
ther : for  haughtiness  is  not  pride,  though  the  dictionary  insist 
upon  it  ever  so  stoutly.  A great  deal  of  meanness,  however, 
well-faced,  and  carried  with  an  upward  chin,  isa  good  substituto 
for  it;  nay,  is  so  common,  that  it  has  put  the  real  thing  out  of 
counten  anee,  which  seldom  stirs  abroad.  Some  say,  indeed, 
that  pride  is  dead ; but  1 believe  it  may  still  be  found  in  a gar- 
ret  or  a cellar  — its  proper  place.  The  counterfeit  is  more 
wearable — laets  longer — lasts  for  life.  Nothing  can  touch  it,  or 
if  it  can,  nothing  injures  it.  It  is  shame-proof. 

So  I was  fain  to  put  up  with  the  reward  of  Virtue — dear,  mi- 
serly  oíd  girl  ! who  repays  her  followers  with  a set  smile — 
would  that  she  would  sometimes  change  thefashion  of  it  ! — and 
who  bids  them  be  very  good  boys,  and  go  and  do  other  very 
good  things,  and  get  nothing  for  them.  If  I did  not  do  her 
bidding  afterwards,  it  was,  I think,  because  of  that  same  imnio- 
bility  of  phiz  and  closeness  of  fist  which  belong  to  her.  Vice, 
perhaps,  has  some  good  cjualities,  after  all ; and  Virtue  is  not  so 
white  as  she  is  paintcd.  Bad  moral  i ty — worse  sense.  1 know 
it ; but  1 musí  tlirow  oíF  now  and  then. 

One  morning,  Mrs.  Greaves  informed  me  that  a tall  and  very 
fine  gentleman  liad  just  got  out  of  a chair,  and  was  wailing  in 
the  passage,  desirous  of  seeing  me.  I went  down,  looking  to 
beliold  no  less  a personage  than  Colonel  Brett.  He  was  indeed 
a very  fine  gentleman,  but  much  taller  and  lcss  corpulent  than 
the  Colonel. 

“ Ah,  JDick,  yon  dog,”  said  he,  seizing  me  by  the  waist, 
c<  here  I am  at  last,  at  your  Service.” 

“ Mr.  Burridge  ! M 1 exclaimed,  in  astonishment,  surveying 
my  oíd  master,  who  was  d ressed  in  the  height  of  tlie  mode,  and 
might  have  appeared  in  Pall  Malí  as  a man  of  the  first  figure. 

“ Yes,”  cried  Burridge,  divining  the  cause  of  my  surprise, — 
64  a metamorphosis,  I grant  you.  Ah,  well  ! a diamond  must 
sparkle,  l_)ick,  or  who  41  look  upon  it  ? I called  where  your 
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lettcrs  told  me  I should  íind  you,  and  saw  an  atom,  who  at 
length  inforined  me  where  you  were.  Who  is  that  little  grig  ? 99 

“ His  ñame  is  Myte,11  said  I.  44  I have  been  living  with  him 
for  some  months.11 

44  Ah,  well  ! 11  cried  Burridge  ; 44  living  with  him,  and  not  yet 
dead  ! HeVl  kill  me  in  no  tune.  And  so  you  ’re  with  Ludlow, 
he  says.  He  ealled  him  something.” 

44  Jeremiah  Woful,  I daré  say.” 

44  The  ñame, — and  not  a bad  one,”  said  Burridge,  laughing. 
44  The  diminutive  tells  me  he  believes  he  has  wronged  you,  and 
wants  to  sing  his  palinode.  But,  don’t  you  ask  me  up  stairs  P11 

I led  the  way  thither. 

44  Were  you  not  surprised  you  did  not  liear  from  me  ? ” he  said, 
following  me.  44  I conclude  so,  from  your  having  sent  me  two 
letters.  Goose ! not  to  remembcr  that  l’m  never  at  home  during 
vacation.  Do  you  think  I ’m  to  stalk  about  the  empty  school- 
room,  with  false  quantities  and  nonsense  verses  ringing  in  my 
cars,  or  play  at  push-pin  in  a comer  with  oíd  Metcalfe  ?” 

Ludlow  was  standing  at  the  door  when  we  reached  the  land- 
ing,  and  greeted  the  visiter  with  a bow  of  profound  respect. 

44  My  good  friend,  I am  very  glad  to  see  you,”  said  Burridge, 
extending  his  hand.  44  Nay,  let  us  vvalk  in  and  sit  down.  A 
lady  here?11  turning  to  Ludlow. 

44  My  wife,”  said  Ludlow,  confused. 

44 1 beg  pardon.  I was  not  aware — 11  began  Burridge. 

44  Mrs.  Ludlow,  will  you  retire  for  a sliort  time,11  interrupted 
Ludlow,  handing  her  from  the  room. 

44  Why,  what  occasion  for  that  ? ” cried  Burridge.  44 1 didn’t 
know  you  were  one  of  the  blcst.11 

44  No,  sir,11  replied  poor  Ludlow,  looking  down  upon  his 
thumbs. 

44  Ho  ! ho  ! 99  cried  Burridge,  44 1 take  you  now.  A recent 
match.  Your  most  obedient.  Oh,  Ludlow  I11  shaking  his  íinger. 
44  Pray  cali  back  the  bride;  I wouldn’t  for  the  world  I should 
have  made  her  run  away.11 

Ludlow  stood  in  evident  distress.  I walkcd  up  to  Burridge, 
and  whispered,  44  I will  tell  you  all  by  and  by.  It  is  a sad 
story,  sir.11 

4fc  Let  us  sit  down,11  said  Burridge.  44  And  so,  my  good  friend, 
your  secret  *s  out  at  last,  — and  í)ick  doift  appear  to  be  much 
the  better  for  it.  Mrs.  Brett  is  his  mother  — the  daughter  of 
Lady  Masón — uní” 

44  We  look  to  you  to  help  us  in  this  difficulty,  sir,11  said  Lud- 
low. 

44  There  is  no  difficulty  in  the  case,11  said  I.  44  We  merely 
wisli  you,  sir,  to  certify  that  I was  comraitted  to  you  by  Lady 
Masón.  Perhaps  you  have  her  letter  P11 

44  Yes,  sir,”  said  Ludlow ; 44  and  you  can  vouch — 99 

44  One  at  a time,11  cried  Burridge,  44  I have  Lady  Mason’s 
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letter  by  me.  Here  it  is.  It  is  plain  enough.  T wish  yours, 
Dick,  had  been  as  precise.  They  contain  an  infinite  quantity 
of  nothing.  Mrs.  Brett  was  the  divorced  Countess  of  Máceles- 
field— ” 

44  Oh  ! she  was,”  said  Ludlow,  between  his  teeth. 

44  And  Lord  Kivers — •” 

44  His  father — yes,  Mr.  Burridge,  liis  own  father.  And  Lady 
Masón  employed  me — ” 

44  I know  all  that,”  said  Burridge.  44  Where,  then,  is  the 
difficulty?  Lady  Masou's  word — ” 

44  She  disowns  him,”  cried  Ludlow,  with  a flourish  in  the  air, 
44  and  has  turned  me  away, — her  servant  from  a boy, — because 
1 will  see  justice  done  to  him.  And  I will.  Oh  ! sir,  can  you 
believe  in  human  wickedncss  ?” 

44  I can,”  replied  Burridge.  44  He  inust  be  a sceptic  indeed 
who,  at  my  age,  will  not  believe  in  that.  But  how  is  this,  Dick, 
my  boy,  that  they  reject  a fellow  like  you  P D — n ’em  (I  don’t 
ofteií  swear),  they  ’ve  neither  taste,  spirit,  ñor  huumnity.” 

44  Neither,  sir,”  said  Ludlow,  — 44  oh,  yes;  the  woman  has 
spirit.  I wish  I had  its  equal  - — I ’d  spirit  her  — I \\  make  her 
all  spirit.” 

Burridge  regarded  him  for  a moment  earnestly.  “ Come,” 
said  he,  turning  to  me,  44  let  us  hear  everything  that  has  hap- 
pened  to  you  since  you  left  St.  Alban’s.” 

1 entered  into  a minute  detail  of  all  that  had  occurred. 

44  Ah,  well  ! ” said  he,  when  I had  concluded,  44  a eomplicated 
piece  of  business,  truly.  Colonel  Brett,  I take  it,  is  nobody  in 
the  matter.  Nevertheless  we  must  see  him.  Come  along.” 

44  And  are  yon  going  to  see  Colonel  Brett,  sir?”  asked  Lud- 
low. 

44  Indeed  I am.” 

44  Bless  you,  sir,”  cried  Ludlow.  44  You  won’t  carry  off  Rich- 
ard, sir,  as  you  once  th reatened  ? ” 

44  I don’t  know  that  I shall  not,”  replied  Burridge;  44  but  not 
at  presen t,  and  perhaps  not  at  all.  You  will  see  us  again 
shortly.” 

A coach  was  called,  and  we  got  into  it.  Ludlow’s  face  looked 
radian t as  we  drove  off. 

44  What  ails  that  man  Ludlow  P ” said  Burridge.  44  He  ’s 
greatly  altered  since  1 saw  him  last.” 

44  Do  you  think  so?”  said  I.  44  I liave  not  observed  it.  In 
what  respect  do  you  think  him  changed  ? ” 

44  I dofft  mean  that  he  looks  ill ; but  his  mannersare  strangely 
different.  There  9s  a quickness  and  an  angularity  about  his  mo- 
tions — and  his  eyes — pshaw  ! how  shall  I describe  them  ? — they 
seem  as  though  they  were  changing  sockets  every  moment. 
What  is  this  sad  story  you  were  to  tell  me  ?” 

Burridge  was  silent  for  souie  minutes  after  I had  íinished  the 
narrative  of  my  poor  friend. 
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“My  wife — my  Harriet,”  he  said,  at  length,  half  musingly, 
“ is  a saint  in  Hcavcn — I trust,  and  I believe  it — but — tell  me 
this,  Richard — no,  you  are  too  young  to  answer  the  question — 
is  this  man  to  be  despised  for  a fool,  or  to  be  commended  as  a 
truc  Christian  hero  — a Christian  hero,  such  as  Richard  Steele 
never  dreamed  of  ? Upon  my  soul,  Ludlow  is  a hero.  I shall 
love  him  for  it  the  rest  of  my  life.  Poor,  poor  fellow  ! And 
your  mother  ! — * 

1 A roinistering  ángel  shall  he  be 
When  she  lies — ’ 

I was  about  to  say  something,  Dick  ; but  it  would  liave  been 
Shakspeare's,  not  mine.” 

Howling/  you  were  about  to  say,  sir,”  said  I,  laughing 
“ I remember  the  passage.  Indeed,  I tíiink  she  will.” 

“ Ilush  ! young  man,”  said  Burridge,  gravely  ; “ you  must 
not  talk  thus.  Remember,  Mrs.  Brett  is  your  mother.” 

“ I do,”  said  I,  with  bitterness,  “ and  that  I am  her  son.” 

Burridge*s  reply  was  preven ted  by  the  stoppage  of  the  coaeh. 
We  sent  in  our  ñames,  and  were  requested  to  walk  into  a prí- 
vate room.  The  Coloncl  presently  made  bis  appearance,  and, 
upon  seeing  Burridge,  burst  into  an  exclamation  of  surprise# 

“ What  ! Frank  ! ” said  he,  “is  it  possible  ? ” embracing 
Burridge  with  warmth.  “And  turned  pedagogue,  too  ! Why, 
we  tliought  you  were  gone — ” 

“ Where  little  children  are  most  welcome?”  said  Burridge, 
returning  his  friend's  embrace,  indeed,  but  with  something  of 
constraint  in  his  inanner.  “ lNTo,  I am  yet  living,  as  you  see.  I 
liave  to  thank  myself  for  it.” 

“ Well,  now,  now,”  returned  Brett,  “ let  me  know  what  you 
liave  been  doing  with  yourself  all  the  long  years  since  the  town 
lost  you.” 

“ The  town  took  little  pains  to  find  me  again,  I imagine,”  said 
Burridge,  with  a passing  smile — there  was  a dasli  of  scorn  in  it. 
“ For  the  inquines  you  made,  Colonel  Brett,  1 am  sure  I ouglit 
to  thank  you.” 

The  Colonel  was  slightly  disconcerted.  “ It  is  not  the  way 
of  the  world,”  said  he,  lightly,  “ to  interfere  with  any  man’s  dis- 
position  of  himself.  I hope,”  he  added,  assuiiiing  a stalely  air, 
“ you  liave  found  your  plan  answer  your  purpose.” 

“ It  has,”  returned  Burridge.  “ My  purpose  was  to  retire 
from  a world  in  which  1 could  no  longer  maintain  the  station  I 
liad  held.  I know  the  great  world  too  well,  and  its  ministers, 
who  are  at  the  same  time  its  minions,  not  to  be  sensible  that  a 
shoe-black  will  meet  with  more  consideration  tlian  a gentleman 
in  di  stress.” 

“ Humph  ! ” said  the  Colonel. 

“ I know  not  in  what  estimation  pedagogues  are  held  amongst 
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you,”  resumod  Burridge,  44  but  here  I am.  Yon  had  not  seen  my 
counten  anee  agaiu,  I can  assure  you,  but  for  this  pupil  of  mine. 
Let  us  go  at  once  into  bis  case.” 

44  Sit  down,  child,”  said  the  Colonel,  turning  to  me.  44  You 
know  not,  Mr.  Burridge,  what  trouble  this  young  gentleman 
gives  me.” 

Burridge  returned  a lofty  stare.  44  After  what  has  occurrcd, 
Brett,  I clid  not  expect  to  hear  that  from  yon.  It  was  your  own 
proposition  that  I should  wait  upon  you.  I am  here.  You 
wanted  my  confirmation  — here  it  is,”  handing  Lady  Mason’s 
letter.  44  Colonel,  we  will  be  straightforward  in  this  business,  if 
you  please.” 

The  Colonel  read  the  letter,  and  returned  it  without  comment. 
<4  The#whip$ter,”  said  he,  with  a yawn,  44  always  comes  in  a tem- 
pest.  He  nearly  snapt  my  nose  oíí‘  at  Button’s — then  he  brought 
a gigantic  tailor  to  me,  who  would  llave  made  my  quietus  with 
a oare  bodkin — and  now,  here  are  you — ” 

I began  to  fecl  a degree  of  contení  pt  for  this  Colonel,  and  was 
about  to  launcli  an  angry  retort,  when,  directing  my  eye  at 
Burridge,  T saw  the  devil  gathering  upon  his  brow. 

“ It  seems  to  me,”  said  Burridge,  with  forced  calmness, 
44  either  that  I do  not  see  béforc  me  Colonel  Brett,  or  that 
Colonel  Brett  supposes  he  does  not  see  Francis  Burridge.  1 ’d 
have  you  to  know,  sir, — but  you  do  know, — that  I am  not  to  be 
trifled  with.  What  do  you  mean  by  conneeting  my  ñame  with 
that  of  a tailor  ? ” 

44  There  now,  Frank,  be  quiet,”  cried  the  Colonel.  44  I beg 
your  pardon — I did  not  mean  to  offend  you.  A pinch  of  your 
snuíf.” 

44  Stand  up,  Richard  Savage,”  exclaiuied  Burridge,  rising, 
and  he  led  me  towards  the  Colonel,  who  also  aróse.  44  Colonel 
Brett,  is  it  not  a shame — a d — d shame,  that  this  young  man 
should  be  treated  as  he  has  been  ? ” 

44  Not  by  me,  í give  you  my  honour,”  said  the  Colonel. 

44  Not  by  you  ! but  by  one  who  is  responsible,  and  ought  to 
be  subservient  to  you.  I protest,  before  God,  I never  heard  of 
sucli  barbarous  cruelty — ” 

44  You  are  going  too  far  — I think,  upon  reflection,  you  will 
confess  that,”  cried  the  Colonel.  46  1 haveevery  disposition  to  do 
the  lad  justice;  but  it  is  out  of  my  province.  Mrs.  Brett  has 
always  been  lier  own  mistress,  and  her  own  mistress  she  will 
remain.  What  reasoning  will  do  has  been  tried — has  failed. 
She  will  not  believe  he  is  her  son.” 

44  That  word  4 will , is  a good  one/'  returned  Burridge.  44  She 
will  not  believe  ! — stuff!  — but  she  does  believe,  nevertheless. 
Will  mustn’t  always  haveits  own  way.  We  have  our  wills,  too. 
Let  the  lad  see  his  mother.” 

44  Do  1 stand  in  the  way  of  it  ?”  asked  the  Colonel.  44  But  lie 
has  seen  her.” 
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46  But  now,”  urged  Burridge,  “now  tliat  his — come,  I must 
cali  it  forbearance  — has  established  an  irresistible  claim  upon 
her  gratilude.  You  know  what  I mean,  Colonel.  That  Wap- 
ping — pah  ! what  do  you  say  ? ” 

The  Colonel  reddened.  44  If  he  picases,”  with  a glance  at  me. 
4%  But  I do  not  please,  sir,”  said  I.  44  I have  no  wish  to  see 
Mrs.  Brett ; and  I presume  she  has  a particular  desire  not  to  sec 
me.  1 hope  so.” 

44  It  were  hardly  profitable,”  said  the  Colonel ; — 44  oil  upon 
the  llames,  Frank  ; a battle  for  thc  sakc  of  the  brutees.” 

44  l)o  you  say  so?  ” cried  Burridge,  quickly.  44  Ah,  well ! ” 
elevating  his  eyes,  and  smacking  his  lips  audibly,  44  Let  me 
wait  upon  the  lady.” 

44  With  all  my  heart,”  replied  the  Colonel.  44  If  she  vrill  re- 
ceive  you,  I shall  be  very  happy.  You  see  I do  all  I can  for 
you,”  shrugging  his  shoulders,  and  spreading  out  his  palms. 

He  rang  the  bell.  44  Tell  Mrs.  Brett  that  Mr.  Burridge,  a 
particular  friend  of  mine,  is  desirous  of  a few  minutes’ conversa- 
tion  with  her.” 

44  Thank  you,  tlmnk  you,”  said  Burridge.  “Now  you  shall 
have  a pinch  of  my  snuíf — the  real  Musty — which  our  friend 
Steele  has  written  so  much  to  set  the  town  sneezing  with.” 

44  Ah  ! ” remarked  the  Colonel,  shaking  his  head,  44  the  liours 
we  have  spent  together,  Frank  ! Diclc  te  as  brisk  as  ever — a boy 
to  the  last  with  those  he  loves.” 

The  servant  re-entered  the  room. 

44  Mrs.  Brett  will  be  happy  to  see  Mr.  Burridge.” 

44  4 Man  is  boro  to  trouble,  as  thc  sparks  fiy  upward,’  says  the 
Preacher,”  observed  the  Colonel  with  much  gravity  when  Bur- 
ridge hael  retired  ; 44  but  men  might  be  very  easy,  if  men  would 
let  ’em.  Now  you,  you  roguc  you,  will  have  your  share  of 
trouble,  I daré  say ; but  I think  yon  will  give  it  also.” 

44  1 hope  I shall,”  I replied  sharply, 44  in  one  quarter,  at  least, 
it  shall  be  my  endeavour  to  do  so.” 

44Tut — tut  ! ” said  the  Colonel,  44  never  encourage  thc  angry 
passions — if  you  wish  to  be  happy,  away  with  ’em  ; if  you  want 
to  be  miserable,  make  much  of  tem — húg  ’em  ; and  they’ll  hug 
you  till  death — and  ¿o  death.” 

The  Colonel  now  drew  me  into  talk.  To  say  the  truth  of 
Brett,  whom  I often  saw  at  a later  period  of  my  Ufe — he  was  a 
man  of  extensive,  if  not  of  profound  information,  of  easy  and 
agreeable  manners,  with  a perfect  knowledge  of  the  great  world 
with  which  he  associated,  and  to  which  his  qualities  recommend- 
ed  him,  and  to  shine  in  which,  it  mny  be  added,  he  was  especi- 
ally  fitted  both  by  nature  and  cducation.  He  it  was  who  taught 
me  — unconscious  teacher  ! — to  despise  thoroughly,  heartuy, 
44  those  littlc  creatures  we  are  pleased  to  cali  the  great to  con- 
temn  the  ignoble  arrogance  of  mere  rank, — to  scorn  the  self-suf- 
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íicient  (sufficient  to  nought  beside)  insolcnce  of  those  who  lay 
claim  to  honourable  distinctions,  which  are  alone  due  (alas  ! not 
always  paid)  to  talen t,  genius,  and  to  virtue.  It  is  saying  some- 
thing  for  the  Colonel  to  admit  that  he  never  brought  me  to  de- 
spise him. 

To  return.  I could  not  but  remark  during  our  present*talk 
that  the  Colonel  omitted, — I know  not  whether  purposely,  all 
reference  to  the  promisc  he  liad  held  out  to  me  during  my  former 
interview  with  him,  of  doing  something  for  me.  I did  not  re- 
fresh  his  memory,  or  alarm  his  prudence. 

44  You  may  take  it  as  a signal  mark  of  Frank  Burridge’s 
friendship  for  you,”  he  said  at  length,  drawing  out  his  watch, 
44  that  he  submi ts  to  be  closeted  with  a lady  nearly  un  hour  on 
your  account.  There  was  but  onewoman  in  the  world  for  Bur- 
riclge — his  wife.  He  could  lose  no  more  after  that  loss.  Honest 
Franje ! And  so  thou  hast  turned  Syntaxist  ! How  Steele  wili 
claw  his  periwig  at  that  ! He  ’ll  bring  him  into  the  Spec- 
tator.  Wliat  shall  it  be  ? Let  us  see.  4 Flagellifer  is  a man 
who ’ ” 

At  this  moment  Burridge  bouneed  into  the  room.  He  seized 
his  hat  and  cañe. 

44  Come,  Richard,  let  us  be  gone.  Rrett,  your  liand.  I thank 
you.  Good  b’ye.” 

44  Well,  but  particulars  ? ” cried  the  Colonel ; 44  what  has  been 
said  ? what  has  been  done?  ” 

44  You  will  hear  all  that  above  — more  said  than  done,  Co- 
lonel.” 

44  But,  where  are  you  staying  ? You  must  have  a night 
with  us.  Steele  will  be  delighted.” 

“ I know  he  would.  I love  Steele — pray  tell  him  so ; but  I 

would  not  for  the  world  renew,  cven  for  an  hour Ah,  well  í 

— past — past.  It  would  make  me  unhappy.'” 

Burridge  was  unusually  taciturn  as  we  drove  back  to  Ludlow’s 
lodging. 

44  1 will  tell  you  by  and  by,”  he  replied  to  my  urgent  intjui- 
ries  touching  his  interview  with  my  mother,  íixing  his  eyes  lipón 
me  with  a look  of  sorrowful  commiseration. 

When  the  door  of  the  house  was  opened,  he  scrambled  up 
stairs  without  ccremony,  and  burst  into  the  room.  Ludlow’s 
wife  was  sitting  by  the  fire,  but  slarled  up  in  sume  confusión. 

44  Where  is  Mr.  Ludlow,  madam  ? w said  Burridge,  scanning 
her  intently  from  liead  to  foot.  44 1 hope  he  is  not  gone  out.” 

44  He  will  be  here  directly,”  she  replied,  in  a ílutter ; 44 1 will 
go  seck  him.” 

Ludlow,  indeed,had  followed  us  up  stairs,  and  had  witnessed 
Burridge’s  ungallant  scrutiny  of  his  wife. 

44  Oh,  Diek  !”  he  said,  drawing  me  aside, 44  you  have  told  him. 
lie  ’s  a moral  man,  and  thinks  I have  done  wrong.,> 
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íc  Ha  ! you  Ye  heve"  cried  Burridge,  turning  round  ; 66  a few 
minutes’  prívate  conversation  with  you,  if  you  picase.” 

Mrs.  Ludlow  took  the  liint,  and  retired  haslily. 

cc  Now,  Ludlow,”  said  Burridge,  walking  up  to  him ; <É  I feol 
tliis  to  be  one  of  the  most  solema  moments  of  tny  life.  If  it  be 
— and  upon  my  soul  it  is — to  me,  who  am  in  no  way  connected 
with  tliis  young  man — to  you  who  are,  as  it  were,  involved  with 
him,  it  must  be  the  most.solemn.” 

“ What  do  you  mean  ? ” faltcrcd  Ludlow,  turning  very  palé. 

“ Lay  your  hand  upon  yourheart,  and  repeat  after  me,  if  you 
can,  these  words : — I swear,  as  I am  a living  man,  as  1 liope  for 
peace  in  this  world,  and  pardon  in  the  next,  the  young  man  be- 
fore  me  is  the  son  of  Mrs.  Brett  — is  the  child  committed  to  me 
by  Lady  Masón.” 

Ludlow  pronounced  the  words  caltnly  and  distinctly. 

“ But  what  is  the  meaning  of  this,  Mr.  Burridge?”  he  in- 
quired. 

Burridge  laid  bis  hands  upon  the  shoulders  of  the  other,  and 
gazed  into  his  face  earnestly. 

I believe  you,  good  fellow,”  he  said, — “ entircly  believe  you. 
Ah,  well  ! worthy,  honest  creature  ! ” 

He  turned  aside  in  emotion. 

“ Ludlow,”  he  resumed,  c<  I must  have  fíve  minutes’  talk  with 
you  alone — not  here — not  in  the  house.  Where  can  we  go?  ” 

46  Dixon’s  cofFee- house,”  I suggested. 

“ It  is  liard  by,  sir,”  said  Ludlow,  taking  his  hat. 

“ When  I have  done  with  him,  1 ’ll  send  for  you,  Dick.  Lady 
Macbeth  nursed  herown  children,  she  has  told  us.  I must  take 
her  into  my  books,  I think.  Loved  her  husband,  too.  Come, 
come,  not  so  bad.” 

I marvelled  much  at  Burridge’s  present  procceding.  It  was 
altogether  unlike  him.  This  secresy  — or  rather,  this  sepárate 
disclosure  of  circumstances  that  might  be  unfolded  at  once.  It 
was,  however,  useless  to  expostulate  with  him ; for  Burridge 
was  one  of  those  men  who  will  have  their  own  way,  and  who 
talk  of  the  pig-headedness  of  the  world. 

Whilst  I sat  awaiting  with  some  impatience  the  return  of 
Ludlow,  his  wife  suddenly  entered  the  room.  She  liad  on  her 
bonnet  and  cloak. 

“ I am  going  out,  Mr.  Savage ; but  shall  be  back  in  a very 
sliort  time.” 

“ Had  you  not  bctter  stay  till  Mr.  Ludlow  returns.  I expect 
him  every  instant.  You  look  very  un  well  — what  is  the 
matter  ?” 

I sought  to  detain  the  wonian  ; partly  bccause  I was  not  sure 
that  Ludlow  would  approve  her  going  out;  but  chiefly  that 
there  was  something  in  her  manner  which  awakened,  not  my  sus- 
picion,  indeed,  but  my  curiosity.  ¡She  had,  it  is  truc,  gone 
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abroad  several  times  since  her  convalescence,  and  upon  two 
occasions  had  stayed  away  a considerable  time  ; but  she  liad 
explained  to  Ludíow’s  satisfaction  the  cause  oí*  her  deten tion  ; 
and  she  had  never  heretofore  left  the  house  without  his  per- 
missiou. 

“ I am  sure,”  said  I,  “you  are  not  well  enough  for  a walk 
to-day.  Come,”  I added,  smiling,  “ you  rnust  let  me  p.lay  the 
physiéian,”  and  I placed  my  back  against  the  door ; “ no  stir- 
ring  abroad  to-day.” 

“ But  I rnust,”  she  replied  quickly  ; “ pray  let  me  pass  you.” 
66  No.  Of  what  importance  are  a few  minutes?  Ludlow 
shall  decide  whether  yon  may  be  tr usted  out.” 

“ Trusted  ! ” she  repeated,  with  a momentary  glance  at  me  ; 
for  her  eyes  on  meeting  mine  were  instantly  cast  upon  the 
floor.  She  endeavoured  at  composure,  but  vainly.  I led  her  to 
a seat. 

“ That  tall,  handsome  gentleman  was  your  schoolmaster,  was 
he  not  ? ” she  said  at  length. 

“ He  was.” 

“Mr.  Ludlow  tells  me  that  he  took  you  to  see  Mrs.  Brett. 
Did  you  see  her  ? ” 

“ 1 did  not.” 

“ Ñor  Mr.  Burridge?” 

“ Mr.  Burridge  did  see  her.” 

“ And  what  did  she  say  to  him  ? ” she  asked  hastily,  rising 
from  her  seat. 

“ I doiTt  know.  He  has  not  told  me.” 

A rapid  step  was  heard  upon  the  stairs. 

“ Lord  have  merey  — it  **s  James  ! ” exclaimed  the  woman,  re- 
treating  to  the  further  part  oí*  the  room. 

The  door  at  this  instant  was  burst  ojien,  and  Ludlow  rushed 
in  headlong;  his  clenched  hands  raised ; his  face  not  jiale  — 
livid  ; his  lips  working  convulsively.  lie  could  not  bring  forth 
a word  for  sume  time.  At  length,  he  cried,  shricked  rather, 

“ Down  on  your  knees  ! down  on  your  knees  ! — not  you, 
hellish  woman!  but  you  — you,  Richard  Savage, — down  ujion 
your  knees,  and  curse  that  bitter,  bitter  beast, — that  unthank- 
ful ” 

He  sprang  towards  her.  With  a piercing  scream  she  eluded 
the  grasji  he  made  at  her  throat;  and,  dropping  a small  box, 
which  she  had  concealed  under  her  cloak,  dashed  past  him,  and 
ran  out  of  the  room — out  of  the  house. 

BafHed  of  his  vengeance,  I suppose  — but  I knew  not  the  in- 
stigation,  Ludlow  struck  his  head  violently  against  the  wall,  and 
fell  ujion  his  knees,  with  a heavy  groan,  on  the  floor. 

“ Gracious  God  ! ” I exclaimed,  bending  over  him,  “ what  is 
the  meaning  of  this  ? For  Heaven’s  sake,  tell  me  ; I can’t  bear 
to  see  you  tlius.  Bear  Ludlow,  get  up.” 
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lie  waved  me  from  him. 

“ Leave  me  — lcave  me  ! It  is  not  this  foors  head,  luit  this 
greater  foors  lieart  that  is  broken  — broken  through  — to  pieces 
— crushed.  Dig  me  agrave,  and  let  me  crawl  into  it.  Oh  ! to 
think!  ”■ — pressíng  his  hands  against  bis  temples, — “I  must  not 
think.  Would  I could  go  mad — I will  go  mad.” 

Compose  yourself,”  I said.  cc  Where  llave  you  left  Bur- 
ridge  ? What  has  he  told  yon  ? What  has  your  wife  done  ? ” 

“ Done  ? 11  he  cxelaimed  ; “ that  wliich  all  the  devils  in  hell 
are  clapping  their  hands  at.  They  '11  have  her  ; but  they  won’t 
laugh  then,  when  they  do  have  her.  She’s  too  wickcd  for  ’em. 
But  the  world  will  laugh  at  me  — you  amongst  them.  And 
you  VI  líate  and  curse  me,  too.  You  will  ; and  I deserve  it.  Go 
from  me.  I have  no  friend  in  the  world.” 

I was  moved. 

“ Oh,  yes  ! you  have — in  me  you  llave  a sincere  friend.  Come, 
iet  me  lead  you  to  a chair.  Look  up,  and  tell  me  you  will  be 
calm.” 

He  raised  his  head,  and  gazed  upon  me.  There  was  some- 
thing  so  inexpressibly  touching  in  his  face — it  was  so  utterly 
wo-begone,  so  full  of  anguish,  — that  I could  not  refrain  from 
tears. 

On  beholding  these  marks  of  my  sympathyr,  the  wretched 
man  burst  into  a passion  of  weeping  so  loud,  so  vehement,  so 
frightful,  tliat  I became  tcrriíied.  1 called  aloud  for  the 
Greaveses.  They  were  at  their  respective  posts  at  the  head  of 
the  stairs,  and  now  carne  forward  alarmed,  but  alert  for  horror. 

After  a time  the  shocking  paroxysm  began  to  subside. 

46  Leave  me,”  he  said,  when  they  liad  helped  him  to  a chair  ; 
“ go  away,  and  leave  me.” 

“ But  we  shan’t  leave  you  now,  till  you  Ve  better,”  said  Mrs. 
Greaves  ; 46  make  yourself  comfortable  now,  for  the  sake  of  the 
young  gentleman  you ’ve  almost  frightened  out  of  his  seven 
senses.  Lord  ha* merey,”  in  a whisper,  nudging  me,  “I  thought 
he  VI  done  it — truth.  I couldn’t  lia’  cut  him  down  in  a month.” 

“ But  I could,”  said  Greaves,  vvho  liad  joined  his  head  to 
ours.  “ Once,  sir, ” 

44  The  room  goes  round  with  me,”  said  Ludlow  vaguely. 
44  Where  is  Richard  ? ” 

1 too'k  his  hand. 

44  Go  to  Mr.  Burridge  ; he  wants  particularly  to  see  you.  1 
should  have  told  you  before.  1 shall  be  better  soon.  These 
good  people  will  stay  with  me.  Won’t  you,  my  friends?” 

44  To  be  sure  we  will,”  cried  Mrs.  Greaves;  44  there ?s  a brave 
man.  Now,  clieer  up,  do.  Have  you  got  any  brandy  in  the 
house  ? Go  to  your  friend,  Mr.  Savage ; we’ll  doctor  him  up 
while  you  ’re  gone.” 

I dírectcd  Greaves  to  the  closet  in  which  some  brandy  was  to 
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be  fouud,  and  hastened  to  Burridge,  impatient  to  learn  the  cause 
of  Ladlow’s  frenzy,  and  wondering  how  it  could  be  that  Bur- 
ridge liad  not  aecompanicd  him  borne. 

1 fouud  liiui  paeing  the  room  to  and  fro,  swinging  bis  watch 
in  tbe  air  round  and  round. 

44  I was  coming  after  you,”  be  said  ; 46  but  tbe  sight  of  that 
otber  woman  would  llave  been  too  much  for  me.  You  have 
kept  me  waiting;  and  I don't  like  it.  I 've  another  engage- 
ment,  and  sliall  be  too  late.  How  is  it  — since  you  waited  to 
hear  it  all — is  the  woman  guilty  or  not  guilty  ?” 

44  I hardly  know  what  you  mean/'  1 replied  ; 44 1 only  know 
that  you  bave  told  Ludlow  something  that  lias  driven  him  well- 
nigb  mad." 

64  How  I”  said  he;  45  impossible.  He  heard  what  I liad  to 
say — not  calmly,  certainly  ; for  what  human  being  but  must 
have  been  shocked  at  the  cursed  infamy  ? but  he  heard  me  in 
silence.  When  I had  íinished,  he  took  niy  liands  between  bis 
own,  and  said  calmly,  4 Forgive  me,  sir,  that  I presume  to 
take  tliis  liberty  with  you ; but  I feel  grateful  that  you  did 
not  tell  me  this  before  Richard.  It  shall  be  set  straight,  Mr. 
Burridge,  — rely  upon  it  and  so  saying,  he  took  bis  hat  and 
vvent  bis  way." 

44  But,  what  did  you  tell  him  ?”  I inquired. 

44  You  shall  hear.  Oh,  Dick  ! if  you 've  a drop  of  that  wo* 
man’s  blood  in  your  body,  let  it  out,  and  recruit  your  veins 
with  poison  — it  were  less  pernieious.  Beautiful  wretcli ! what 
an  ugly  soul  it  has  ! Why,  she  has  been  lying.  to  me — uttering 
base  nasty  lies  — ly i ng,  the  vilest  meanness  of  which  a created 
being  can  be  guilty.  She  said  you  were  not  her  son, — that  you 
were  an  impostor, — that  you  had  been  put  upon  this  sclieme  of 
extortion,  as  she  called  it,  by  Ludlow.  All  this  1 expected  to 
hear.  But  she  said  further,  that  Mrs.  Ludlow  was  prepared  to 
swear  that  you  were  her  child, — that  Ludlow  was  your  fatlier — 
that  the  woman  had  (a  lie)  voluntarily  confessed  thus  much 
to  her.  She  has  a papel*  to  that  eftect,  drawn  up  by  herself,  and 
signed,  she  said,  by  the  woman.  She  offered  to  show  it  to  me  ; 
but  I declined  to  look  upon  it.  Well,  I told  all  this  to  your 
poor  friend.” 

I had  no  room  in  my  heart  for  resentment  against  the  in- 
famous  woman  at  that  monient  — it  was  overflowing  with  com- 
passion  for  Ludlow. 

44  Oh,  sir  \”  said  I,  44  tluit  you  had  permitted  me  to  be  the 
íirst  to  hear  this.  I dread  the  consequences  to  the  best  creature 
breathing.  I know  bis  na  ture.  It  will  go  hard  with  him  — I 
am  certain  of  it." 

44  StuíF ! 11  cried  Burridge  ; 44  why,  it  cannot  be  true  : you  can- 
not  believe  it  to  be  true  ? n 

44  That  Mrs.  Brett  has  sucli  a paper  in  her  possession,  and 
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that  the  woman  has  signed  it,  I do  assuredly  believe,^  said  I, — 
and  I inade  him  acquamted  with  her  flight ; “but  it  is  a sorry 
device,  and  will  gain  credit  nowhere.  My  face  vouches  for  me, 
I believe.” 

And  so  it  does;  and  T don’t  like  you  the  better  for  it.  But 
who  could  have  believed  it  possible  that  two  such  women  could 
exist  in  the  sanie  age,  in  the  same  country,  and  be  employed  in 
the  sanie  work — laying  their  two  hideous  hearts  together  to  out- 
do  Satan  P Upon  my  soul,  it  tro  11  bles  me.  There — go  to  Lud- 
low—comfort  him.  If  he’s  a man,  he  will  shake  the  creature 
from  his  memory  with  scorn.  For  the  dignity  of  his  own  nature 
he  must  do  so.  Upon  my  soul,  it  would  go  far  to  make  a man 
weep — however  great  a philosopher  he  might  be — to  dwell  upon 
this.  I will  cali  upon  you  to-night.” 

I hastened  from  him. 

Reader,  tliis  Ludlow,  — this  foolish,  weak,  milk  and  water 
man,  has  exeited,  haply,  rather  your  contempt  than  your  pity. 
I fear  this ; although,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I have  endeavoured 
to  preserve  him  against  the  former,  and  to  secure  llic  latter  for 
him.  To  this  end  I purposely  forbore  to  record  much  that  took 
place  on  the  night  in  which  he  supposed  his  wife  to  be  dying. 
How  eutirely,  how  tendcrly  he  forgave  her  ! — how  he  wept  over 
her,  and  blessed  her ! — how,  with  a womaifs  unwearied  eare,  he 
tended  her  till  she  was  out  of  danger.  Reflect,  then,  not  so 
much  upon  his  weakness,  as  upon  her  wickedness,  which  is  of  a 
complexión  so  decp  that  íiction  would  not  daré  to  paint  it.  Me- 
thinks  I lioar  somebody  whisper,  who  has  more  intolerancc  of 
fools  than  wise  men  encourage,  “ The  fool  is  worthy  of  his  fate, 
and  it  of  him.”  But,  sincc  prosperous  fools  are  often  smiled 
upon, — one  sigli  for  the  wretched  Ludlow  ! 


TIIE  PniLOSOPíIER  IN  LONDON. 

“ Vf.  fires  that  bathe  in  tether  as  ye  roll, 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  huge  lamps  of  day  and  night, 

What  mysteries,  reveuled  not  by  your  light, 

In  your  own  realnis  exist?  Do  things  of  soul, 
líumuu,  or  super-human,  liold  controul 
Over  your  surface  ? Do  they  delve  below 
Por  perilous  gold  ? and  do  their  passions  flow 
Current  and  subtercurrent,  deep  or  shoal  ? 

Tell  me,  ye  worlds,  and  let  no  doubtincr  pang — ” 

His  looks  upturned,  commencing  with  the  sky, 

Thus  mused  a stranger  as  he  walked,  when,  bang  ! 

A butcher’s  tray  knocked  out  almost  his  eye, 

And  a voioe  followed,  tlmt  transfixed  him  quite — 

46  Vy,  can’t  you  sec,  you  fool  ? Jist  sarves  you  right ! ” 
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AN  UNPLEASANT  PREDICAMENT, 

UY  THE  AUTHOH  OP  " HOUIIS  1N  HINDOSTAN/* 

“ Is  it  how  I got  this  ugly  lirap  you  ’d  like  to  know  ?**  asked  Ileff 
O’Hara,  as  we  sat  together  one  evcning  with  a cooper  of  cool  claret 
beside  us  in  the  Kildare  Street  Club;  “then  it's  myself  will  be  af- 
ter  telling  you  in  as  many  words. 

“ Sure  you  must  know  that  about  twelve  or  a dozen  years  ago, 
when  field-days  were  rather  the  fashion,  we  had  a little  whipper- 
snapper  sort  of  a chap,  an  honorary  rnember  of  tliis  club ; to  which 
he  had  got  admitted  when  serving  as  a íull-pay  ensign  in  one  of  our 
militia  regiments,  for  the  di  vil  another  way  we  *d  ever  llave  let  hirn 
in.  Well,  sir,  he  was  a cross-grained,  consequential  sort  of  a little 
chap,  who  was  always  talking  of  fighting,  and  horse-whipping,  and 
exchanging  cards,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing  ; which  made  sorae  of 
us  explain  our  notions  on  the  subjeet ; the  which,  however,  he  took 
in  good  part,  and  declared  he  would  not  quarrel  with  us  for  the 
world.  As  for  myself,  I never  liked  the  Buckeen  ; for,  you  see,  he 
had  been  bred  in  the  north,  or  in  England,  or  somewhere  where 
they  are  accustomed  to  think  it  inighty  grand  to  talk  of  the  ‘ Irish 
brogue/  and  ' Irish  bu  lis/  and  all  that.  So,  you  see,  I never  much 
took  to  him,  more  particularly  as  I heard  he  had  a queer  knack  of 
being  very  rude  to  the  ladies,  and  very  civil  to  their  brothers;  al- 
though  to  hear  him  spake,  the  divil  run  away  with  me  but  you  *d 
think  he  *d  swallow  a rijiment. 

" Well,  sir,  you  must  know,  in  those  days,  in  the  Street  here  be- 
yond,  tliere  lived  two  gentlemen  called  O’Brien.  They  had  houses 
next  door  to  each  other,  and  pcople  said  they  were  cousins.  But, 
anyhow,  they  were  very  different  men  ; for  Mickey,  who  carne  from 
Tipperary,  had  been  out  at  least  a dozen  times,  and  killed  his  man 
more  than  once  in  gallant  style  ; while  Roger,  who  carne  from  Done- 
gal,  was  one  of  the  most  arrant  curs  in  Dublin.  Well,  sir,  it  was 
just  daybreak  in  the  good  oíd  times,  when  we  used  to  sit  here  till 
morning,  I niet  Tommy  Sharp,  (sure  that  *s  the  ñame  of  the  little 
fellow  I was  talking  about,)  coming  round  the  córner  of  Nassau 
Street  in  the  divil's  own  hurry. 

“ ' Where  are  you  going,  Tommy  ? * says  I. 

“ f Come  along  with  me,  Major/  says  he  ; and  with  that  he 
catches  hold  of  my  arm.  Now  you  see  I would  have  got  rid  of  the 
coneeited  little  cur,  but  says  he,  * Come  along,  Major  ; I ’m  bail 
you  *11  be  amused  ; I *m  going  to  pulí  O’Brien's  nose  ; a dirty  black- 
guard.  lie  's  been  trying  to  cut  me  out  with  Biddy  Macgrath,  and 
the  deucc  a one  of  me  that  will  stand  it/ 

“ 'Which  of  the  O'Briens  is  it?  * says  I. 

“ 'O’Brien  of  Kildare  Street/  says  he. 

“ ‘ What ’s  his  Christian  ñame  ? * — for,  you  see,  I began  to  smell  a 

rat. 

íf ' It  's  not  myself  that  knows  or  cares/  says  he,  walking  along  as 
proud  as  a peacock. 

“ s You  *11  catch  a tartar/  thought  I;  but  I said  no  more  till  we 
carne  to  the  two  houses.  lie  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  first,  where 
he  saw  the  ñame  of  O’Brien  on  the  brass  píate. 
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“ ‘ Is  Mr.  O’Brien  at  lióme?  * says  he. 

“ * Sure,  he  's  not  up/  saya  the  maid  who  opened  the  door. 

“ ‘ Not  up?  not  up  > * said  the  little  fellow,  witli  the  air  of  a Gal- 
way  grenadier ; ‘ go,  then,  if  you  pl’ase,  and  tell  him  to  get  up  as 
soon  as  possible/ 

“ ‘ Maybe/  said  the  maid,  ‘ I '11  be  telling  him  who  scnt  rae/ 
e Of  course/  said  Tommy  ; ‘and  tell  him  to  make  has  te,  too/ 
and  he  handed  his  finely-scented  card  to  the  girl,  who  went  to  cali 
her  m áster. 

“ * WeTl  have  some  fun  liere/  thinks  I to  myself;  for  I knew  we 
were  in  the  hoúse  of  Mickey  O’Brien,  who  wouldn’t  take  tliis  un- 
usual  disturbance  very  easily. 

“ Well,  presently  we  heard  the  steps  of  the  gentleman  descending 
with  what  I cali  ‘ a cross-grained  walk  / and  in  another  moment  in 
carne  Mickey,  dressed  in  his  best  dressing-gown,  and  looking  for  all 
the  world  as  if  he’d  like  to  ate  us  all.  He  nodded  to  me,  and 
seemed  rather  surprised  tliat  I should  be  there.  Then,  turning  to 
Tommy,  he  asked  him  his  business. 

“ Tommy  began  stammering,  and  hemming,  and  hawing,  for  he 
didn’t  like  the  looks  of  Mickey;  but,  in  order  to  make  sure  of  his 
man,  ‘ You  are  Mr.  O'Brien,  I ’m  thinking  ? ' says  he. 

“ Mickey  bowed,  and  Tommy  began  to  grow  courageous,  for  he 
had  heard  for  certain  that  Mr.  O'Brien  (meaning  the  other)  was  a 
notorious  coward.  So  up  he  walks  to  Mickey,  and,  says  he,  ‘ You 
have  dared  to  interfere  witli  my  attentions  to  J\Iiss  Biddy  Maegrath ; 
and  now  you  must  altogether  promise  to  forego  all  further  acquaint- 
ance  witli  her,  or  take  the  consequences/  and  little  Tommy  nearly 
inflated  himself  to  bursting.  * The  storin  's  Corning/  thought  I ; but 
sure  1 was  mistaken,  for  says  Mickey,  in  the  mildest  mode  imagin- 
able, ‘ Sure,  I never  saw  Miss  Maegrath  in  the  whole  coorse  of  my 
life ; and  so  I *11  give  up  with  pleasure  to  you  : but,  having  said  so 
rnuch,  may  I ask  what  the  consequences  were  you  were  good 
enough  to  allude  to  ? ' 

“ Miekey's  civility  inade  the  little  man's  courage  rise  to  an  un- 
governable  piteh  ; so  says  he,  ‘If  you  hadn't,  I '&  have  pulled  your 
fióse ; but,  as  it  is,  I wish  you  a good  morning/ 

“ ‘ Stop,  my  fine  hop-o#-my-thumb/  suddenly  roared  Mickey,  in  a 
voice  that  made  us  both  jump, — ‘ stop  ! ' 

“ ‘ I don't  see  any  occasion  to  do  so/  says  Sharp. 

“ ‘ I *11  be  d — d,  but  I do/  says  Mickey  ; so,  witliout  further  shrift 
he  catches  a-hold  of  the  militia-man,  and  lugged  him  back  into  the 
middle  of  the  room,  and  then  says  he,  ‘You  miserable,  little,  under- 
sized  blackguard,  is  it  to  escape  you  think  you  Te  going  so  ni$y  ? 
By  dad!  yon  don't  know  ]\Iickey  Ó’Brien  at  all  at  all,  if  you  think 
so.  Ye  come,  ye  scum  of  the  world,  to  a gentleman’s  house  at 
seven  o'clock  in  the  morning, — make  him  rise  from  his  bed, — ad- 
dress  him  in  a tone  whicli  no  Irish  gentleman  hears  twice  witliout  u 
pistol-sliot,  and  then  conclude  by  talking  of  pulling  the  gcntleman’s 
nose.  By  the  mother  of  Moses,  my  fine  fat  lad,  you  don’t  go  till  we 
understand  eacli  other.  Mr.  Sharp,  you  shall  find  Mickey  O’Brien 
is  no  fíat,  good  luck  to  him/ 

“The  little  northern  stood  petrified,  absolutely  palé  with  fea  r,  and 
his  two  knees  knocking  together.  ‘ Sure/  says  he,  ‘ there  's  sume 
mistake  liere/ 
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“ ‘ Divel  a mistake/  says  Mickey  ; ‘ it  *s  quite  otherwise.  So,  if 
you  *11  do  me  the  favour  to  wait  an  instant,  I '11  run  up  and  bring  the 
irons.  We  can  settle  this  job  on  the  spot.’ 

“ ' On  the  spot ! Good  God  ! sir,  what  do  you  mean  ? In  this 
room  ! 9 

“ ‘ Sure,  wlíy  not  ? * says  Mickey.  ‘ By  stand  i ng  córner- ways,  we 
have  ten  good  paces ; and  Major  O’Hara  will  see  fair  play  on  both 
sirles/ 

“ ‘ Sir/  chimed  in  Tommy,  f I '11  not  íight.  It  *s  a mistakc  ; and, 
having  said  so  mnch,  I shall  say  no  more.  You  have  never  injured 
me,  ñor  was  it  my  intention  to  injure  you  ; so  you  see  it  would  be 
ridiculous  to  risk  our  lives  for  nothing/ 

“ ‘ So  it  would/  says  O’Brien;  fso,  as  your  blood  wants  a little 
warming  this  morning,  take  that/  And  lie  boxed  little  Tommy 's 
ears  soundly. 

“ Well,  sir,  Sharp  looked  ver  y red  and  very  angry,  but  dcuce  a 
word  did  he  say.  I was  all  the  time  dying  with  laughter*  enjoying 
the  fun  ; and  so  I believe  was  O’Brien,  for  by  this  time  lie  liad  quite 
recovcred  his  good-humour. 

“ e Sir,  you  ’ve  insnlted  me/  says  Sharp. 

“‘So  I intended/  says  the  other. 

t((We  must  meet/ 

“ ‘ I ’m  ready.* 

“ cNot  here/  says  Tommy,  ‘ but  some  other  time.  Yon  shall  hear 
from  me/ 

“ ‘ Your  friend’s  a coward/  says  Mickey  to  me. 

“ Flesh  and  blood  couldn't  stand  that,  you  know ; so  says  I, 
e That  *s  not  the  case.  He  *11  be  ready  for  yon  in  the  Phcenix  at  two 
o’clock  this  cvening,  and  I *11  be  with  him  ; so  bring  a friend,  and 
we’ll  have  it  all  over  before  luncheon/  For  you  see,  though  I 
despised  the  fellow,  yet,  as  I had  come  along  with  him,  I was  forccd 
to  stand  up  for  him ; and  with  that  I took  his  arm,  and  quit  the 
liouse. 

“Well,  sir,  two  o*clock  carne,  and  sure  we  were  on  the  ground  ; 
but  oh  ! such  a coward  as  my  man  was  never  wasseen.  lie  trembled 
like  a great  big  girl,  and  began  crying,  when  he  talked  of  making 
his  last  wishes  known,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  But  for  my  own 
credit,  you  see,  I hushed  all  this  up,  determined  to  tell  him  my  mind 
afterwards.  But  now  I cncouraged  him  as  much  as  I could,  and 
got  him  tolerably  well  up  to  the  scratch,  though  he  nearly  spoiled 
all  by  calling  out  and  telling  me  to  step  longer  when  I was  measur- 
ing  the  distance,  and  in  his  agitation  cocking  liis  pistol  before  we 
began  to  give  the  signal.  At  last,  however,  we  put  him  on  the 
ground. 

“ The  signal  was  to  be  ‘ ottc/  pistols  cocked ; * two’  raise  the  arm  ; 
f three fire.  W cll,  sir,  I kept  my  eye  fixed  on  my  man’s  adversary, 
and  cried,  f One — Two*  when  suddenly  I heard  a roar  of  laughter, 
a screech  of  ‘ Hark  away/  ' Stole  away/  and  a deal  more  fun.  I 
looked  round.  By  the  piper  of  Tralee!  Tommy  was  oíf  full  gallop 
across  country,  running  as  if  the  di  vil  himself  was  after  him.  I 
shoutcd,  I called ; *but  deuce  an  inch  he  turned.  I then  sent  a shot 
after  him,  but  missed  him,  as  he  just  popped  through  a hedge ; 
since  which  time  I never  clapped  eyes  on  the  runaway  little  black- 
guard. 


THE  NIGÜT-S1IRIEK. 


564 


“ Gf  course,  as  an  Irish  gentleman,  I returried  to  the  spot ; and  as 
it  would  have  been  improper  to  have  brouglit  poor  Mickey  to  the 
ground  for  nothlng,  I took  his  shot  íbr  the  little  man,  and  he  winged 
me  right  through  the  knee, — ever  since  which  time,  yon  see,  I ’ve 
been  lame.** 

Is  this  the  Captain  Michael  O’Brien  I sometí  mes' see  here  that 
you  are  speaking  of  ? ” 

“ Faith  it  is/*  said  Heff.  “ He  ’s  the  greatest  friend  I have  on 
earth.  He  *s  coming  to  sup  with  me  here  presently.** 

“ What!  after  shooting  yon  through  the  knee?  ** 

“ True  for  ye.  If  it  hadn’t  been  for  that,  I should  nivir  have 
married  his  sister.” 


THE  NIGIIT-SIIRIEK. 

A TALE  FOU  DLCEMBEU. 

BY  CHARLES  OLLIKK. 


M y senses  would  have  coofd 

To  hear  u íigüt-slirick,  ShakspearX. 

Few  aspects  of  external  nature  are  more  impressive  than  a wintry 
landscape.  In  the  morning,  the  sun's  gleam  o ver  a wide  expan  se  of 
unsullied  snow,  its  rays  glittering  on  the  rime-loaded  branches  of 
trees,  which,  as  the  wind  stirs  them,  nod  and  wave  lantastically 
like  plumcs  of  white  feathers, — the  lustrous  icicles  that  droop  from 
the  eaves  of  barns  and  sheds, — the  congealed  and  glassy  streams, — 
and  the  merry  sportsman  and  his  dog, — all  these  give  a joyous  effect 
to  a country  prospect,  even  when  the  year  is  dying  of  age  and  coid. 

Rut  this  cheerful  appearance  is  very  brief.  Noon  has  not  long 
passed  before  the  sullen  sliades  of  evemng  invade  the  landscape  : the 
sun,  like  a meagre  ghost,  fades  away  in  a palé  and  vapoury  gloom, 
leaving  to  the  world  nothing  but  the  blank,  dark,  and  durab  night. 

Painfully  was  fclt  the  winter-evening  dreariness  in  Parmer  Elting- 
ton’s  Grange,  at  Kingsbury,  in  Middlesex.  It  was  a lonely  dwelling 
in  themidst  of  íields,  approachable  only  by  a sequestered  lañe,  or,  in 
summer,  by  a church  path  across  the  glebe  standing  between  it  and 
the  solitary  place  of  worship  belonging  to  the  parisli.  Nothing  met 
the  eye  as  one  looked  eust,  west,  north,  or  south,  but  wide-spread 
pasture-land  or  woody  bilis. 

The  early  and  solemn  descent  of  December  darkness,  with  its  ah- 
sence  of  all  sound,  except  now  and  then  when  the  freezing  north- 
wind  howled  as  if  in  torture,  was,  as  wc  have  said,  insupportable  to 
the  inhabitants  who,  eighty  years  ago,  lived  in  Eltington's  Grange ; 
for  goilty  consciences  were  there, — consciences  which,  in  long  nights 
and  lonesome  places,  are  terrified  by  their  own  whispers,  and  which 
therefore  yeurn  for  gay,  noisy,  and  crowdcd  rooms,  where  the  ac- 
cusing  voice  may  be  overpowercd,  and  for  a time  quelled. 
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And  yet  to  the  wavfarer,  in  day-time,  Farmer  Eltington’s  bou  se 
had  a comfortable  and  enviable  look,  as  it  stood  among  its  well-filled 
granarles,  ¡ts  abundant  ricks  of  corn,  its  numerous  hay-stacks,  its 
clairy,  its  garden,  and  its  orchard.  In  a worldly  sense,  Eltington 
was  well  to  do : he  held  bis  farm  on  an  easy  tenure,  bis  huid  was 
fertile,  bis  sheep  and  oxen  fetched  tbe  highest  prices  at  market,  and 
be  had  been  blessed  by  a succession  of  prosperous  harvests.  In 
spite,  however,  of  all  this,  or  rather  perhaps  in  consequenee  of  it,  he 
was  beset  by  evil ; and,  unfortunateíy,  his  disposition  was  not  fitted, 
either  by  foresight  or  prudent  contrivance,  to  keep  oíf  the  closer  ap- 
proacbes  of  calamity.  Eltington  was,  in  fact,  a sordid,  coarse,  boor- 
isb  kind  of  man,  whose  drinking  propensities  did  not  render  him 
unmindful  of  the  í(  rnain  chance."  The  ehief  objeets  of  bis  life  were 
money-getting  and  «elf-indulgence ; and  if  these  could  be  accom- 
plisbed,  he  cared  nothing  for  the  comfort  of  those  persons  by  wliom 
he  was  surrounded. 

Three  years  before  the  date  of  tliis  story  (1763),  the  farmer  had 
takcn  to  himself  a wife,  whom,  that  his  purse-proud  ostentation 
might  be  swélled,  he  had  sought,  not  among  thedaughters  of  neigh- 
bouring  agriculturists,  but  among  the  more  fashionubly  educated 
young  ladies  of  London. 

Mrs.  Eltington  had  been  induced  to  yield  her  band  to  her  monied 
suitor,  because,  according  to  the  time-hallowed  motive  of  girls  on 
sueh  occasions,  the  marriage  gave  her  a decided  position  in  life, 
made  her  mistress  of  a good  house,  and  secured  her  a provisión  for 
the  rest  of  her  days.  But  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  regard  her 
husband  with  complacency,  much  less  with  love.  His  pursuits  and 
tastes  were  totally  diíFerent  from  her  own.  She  took  no  interest  in 
his  daily  conversation,  despised  his  companions,  loathed  his  drunk- 
enness,  and  held  his  understanding  in  utter  contempt.  Besides  this, 
tlie  solitude  of  the  Grunge  was  irksome  to  her.  She  had  no  admira- 
tion  of  rural  naturer’a  crowded  Street  was  to  her  a finer  and  more 
cheering  prospect  than  the  lawny  fields,  dclls,  plcusant  copses,  gentle 
uplands,  rich  pastures,  and  woody  distances  by  which  her  dwclling 
was  surrounded.  Her  husband,  it  is  true,  did  not  valué  these  any 
more  than  herself,  exeept  as  the  means  ofamassing  money, — a mode 
of  estimation  which  gave  them  no  small  interest  in  his  eyes.  The 
farmer  and  his  wife  had  thus  scarcely  any  fecling  in  common. 

In  one  thing,  however,  a perfect  resemblan  ce  existed  betwcen  tlie 
characters  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Eltington,  namely,  in  a determination  to 
indulge,  at  any  cost  or  sacrifico  on  the  part  of  others,  the  most  selíish 
impulses.  If  the  husband  was  brutal  and  low-minded,  the  wife  was 
petulant  and  imperious.  His  rouglmess  was  met  by  her  reserve  and 
scorn  ; she  did  not  scruple  to  launch  at  him  the  most  mortifying 
truths  and  bit.ter  reproaches  ; and  to  these  manifestations  of  temper 
she  so  frequently  gaveway,  that  at  length  her  demeanour  assumed  a 
settled  and  constant  pride,  that  not  only  kept  her  dependants,  and 
even  her  husband,  at  a fearful  distance,  but  eaused  the  neighbotiring 
farmers'  wives  (whom  she  never  met  but  at  church)  to  deríde  lier 
with  tlie  nick-name  of  “ Iler  Majesty.”  And  truly  majestic  she  was 
in  person,  general  bearing,  and  haughty  beauty. 

But  her  arrogant  loftiness  of  disposition  did  not  secare  her  ágainst 
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the  inHuence  of  love.  When  she  stoocl  at  the  altar  on  her  Avedding- 
day,  this  passion  liad  never  been  felt  by  her ; and  we  have  seen  that 
her  husband  was  inca  pable  of  awakening  it.  At  length,  miserably 
for  herself,  her  affections  became  fixed  on  one  of  her  own  ser  van  ts,  a 
good-looking,  rather  Avell-informed  felloAv,  about  twenty  years  of 
age,  who  had  been  engaged  by  the  farmer  as  superintendent  of  the 
labourers  on  the  estáte.  This  young  man  no  sooner  perceived  (and 
he  was  not  Avanting  eitlier  in  ambition  or  sagacity)  the  favourable 
impression  he  had  made  on  the  heart  of  his  handsome  mi  stress,  than, 
delighted  by  a discovery  so  transporting  to  one  of  his  age,  and 
hoping  to  make  it  au  agent  for  his  advancement,  he  resolved  to 
deepen  the  effect  by  the  most  obsequious  attention  to  Mrs.  Elting- 
ton's  slightest  Avish,  by  entire  devotedness  of  manner,  and  by  indi- 
rect  ílattcry,  Avliich,  subtle  and  Avell-disguised  as  it  Avas,  could  not 
fail  to  be  appreciated  by  the  lady. 

Yielding  to  the  guilty  fíame,  but  trembling  at  the  idea  of  violating 
her  marriage  voav,  (for  this  Avould  llave  interfered  Avith  her  pride,) 
Mrs.  Eltington’s  thouglits  Avere  perpetually  engrossed  in  considering 
by  Avhat  methods  the  life  of  her  husband  eould  be  undermined,  so  as 
to  enable  her,  in  the  event  of  his  death,  to  be  united  in  Avedlock  to 
Gilbert  Sivyer,  for  whom  she  had  conceived  so  violent  a passion. 
She  resolved,  therefore,  to  try  her  utmost,  and  accordingly  provided 
herself  with  a quantity  of  arsenic,  to  be  administered  from  time  to 
time  in  small  portions,  so  as  to  make  the  meditated  death  of  Elting- 
ton  appear  like  the  result  of  gradual  decay. 

That  this  design  might  be  accomplished  Avith  the  greater  freedom 
from  suspieion,  Mrs.  Eltington  dischurged  her  fernalc  servants  tlien 
at  the  Grange,  and  hired  tAvo  others  of  feeble  Avit  and  sluggish  per- 
ception.  The  new  servant-girls  Avere  named  Jane  Sowden  and 
Maude  Cleobold.  SoAvden  Avas  a light-headed  creature,  perpetually 
giggling  Avhen  no  motive  for  laughter  existed ; and  Cleobold  was  a 
heavy,  lumpish,  dull  wench,  Avith  a tendency  to  sullenness,  Avhich 
had  latterly  inereased  upon  her,  in  consequence  of  a disappoint- 
ment  she  had  sustained  in  a tender  point  at  the  hands  of  one  Giles 
Haylock,  a butcher,  Avith  Avhom  she  had  some  time  “ kept  com- 
pany/*  as  the  phrase  is  among  country  girls ; but  Giles  had  left  her 
for  another  sweetheart,  a young  woman  Avho  had  saved  in  Service 
full  ten  pounds  sterling  more  than  Maude  had  been  able  to  ac cu- 
múlate. 

The  horrible  plot  of  Mrs.  Eltington  eould  not,  hoAvever,  be  put  in 
practice  so  readily  as  she  at  fírst  imagined.  The  farmer,  ti  red  and 
disgusted  Avith  his  wife’s  constant  arrogan  ce  and  ill  tempcr,  took 
many  of  his  meáis  from  lióme.  He  eould  not  even  drink  Avith  satis- 
faction  in  her  company  ; for  her  sour  rebukes,  as  he  often  said, 
íc  turned  the  very  liquor,  though  he  always  bought  the  best,  into 
poison,” — little  suspeeting  that  he  Avas  not  speaking  metaphorically. 
He  therefore  contracted  a habit  of  boozing  on  an  evening  Avith  Hay- 
lock, Avho  Avas  a man  after  his  own  heart. 

Though  Mrs.  Eltington  found  in  her  husband's  frequent  absence 
an  obstacle  to  her  designs  upon  his  life,  she  nevertheless  resolved  to 
turn  it  to  account  in  impro ving  her  intimacy  Avith  Gilbert  Swyer  ; 
and  apprehending  nothing  from  the  observation  of  the  simple  wo- 
men  she  had  purposely  selected,  our  dame  invited  the  young  man 
to  sit  with  her  in  the  parlour  during  the  long  and  dreary  winter 
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evenings.  By  this  kinci  of  indulgence  her  mirnl  became  more  and 
more  alienated  from  her  husband,  and  she  grew  additionally  impa- 
tient  to  get  him  out  of  the  wuy,  that  tbe  great  obstacle  to  her  mar* 
riage  with  Swyer  might  be  removed.  It  was  necessary,  however, 
first  of  all  to  ascertain  clearly  the  state  of  the  young  man's  mind  as 
rcgarded  herself ; for  as  yet  she  had  not  permitted  him  to  be  ac- 
quainted  with  the  nature  of  her  ruminations,  little  suspecting  that 
his  cunning  had  already  made  him  aware  that  they  pointed  to  him- 
self. 

One  evening,  as  slie  and  Gilbert  sat  together,  Mrs.  Eltington 
seemed  more  than  usually  absent  in  her  manner.  Her  face  was  palé, 
her  brow  was  knit,  as  if  a dreadful  thought  weighed  on  her,  and 
some  time  passed  without  her  addressing  a single  word  to  her  com- 
panion.  Swyer  became  alarmed ; he  feared  that  nothing  less  than  a 
discovery  of  her  partiality  for  him  had  occurred ; that  she  had  been 
taxed  and  taunted  with  the  humiliating  truth  ; and,  what  was  still 
worse,  that  he  should  be  sent  away  from  the  best,  most  comfortable, 
and  most  promising  place  he  had  ever  been  in.  lie  was  resolved, 
however,  to  know  the  worst  at  once. 

“ Why,  what  in  the  ñame  of  wonder,  mistrcss,  is  the  matter  this 
evening  ? ” askcd  he.  “ X ’d  rather  not  stay  hete  to  see  you  so  dumb 
and  distressed,  unless  you  ’ll  tell  me  how  I can  relieve  you/' 

“ I am  unhappy,  Gilbert : you  musí  see  that,”  observcd  the  dame. 

“ I llave  long  seen  it,”  returned  he. 

<c  And  can  you  not  guess  the  cause  ? ” asked  Mrs.  Eltington. 

This  was  indeed  a lióme  question.  Swyer  was  puzzled  to  an- 
swer  it.  He  knew'  well  enough,  from  liis  own  observation,  that  his 
mistress  loathed  her  husband ; and  he  was  pretty  nearly  as  certain 
that  she  loved  himself.  Still  lie  was  afraid  to  hazard  a reply  which 
should  involve  a declaration  of  either  of  these  lacts,  and  he  there- 
fore  remained  silent. 

I ask  you,  Gilbert,”  repeated  the  lady,  “ if  you  cannot  guess  the 
cause  of  my  unhappiness." 

<fMy  master’s  being  so  uiuch  awfay  from  home  o'  nights  — tliat's 
it,  I suppose,”  at  length  muttered  the  young  man. 

“No,  Swyer,  that  is  not  it,”  rejoined  his  mistress.  Cf  You  know, 
if  it  werc  not  for  that,  you  wouíd  be  more  lonely  than  you  are  at 
present  in  this  dull,  stupid  liouse ; for  1 cannot  deem  either  Jane  or 
Maude  to  be  íit  company  for  you  ; and,  as  wre  muy  as  well  be  in  a 
desert  as  heve,  it  delights  me  wlien  I can  contribute  in  any  way  to 
your  comfort.  I say,  I am  glad  it  is  reserved  for  me  to  do  this.” 

Mrs.  Eltington  liad  never  before  spoken  so  plainly.  Though  Gil- 
bert had  long  suspected  what  was  passing  in  her  breast,  he  could 
hardiy  believe  his  ears.  He  did  not  need  any  furtlier  liint.  Trans- 
ported  beyond  bounds,  he  threw  himself  at  her  feet, — thanked  her 
from  his  heart  for  her  condescension  to  one  so  unworthy, — declared 
that  he  was  ready  to  sacrifice  his  life  in  her  Service ; and  finally 
seized  her  hand,  and  pressed  it  eagerly  to  his  lips. 

This  passionute  liomage  was  gratifying  to  the  vanity  of  Mrs.  El- 
tington, who  was  moreover  charmed  to  find  her  aifection  so  enthusi- 
as  ti  cali  y returned.  She  had  now  ascertained  what  she  longed  so 
ardently  to  know.  But  this  knowledge  brought  with  it  another 
— a dreadful  feeling — a conviction  that  by  tempting  such  unequi- 
vocal  expressions  of  devotion  on  the  part  of  her  servant,  she  had  for- 


508 


THE  NIGHT-SHR1J3K. 


feited  her  last  slight  pretence  to  the  character  of  an  lionest  wife, 
and  liad  degradcd  herself  la  her  own  esteem. 

This  remorse,  however,  like  the  gleam  of  the  winter  sun,  ivas  of 
brief  duration.  She  soon  recovered  ; and  then,  sophistically  attempt- 
ing  to  deceive  herself,  and  silencc  the  rebukes  of  con  Science,  said, 

“ I must  not  suffer  this,  Gilbert.  It  is  true,  I have  cause  enough 
to  detest  Mr.  Eltington,  but  let  me  not  forget  tliat  I am  m arrie d. 
No,  no ; let  me  never  forget  that." 

The  young  man  was  astute  enough  to  see  through  this  at  a glance, 
and  knew  that  the  destiny  of  bis  mistress  was  in  his  own  hands.  He 
felt,  nevertheless,  that  he  should  best  secure  the  object  of  his  ambi- 
tion  by  dissembling. 

“ Par  don  me,  madam  ! " he  exclaimed.  “ I was  overeóme  by 
gratitude  ; but  I faithfully  promise  never  to  oflfend  again.” 

“ Offend  ! I did  not  say  you  had  ofíended,  did  I ? " returned  Mrs. 
Eltington,  in  a winning  voice.  “ I am  not  wanting  in  good  wishes 
— ardent  wishes,  Gilbert,  for  your  welfare,  and  meant  nothing  more 
than  to  express  my  belief  that,  as  a wife,  I had  no  right  to  listen  to 
such  protestations  from  a lover.  Ah  ! ” exclaimed  she,  colouring 
deeply,  and  averting  her  face,  “ what  have  I said  ? wliat  dangerous 
word  has  escaped  my  lips  ? I did  not  mean  it.  I spoke  foolishly — 
xnadly.  Forget  it,  Gilbert, — forget  it,  I beseech  you." 

“Never,  dcarest  madam  !”  ej acula ted  Swycr.  “You  have  bc- 
stowed  on  me  a title  which  I will  relinquish  only  with  life.” 

“ Forbear,  Gilbert,  forbear  ! 11  cried  J\Irs.  Eltington.  “ Again  I say 
I cannot,  will  not,  permit  this  language.  What  would  the  world 
think  of  me  if  they  knew  it?  What  should  I think  of  myself? 
What  would  you  think  of  me,  Gilbert  ? " 

“ Why  this,"  exclaimed  the  young  man  ; “that  you  are  my  good, 
benevolent  mistress  ; and,  what  is  more,  the  loveliest,  most  adorable 
woman  on  earth!  one  whom  I worship  in  my  heart  of  hcarts ! " 

“ Gilbert ! " 

“ I have  said  it,"  returned  he  ; “ and  you  have  heard  it.  What  's 
done,  cannot  be  undone.  I ’ll  die  rather  than  recall  my  words ! " 

The  lady  started  — hung  down  her  head  — sighed  deeply — and  a 
tremor  carne  on,  rendering  her  dizzy  and  faint.  At  length,  recover- 
ing  her  voice,  she  said, 

“ I will  not  affect  a resentment  which  I do  not  feel,  at  this  nnlook- 
ed-for  adulation ; especially  as  I am  convinced  it  is  nothing  more 
than  the  momentary  eífusion  of  a naturally  warm  heart.  Ah,  Gil- 
bert, you  are  only  practising  with  mea  fewgallant  speeches,  in  order 
to  use  tliera  with  more  case  and  eíTect  when  you  shall  be  really  in 
love  with  some  fitter  object  than  myself." 

“ By  all  my  hopos,  no  ! " interruptod  Swycr. 

“Yes,  yes!"  returned  the  lady.  “ In  that  way,  and  only  in  that 
way,  do  1 permit  so  violent  a manifestation  of  your  ardour.  You 
cannot  mean  what  you  say  to  me,  who  you  know  am  married*  Bc- 
sides,  I declare.  Gilbert,  you  will  make  me  quite  vain — perhaps,  un- 
happy — ifyou  persistin  such  language.  Were  I,  indeed,  a ividow — " 
She  paused.  The  utterance  of  the  word  seemed  to  fix  both  par- 
ties  in  mute  abstraction.  Unconscious  of  time  and  place,  their 
minds  became  the  prey  of  diabolical  suggestions.  From  this  trance 
they  were  roused  by  Eltington’s  well-known  step  on  the  frost-bound 
earth  as  he  reekd  home  from  his  nocturnal  excess  at  the  ale-house. 
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<c  My  liusband!”  exclaimed  Mrs.  Eltington,  rousing  Swyer  from 
bis  reverie.  “ Good  night ! we  wlll  speak  of  this  again  to-morrow 
evening.  Good  night,  dear  Gilbert.” 

Ilastily  pressing  her  hand,  the  young  man  disappeared  through  a 
door  leading  to  the  kitclien. 

Eltington  returned  to  the  Granee,*  inflamed  both  with  liquor  and 
rage.  1 1 is  carouse  at  the  Spotted  Dog  had  not  been  so  agreeable  as 
usual.  Haylock,  whose  dealings  often  led  him  to  the  farra,  had  no- 
ticed  the  favour  in  which  Swyer  was  held  by  his  mistress  ; and, 
thinking  to  ingratiatc  himselí*  with  Eltington,  discloscd  on  this  even- 
ing his  suspicions.  Thougli  a man  may  notcherish  any  affection  for 
his  wife,  he  is  ncvertheless  open  to  the  assault  of  jealousy.  The 
farmer  experienced  this  passion  in  its  utmost  forcé ; and,  resolving 
to  plant  a spy  upon  his  wife  and  Swyer,  induced  Maude  Cleobold 
by  bribes  and  promises  of  further  rewards,  to  keep  an  observant 
eye  on  her  mistress,  and  to  acquaint  him  with  her  movements.  The 
girl,  hoping  that  this  accession  of  money  would  uid  in  regaining  the 
lost  affection  of  Haylock,  readily  lent  herself  to  her  master's  wishes. 

On  the  following  night,  Mrs.  Eltington  and  Swyer  were  closetcd, 
as  usual,  in  the  parlour,  wliere  Cleobold  waited  on  them  while  they 
took  their  coffee  together  by  the  fire-side.  The  perilous  nature  of 
their  convcrsation  on  the  preceding  evening  weighed  on  their  minds, 
and  they  were  silent  and  embarrassed  during  the  meal;  but,  -when 
Maude  had  cleared  the  table,  and  they  felt  secure  from  interruption, 
Mrs.  Eltington  broke  the  silence. 

“ I have  ¡3een  thinking  of  our  discourse  last  night,  Gilbert,”  she 
observed.  “Do  you  know  what  yon  said  to  me?  ” 

e<  Alas ! fu  11  well  ! ” answered  Swyer.  u Ilow  should  I ever  for- 
getit?  What  passed  on  both  sides  rang  in  my  ears  all  night.  I 
could  not  sleep  for  meditating  on  it.  I feel  that  in  expressing  my- 
self  as  I did,  1 committed  an  unpardonable  fault.  I shall  never  be 
happy  again.” 

“ W hy  not,  Gilbert  ? ” said  Mrs.  Eltington.  “ Whatever  irritation 
I may  have  felt  at  the  time  has  now  passed.  I freely  forgive  your 
rashness.” 

“ ít  is  not  that,”  returned  Swyer.  “I  do  not  desire  j forgivene&s. 
I only  wish  I were  free  to  follow  the  impulses  of  my  lieart.” 

<c  In  what  respect?  ” inquired  the  dame. 

“To  try  and  deserve  you,  and  make  you  mine!”  passionately 
ejaculated  the  young  man.  “ But  that  is  impossiblc.  Oh,  that  you 
were  single ! ” 

“ Gilbert,”  said  Mrs.  Eltington,  “I  will  no  longer  dissemble.  I 
partake  in  your  wish  that  I was  unmarried.  You  are  dearer  to  me 
than  I can  express.  No  other  man  ever  possessed  my  heart.  Nay, 
start  not.  Would  that  my  luisband  were  deadaud  buried  ! I should 
then  have  property  enough  for  you  and  me,  and  we  could  be  married  !” 
There  was  a pause  in  the  conversation.  Again  the  fiendish  sug- 
gestion  which  had  assailed  Swyer  on  the  former  night  took  posses- 
sion  of  his  mind,  and  his  face  became  wild  and  haggard  with  its 
promptings.  Mrs.  Eltington  divined  the  object  of  his  thoughts.  It 
was  doubtless  the  same  as  that  over  which  she  herself  had  long 
brooded. 

“ Why,  Gilbert,  should  there  be  any  secrets  between  us?”  she 
said,  with  sudden  effort.  “ This  man  stands  between  us  and  our 
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happiness.  He  is  a sot — a wretch  not  fit  to  live.  I am  determined 
to  compass  his  death.  Xn  one  word,  will  you  assist  my  design  ? " 

“ And  be  a murderer  ? ” returned  Swyer,  shudderingly.  “ Yon 
cannut  surely  mean  that?  Besides,  detection  would  be  certain  to 
follow.” 

“ Nothing  of  violence  is  contemplated,  Gilbert.  Heaven  forbid  ! 
See  here,"  said  hismistress,  producing  a paper  containing  the  arsenic 
with  wliich  she  had  provided  herself ; this  powder,  by  repeated 
small  doses,  mingled  with  bis  drink,  will  effeet  the  purpose/' 

Swyer  gazed  with  a searching  aspect  into  the  face  of  his  tempt- 
ress,  who  returned  his  steadfast  look.  It  was  a breathless  and  a 
dreadfui  moment  to  botli.  Mrs.  Eltington  had  now  boldly  brought 
the  diabólica! 'matter  to  issue.  Iler  ver  y li  fe,  to  say  nothing  of  her 
love,  would  hang  on  the  words  which  Gilbert  might  speak.  She 
longed  desperately,  and  yet  íeared  to  hear  them.  Her  lips  stood 
apart ; she  was  palé  and  trembling,  and  her  bosom  lieaved  convul- 
sivcly.  The  frightful  ugliness  of  her  mind, — the  loáthsome  moral 
leprosy  that  incrusted  it,  — had  not  interfered  with  her  personal 
conieliness.  Gilbert  was  fascinated.  The  glance  oí*  her  lustrous  eye 
subdued  the  last  remnant  of  his  eompunetion. 

“ What  would  you  llave  me  do  ? *’  asked  he  in  a trembling  voice. 
“ I Í1  obey  you,  come  of  it  what  may.” 

Being  thus  relieved  from  her  racking  suspense,  an  exulting  ex- 
pression  reigned  in  the  lady’s  countenance. 

“ Do  you  not  often  carry  for  Eltington  a casc-bottle  of  vile 
spirit  when  you  are  out  in  the  fields  together  ? ” asked  the  dame. 

“ Yes/'  returned  Swyer. 

“Put  a small  portion  of  this  powder  in  it,"  continued  Mrs.  Elting- 
ton, “andgive  him  the  liquor.  When  the  bottle  wants  filling,  re- 
peat  the  infusión.  In  a week  or  two,  if  this  plan  be  steadily  pur- 
sued,  he  will  fall  ill.  When  I llave  him  confined  at  lióme  011  a sick- 
bed,  I can  easily  do  the  rest ; and  then,  dear  Gilbert,  we  shall  be 
happy." 

Happy  ! how  fearfully  the  word  smote  the  ears  of  the  young  man. 
13ut  the  temptation  was  too  great  to  be  resisted : the  horrid  spell 
was  on  him,  and  he  could  not  shake  it  oíT. 

(( I consent ! " gasped  he,  drawing  closer  to  his  atrocious  com- 
pan ion. 

“ Thank  you,  thank  you,  dear  Gilbert  I”  murmured  Mrs.  Elting- 
ton. And  she  leaned  her  head  on  the  young  man’s  shoulder. 

At  this  moment,  Maude  entered  the  room.  The  guilty  plotters 
started  as  the  door  was  opened.  But  Cleobold,  with  a vacant  face, 
asking  if  her  mistress  had  rung  the  bell,  and  being  answered  nega- 
tively,  withdrew. 

Gilbert  and  the  dame  wcre  a little  disconcerted  at  this ; but,  rc- 
flecting  on  the  inane  character  of  Cleobold,  they  were  speedily  re- 
assured  ; thougli,  as  the  evening  wore  on  apace,  they  thought  it 
prudent,  after  what  Maude  had  seen,  to  sepárate  before  Eltington 
should  be  heard  returning  from  the  ale-house,  lest  the  girl’s  impres- 
sion  might  be  strengthened  by  connecting  Swyer's  depar  tu  re  from 
the  parlour  with  her  master's  approach  to  his  house.  The  young 
man,  therefore,  took  his  seat  with  Jane  and  Maude  in  the  kitchen 
earlier  tlian  usual. 

A tliaw  having  come  on  in  the  night,  Eltington  and  Gilbert  went 
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out  together  on  horseback  the  following  morning  into  tlie  fields  to 
ascertain  the  State  of  the  land  preparatory  to  some  agr i cultural  ope- 
ration.  The  fariner  had  had  no  opportunity  of  questioning  Mande 
as  to  the  result  of  her  watchfulness  ; otherwise,  it  is  not  probable  he 
would  bave  taken  Swyer  with  liim  in  his  rounds.  As  it  was,  he  was 
unusually  taciturn  and  sullen  with  his  companion. 

After  they  had  ridden  together  some  time,  Eltington  asked  for 
the  spirit-bottle,  which,  together  with  a small  glass,  enclosed  in  a 
leathern  case,  ivas  so  contri  ved  as  to  fit  into  Gilbert’ s holster.  It 
was  the  best  “ pocket-pistol,”  according  to  the  farmer' s notion, 
which  a horseman  con  Id  carry.  Congratulating  liiraself  tliat  the 
motion  of  his  steed  had  kept  the  drugged  liquor  in  a well-mingled 
State,  Gilbert  handed  the  case  to  his  master,  who  filled  the  glass,  and 
returned  the  bottle  into  Swyer’s  hands.  As,  however,  Eltington 
lifted  the  dram  to  his  lips  he  paused  on  perceiving  the  turbid  ap- 
pearance  of  the  spirit. 

“ Something's  the  matter  with  this  rum,”  said  he.  “ The  bottle  is 
foul,  I suppose.” 

Still  he  held  the  glass  before  his  eyes,  until  in  a few  moments  the 
liquor  cleared  itself,  and  a powder  was  visible  at  the  bottom.  Gil— 
bert's  heart  sank  ; he  could  hardly  keep  his  seat  on  the  saddle. 

“ This  is  a queer  thing,”  said  Eltington.  “ Tiiose  d — d vintners 
are  for  ever  tauipering  with  one's  liquor.  1 wonder  what  new  triek 
they 're  at  now.  I '11  have  this  looked  to.  Here,  Swyer,  take  the 
glass,  and  hand  me  the  bottle." 

TIic  moment  was  critieal.  One  only  chance  remained,  and  Ihat 
was  attempted.  Jteceiving  the  glass  from  his  master's  hands,  Gil- 
bert, by  a manceuvre  quick  as  lightning,  made  his  horse  start,  and 
both  bottle  and  glass,  ialling  to  the  ground  with  a sudden  jerk, 
were  dashed  to  fragments.  Eltington  vented  his  pique  by  cursing 
the  skittish  beast,  and  Swyer  breathed  again ; but  he  determined 
never  more  to  try  that  experiment. 

Having  accomplished  his  agrieultural  investigation,  the  farmer 
dismissed  his  attendant,  and  spurred  onwards  to  the  Spotted  Dog, 
that  he  might  indemnify  himself  at  the  bar  of  the  ale-house  for  the 
loss  of  his  drain  in  the  fields. 

Swyer  returned  lióme  to  his  mistress, — acquainted  her  with  what 
had  happened, — spoke  of  his  narrow  escape, — convinced  her  that  the 
poisoning  scheme  would  not  do ; but  professed  his  determinaron  to 
destroy  the  farmer  in  some  sudden  and  violent  way. 

“ Eltington  often  goes  to  rest  drunk,”  said  the  infatuated  young 
man.  “ Absent  yourself  from  him  some  night,  dear  mistress,  and 
I ’ll  smother  him  as  he  lies  in  his  bed." 

«Agréed!"  responded  Mrs.  Eltington.  CfEet  us  now  sepárate. 
I do  not  like  Cleobold’s  prying  looks  of  late.  Though  $he  is  a fool, 
tlie  girl's  inquisitivo  manner  disquiets  me.” 

Gilbert  kissed  his  mistress's  hand,  and  advancing  tó  the  door, 
thought  he  lieard  the  slniílle  of  rctre&ting  footsteps.  On  darting  to 
the  kitchen,  he  was  comforted  on  perceiving  Mande  at  a wash-tub, 
elbow  deep  in  suds.  “ I was  mistaken,”  thought  he. 

Farmer  Eltington’s  house  was  divided  by  the  en  trance-hall  into 
two  portions.  The  side  usually  occupied  by  the  family  (the  other 
being  more  for  show  than  use,)  had  two  rooms  on  the  ground-floor, 
besides  what  was  called  a back-house.  One  of  these  rooms  was  a 
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kitchen  ; the  other  a parlour.  Over  tliese  were  two  ehambers ; the  first 
from  the  landing- place  was  called  the  kitchen-chamber,  being  over 
the  kitchen.  Out  of  tliis  was  a door  leading  into  the  other  cham- 
ber, which  being  over  the  parlour,  was  called  the  parlour-chamber, 
and  could  only  be  entered  through  this  door.  On  the  other  side  of 
^ the  landing- place  was  a bed-room  called  the  back-house  chamber  ; 
and  on  the  same  floor,  but  separated  by  a lath-and-plaster  partí  ti  on, 
was  another  dormitory,  to  which  some  back  steps  led  from  below,  it 
having  no  communication  abovc-stairs  with  the  rest  of  this  división 
of  the  house.  Eltington  and  his  wife  usual ly  lay  in  the  parlón r- 
chamber:  the  kitchen-chamber  was  a spare  room.  Cleobold  and 
Sowden  slept  in  the  back-house  chamber  ; and  Gilbert  Swyer  in  the 
adjoining  room. 

In  order  to  give  the  young  man  an  opportunity  of  killing  his 
master  in  the  night,  when  he  should  think  circumstances  might  fa- 
vour  his  design,  Mrs.  Eltington,  as  was  preconcerted  between  lier 
and  Swyer,  had  for  some  nights  found  a pretence  for  lying  alone  in 
the  kitchen-chamber. 

Cleobold  had  now  acquainted  the  favmer  that  her  mistress  and 
Swyer  werein  the  habit  of  sitting  together  every  evening  in  the  par- 
lour, and  that  on  one  occasion  she  had  seen  Mrs.  Eltington  leaning 
lier  head  fondly  on  Gilbert’s  shoulder.  This  was  cnough  : the  en- 
raged  husband  drew  from  the  fact  conclusions  utterly  destructive  of 
his  peace  ; and  a deadly  spirit  of  revenge  took  possession  of  him. 

On  the  last  Friday  in  December,  Eltington  having  sold  a bullock 
to  the  butcher,  brought  Haylock  home  with  him  early  in  the  even- 
ing. The  money  for  tile  beast  was  paid  over  a bowl  of  punch,  and 
deposited  in  Eltington's  already  well-ñlled  canvass-bag.  One  bowl 
was  sóon  followed  by  another,  and  the  companions  drank  freely.  On 
a third  jorum  being  ordercd,  JMrs.  Eltington,  about  ten  o'clock,  left 
her  husband  over  his  liquor,  and  retired  to  rest  in  the  kitchen-cham- 
ber, taking  on  this  night  Jane  Sowden  with  her.  Maude  Cleobold 
was  left  to  sit  up  till  her  master  went  to  bed.  In  about  an  hour 
Ilaylock  wished  his  friend  good  night ; and  Maude,  having  lighted 
her  master  up  stairs,  went  to  her  own  apartment,  the  back-house 
chamber,  carrying  with  her  the  candle,  which  she  was  afraid  to  leave 
with  the  farmer  in  his  State  of  inebriation.  Swyer  had  been  some 
time  in  bed,  and  all  about  the  house  was  soon  hushed  in  dcep  re- 
pose. 

Jlut  Swyer,  though  he  had  retired  about  ten  o'clock,  and  pretend- 
ed to  go  to  bed,  had  taken  oíT  only  his  coat  and  waistcoat,  and  lay 
down  with  the  rest  of  his  clothes  on.  He  had  observed  that  his 
master  drank  profusely  with  Haylock  in  the  evening ; and,  con- 
cluding  he  would  go  to  rest  intoxicated,  supposed  he  might  attack 
him  with  advantage.  Gilbert,  therefore,  determined  to  make  his  at- 
tempt  that  night  as  soon  as  the  farmer  should  be  fallen  into  his  first 
sleep.  IlaUnted  by  this  monstrous  intention,  the  young  man  lay 
awake,  listening  to  hear  his  master  go  to  bed.  He  accordingly  heard 
him  pass  to  his  chamber.  Having  waited  half  an  hour  after  that, 
and  finding  the  house  continued  in  profound  stillness,  Swyer  con- 
cluded  that  Eltington  had  fallen  asleep,  and  resolved  that  he  should 
wake  no  more. 

But  the  farmer  did  not  go  to  bed.  He  satín  the  dark,  ruminating 
on  the  disclosure  made  to  him  by  Cleobold. 
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Swyer  had  given  no  intimation  to  bis  mistress  of  bis  having  deter- 
mined  to  commit  the  murder  that  night,  ñor  did  he  know  but  that 
as  bis  master  lay  alone  in  the  parlour-chamber,  she  reposed  in  equál 
solitude  in  the  kitchen-chamber.  Leaving  his  bed,  and  having  on 
bis  feet  a pair  of  list-slippers,  Gilbert  descended  to  the  kitchen  ; 
tlien,  mounting  the  staircase,  and  going  witb  noiseless  steps 
through  the  room  wbere  his  mistress  lay,  lie  entered  Eltington's 
chamber,  and  passed  his  band  gently  over  the  bed-clotbes.  What 
was  bis  amazement  on  discovering  that  bis  intended  victim  was  not 
there  ! JDuring  his  brief  stay  in  the  farraer's  room,  Gilbert  by  acci- 
dent  sbuffled  off  one  of  bis  slippers,  which,  not  being  able  to  find,  as 
be  was  confused  and  witbout  light,  he  left  bebind  him  on  bis  retreat 
from  the  apartment. 

By  this  time,  Gilbert,  unsuspected,  had  regained  bis  apartment. 
Ilaving  now  abandoned  bis  murderous  design  for  that  night,  he 
took  off  bis  clothes,  and  lay  down  to  rest. 

Botb  witbin  and  witbout  the  house  the  silence  that  prevailed  at 
this  time  was  utterly  unbroken.  It  was  the  dead  of  night.  The 
frosty  air  was  untroubled  by  the  slightest  breatb  of  wiiul.  A great 
desert,  wben  no  air  is  abroad,  could  not  have  been  more  tranquil 
and  mute.  ITeavy  sleep  lay  on  the  eyelids  of  all  the  inmates  of  the 
Grangc,  guilty  as  several  of  them  were  ; wben,  liark ! a dismal 
shriek  is  beard,  rending  the  dumb  ealm  — one  sliriek,  and  tben  all 
again  was  still.  It  startled  Swyer  from  bis  slumber,  and  waked 
Mrs.  Eltington.  In  ber  firat  alarm  the  terriíied  w ornan  rouscd  Jane 
Sowden,  who,  having  been  hard  at  work  all  day,  was  so  fast  asleep 
that  she  did  not  hear  the  sudden  and  hideous  sound.  Intently  lis- 
tening  as  tbey  sat  up  in  bed.  Jane  and  ber  mistress  beard  a low,  faint 
moaning  in  the  parlour-chamber,  as  ifsome  one  was  in  agony.  Be- 
ing seared  witb  terror.  Jane  begged  her  mistress  to  get  up  ; but  Mrs. 
Eltington  by  this  time  having  recollected  the  horrid  plan  devised  by 
her  and  Gilbert,  and  concluding  that  the  deed  was  tben  being  per- 
petrated,  told  ber  servant  tbey  liad  better  lie  still.  In  about  two 
minutes  the  moaning  ceased ; and  Swyer  rushed  into  the  room,  as 
mucli  alarmed  as  the  two  women. 

ft  Alicia,  oh,  Alicia ! " be  exclaimed,  tben  for  the  first  time  in  bis 
life  addressing  Mrs.  Eltington  by  ber  Ghristian  ñame. 

“ Be  cotnposed,"  answered  she ; ce  notliing  lias  bappened  to  ?ne.” 

“ But,"  pursued  Gilbert,  you  beard  the  shriek  ? " 

“ I did  ; and  am  wild  with  frigbt,"  she  replied.  Then,  being 
under  a conviction  that  Gilbert  liad  done  the  deed,  and  fearing  from 
bis  ignorance  of  Sowden  being  in  the  room,  that  be  would  commit 
himself  in  bearing  of  the  girl,  she  added,  “ But  do  not  allude  to  it 
any  more,  or  you  will  drive  poor  Jane,  who  is  here  witb  me,  out  of 
ber  wits.” 

“ Jane  here!  " exclaimed  Gilbert,  with  surprise. 
ct  Yes,"  returned  Mrs.  Eltington  ; “ I fear  your  master  is  murder- 
ed.  Go  and  strike  a light,  wliile  we  get  up,  and  then  let  us  see  what 
has  bappened." 

In  a short  time,  Swyer  procured  a lighted  candle and,  knocking 
at  bis  mistress’s  door,  wasbidden  to  come  in,  and  pass  to  the  parlour- 
chamber  in  order  to  ascertain  what  was  the  matter.  Meanwhile,  the 
women  erossed  the  landing-place  to  the  otber  room,  that  tbey  might 
vol.  x.  2 Q 
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he  away  from  the  fatal  spot.  Here  they  found  Cleobold,  who  also 
liad  been  scared  by  the  dreadful  sliriek. 

In  a minute  or  two  Swyer  returned,  with  palé  and  haggard  looks, 
and  said  bis  master  was  dead.  Sowden  cried  out,  “ God  forbid  ! ” 
and  immediately  procuring  another  light,  went  with  Cleobold  into 
the  parlour-chamber  to  be  convinced.  Gilbert  and  his  mistress 
were  left  alone  togetlier. 

Ct  So  then/'  said  she  in  a low  voice, at  last  the  deed  is  done  ! ” 

<c  Even  so,”  replied  the  young  man. 

“ Did  he  give  you  much  trouble?”  coolly  inquired  the  fiendish 
woman. 

i€  Me  1 **  responded  Gilbert.  ee  What  mean  you  ? ’* 

“ I mean,  did  he  struggle  violently  ? **  pursued  Mrs.  Eltington. 

“As  1 shall  answer  in  Heaven  or  in  Hell,”  returned  the  young 
man,  “ I know  nothing  of  his  death.” 

Mrs.  Eltington  glanced  at  Swyer  as  if  she  would  penétrate  his 
very  soul ; but  the  expression  of  his  face  remained  unchanged.  “ I 
believe  you/*  said  she ; “ but  what  can  be  the  cause  of  his  death  ? 
Can  he  have  expired  in  a fit  ? ” 

“ I know  not/’  replied  Gilbert.  “ I was  afraid  to  look  mucii  at 
him.  Jane  and  Maude  will  tell  us  more.  Hush ! here  they  come.'* 

Jane  now  stated  that  she  found  the  farmer  lying  with  his  face 
downward  upon  tlie  floor  at  the  farther  side  of  the  bed,  liis  head 
towards  the  feet.  His  neck  appeared  black  and  swollen  ; two  but- 
tons  were  torn  off  the  shirt-collar ; the  bed-curtain  was  down,  and 
the  rod  bent.  It  was  plain  thcre  liad  bccn  a desperatc  scuílle ; but 
who  could  the  murderer  be  ? 

Mrs.  Eltington,  Swyer,  Cleobold,  and  Sowden  sat  up  togetlier  in 
the  back-housc  chamber  during  the  remaining  gloomy  liours  of 
darkness,  the  young  man  having  previously  examined  every  room — 
every  closet  and  comer  in  the  house,  to  discover  if  any  stranger 
lurked  within  the  walls.  No  one  was  found,  ñor  liad  any  of  the 
locks,  shutters,  or  other  fastenings,  been  forced.  The  murder  was 
veiled  in  inscrutable  mystery. 

Anxiously  did  the  fear-strieken  party  watch  for  the  dawn,  which 
at  length  aróse,  obscured  in  thick  falling  snow.  In  the  forenoon 
the  body  waslaid  out,  and  a slieet  thrown  over  it ; and  when  the  ser- 
vants  saw  the  ghastly  corpse  again  in  the  evening,  they  noticed  that 
tlie  face,  throat,  and  neck,  were  black. 

On  the  next  day  the  coroner  carne  ; but  his  inquest  was  very  neg- 
ligently  and  superficially  taken.  The  servants  professed  to  be  un- 
able  to  throw  any  light  on  the  affair  ; and  the  surgeon  who  was  called 
in,  finding  the  coroner  in  a prodigious  hurry  to  go  lióme,  took  a 
hasty  view  of  the  body  ; was  of  opinión  that  the  blackness  of  the 
face  and  throat  was  occasioned  by  the  deceased's  own  fingers ; and, 
having  with  great  expedí tion  given  his  evidence,  the  impatient  man 
in  office  directed  the  jury  to  find  a verdict  of  “ Accidental  Death,” 
and  took  his  leave,  without  having  been  in  the  liousc  more  than  ten 
minutes. 

Soon  after  this  event,  Cleobold  left  her  place,  and  was  married  to 
Haylock.  Jane  Sowden,  having  given  herself  airs  with  her  mistress, 
was  sent  away  ; and  Mrs.  Eltington  and  Swyer,  delighted  that  their 
])urpose  had  been  accomplislied  by  other  agency  than  their  own, 
though  still  unable  to  guess  at  the  actual  perpetrator,  (for  that  the 
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verdict  of  the  coroner’s  jury  must  be  erroneous  was  clear,)  waited 
impatiently  for  the  time  when  the  widow  could  throw  off  her  weeds, 
and  be  a bride  once  more. 

But  the  guilty  pair  — guilty  in  intention,  though  not  in  deed  — 
were  not  to  be  so  rewarded.  Maude,  soon  after  her  wedding,  ap- 
pbed  to  a magistrate,  stated  what  she  had  observed  as  to  the  auda- 
eious  intimacy  between  Mrs.  Eltington  and  Gilberto  and,  what  was 
more  to  the  purpose,  that  she  had  overheard  the  latter  tell  his  mis* 
tress  (Maude  had  indeed  listened  at  the  door  on  that  occasion),  he 
would  smother  her  husband  some  night  when  he  lay  intoxicated  and 
helpless  on  his  bed ; a design  in  which  Mrs.  Eltington  encouraged 
him. 

TJiis  deposition  agreeing  with  other  circumstances,  induced  tlie 
magistrate  to  grant  a warrant  for  the  apprehension  of  Swyer  and  the 
widow,  who  were  examined  and  fully  committed.  On  their  trial, 
Maude's  evidence  was  strengthened  by  that  of  Jane  Sowden,  who 
testified  to  the  sudden  rush  of  Swyer  into  the  kitchen- chamber  on 
the  night  of  tlie  murder,  and  to  the  strange  conversation  which  en- 
sued  between  the  prisoners  when  she  (witncss)  was  present,  though 
Swyer  did  not  at  first  know  it.  She  moreover  produced  the  slipper 
she  had  found  in  lier  master’s  room,  lying  cióse  to  the  body.  This 
was  clear ly  proved  to  have  belonged  to  the  male  prisoner.  The  cir- 
cumstantial  evidence  was,  in  short,  so  strong,  so  consistent  in  all  its 
parts,  and  so  seeniingly  conclusivo,  that  the  accused  were  convict- 
ed,  sentenced  to  death,  and  executed  while  loudly  and  vehemently 
protesting  their  innocence. 

It  was  not  until  very  many  years  after  this  that  tlie  actual  mur- 
derer  was  known.  The  clergyman  of  one  of  the  metropolitan  pa- 
rishes  was  summoned  to  the  death-bed  of  an  oíd  man — a pauper 
lying  in  the  workhouse.  Obeying  the  cali,  he  found  an  expiring 
creature  suffering  from  the  torments  of  conscience.  He  confessed  to 
the  minister  that  he  was  the  man  who  had  killed  Mr.  Eltington  in  the 
year  17<>3 ; that,  tempted  by  the  farmer-s  gold,  he  had  induced  one 
of  the  female  servants,  under  a promise  of  marriage,  to  secrete  him 
in  the  house  till  midnight;  that  he  had  then  entered  Eltington’s 
room,  meaning  to  steal  a bag  of  guineas  which  he  knew  the  other 
had  in  his  pocket ; that  Eltington  awoke,  and  a deadly  strnggle 
ensued,  which  ended  in  the  slaughter,  by  strangulation,  of  the 
victiin,  The  house  had  been  alarmed  by  a dreadful  shriek  when 
he  first  fell  on  Eltington  ; but  he  (the  murderer)  had  escaped  in  the 
dark  through  the  room  where  Mrs.  Eltington  lay,  the  door  of  which 
w as  lcft  open  by  some  one  at  the  time  in  conversation  with  the  lady, 
lie  then  entered  the  servant's  apartment,  and  dropped  from  the  win- 
dow  on  the  deep  snow,  all  impression  of  his  descent  and  üight  being 
soon  obliterated  by  the  flakes  w hich  continued  to  fall  heavily.  He  add- 
ed,  tliat  since  that  fatal  night  he  had  never  known  ahappy  moment, 
or  been  prosperous,  though  a considerable  sum  was  acquired  by  his 
crime.  The  servant  girl  who  had  connived  in  his  guilty  deed,  and 
w ho,  to  screen  him  from  suspicion,  had  been  the  means  of  bringing 
to  the  gallow's  two  innocent  pcrsons,  had  died  miserably.  The 
wreteh  liad  hardly  strength  to  tell  his  story  before  he  breathed  his 
last.  It  is  hardly  necessary  to  add,  that  this  man  was  Giles  II ay- 
loc.k,  the  butcher. 
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LOOSE  LEAVES  FROM  THE  TRAVELLERS*  ALBUM 
AT  CHAMONIX. 

B Y ALBERT  SMITH, 

We  Lave  not  yet  pcrfectly  mude  up  our  ininds  as  to  tlie  correct  pa- 
thology  of  that  national  morbid  propensity  for  flying  about  from  one 

}ilace  to  anotlier,  whicli  is  so  deeply  rooted  in  the  breasts  of  the  Eng- 
isli,  as  soon  as  tlie  Opera  and  Parliament  liave  come  to  a stand-still. 
No  nation  in  the  world  malíes  so  mucli  fnss  as  our  own  about  the 
comforts  of  lióme ; and  there  is  none  so  notoriously  anxious  to  run 
away  from  them.  No  sooner  do  the  attractions  of  the  season  begin 
to  wane  — no  sooner  has  the  cornet-á -pi ston  blown  its  dying  notes 
at  the  last  reunión  of  conscquence,  or  the  manoeuvres  and  flirta- 
tions  of  thé  last  Horticultural  Society's  féte  become  matters  of  retro- 
spección, tlian  we  are  informed  (for,  led  by  the  rest  of  the  wan- 
derers,  we  never  witnessed  the  attendant  phenomena,)  a marked  and 
melancholy  change  takes  place  in  the  domestic  economy  of  London. 
Shutters  cióse,  and  blinds  become  enveloped  in  newspapers  ; tables  and 
cliairs  addict  themselves  to  blouses  of  brown  holland ; portraits  obscure 
their  lineaments  by  veils  of  coarse  yellow  gauze  ; chandeliers  tie  them- 
selves up  in  bags ; stair-carpets  roll  up  like  dormice  into  undisturbed 
tranquillity  for  the  next  four  months,  and  fly-confounding  coverings  em- 
brace every  other  ameublement  in  the  visitable  apartment  of  the  man- 
sión. Ñor  is  it  withindoors  alone  that  this  household  pantomime  takes 
place.  The  Irottoir  of  Regent  Street  furnishes  you  with  a very  fair 
idea  of  the  Great  Desert  of  Sahara  ; and  the  various  exhibitions,  from 
long  habit  and  disinclination  to  retire  from  business,  perform  to  tlieir 
own  beuches  and  attendants  ; Madame  Tussaud  sits  down  for  company 
with  Malibrau,  Oliver  Cromwell,  Cobbett,  and  Maria  Antoinette  ; 
whilst  the  stall-girls  at  the  Pantheon  and  Soho  Bazaars  pav  one  anotlier 
complimentary  visits,  and  admire  eacli  other’s  wares,  because  thev  liave 
nothing  else  to  do,  except  to  wonder  where  on  earth  everybody  has 
gone,  or  to  practise  ducking  uuder  their  counters,  like  rabbits  in  a war- 
ren,  against  the  world  returns  again. 

We  will  allow  them  to  wonder,  wlien  we  reflect  on  the  desolation 
wliicli  our  erratic  disposition  produces  at  lióme.  Even  we  ourselves, 
when  abroad  with  the  rest,  are  completely  paralysed  with  the  sight  of 
the  mobs  of  English  that  are  running  about  every  habitable  córner  of 
the  Continent.  We  pass  over  París  and  Badenr-Baden,  for  tliey  liave  be- 
come  almost  portions  of  our  own  country,  whatever  opinión  to  the  con- 
trary  may  be  held  by  Louis  Philippe  and  the  Granel  Duke.  But  we  will 
gofurther  abroad: — again  the  same  crowd  of  our  countrymen  awaitsus. 
They  climb  the  snowy  mountains,  and  traverso  the  clear  blue  lakes  of 
Switzerlanil ; they  swelter  in  the  noontide  sunshine  of  the  smoothly- 
paved  cities  of  Italy  ; they  plnnge  into  the  bowels  of  the  great  pyra- 
mids  of  Egypt ; or  turn  dizzy  on  the  sununits  of  the  minareis  of  Con- 
Stantinople ; whilst  their  travelling  wnnts  transport  bottled  porter  to 
Athens,  and  Wiudsor  soap  to  Calabria.  Donbtless,  before  anotlier  year 
has  passed  an  English  hotel  and  tea-gardens  will  be  established  in  the 
heart  of  Cantón.  Even  our  own  language  perpetually  rings  in  our  ears, 
— nay,  eiglit  months  liave  not  passed  since,  gliding  over  the  Lago  Mag- 
giore,  we  heard  a stalwart  voice  issuing  from  the  cool  grottoes  of  the 
ísola  Bella,  clianting  with  the  vigour  of  a twenty-lung-power  effort 
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the  bacchanalian  canzone  of  “ Jolly  Nose” — unpleasant  and  ridiculous 
antithesis ! 

It  is  exactly  one  hundred  years  ago  tbis  present  summer  of  ene 
tliousund  eiglit  hundred  and  forty-one,  that  our  illustrious  country- 
nien,  Messrs.  Pocock  and  Wyndham,  first  discovcrcd  tlie  Valley  of 
Chamonix  and  its  accompanying  wonders.  The  good  people  of  Geneva, 
sober  and  steady-gqing  citizens  as  they  were,  had  long  imagined  that 
slate-pencil-and-saliva-looking  Arve  that  polluted  the  “ arrowy  Pilone” 
near  their  town,  aróse  from  amidst  the  high  mountains  whose  snow- 
covered  summits  glowed  so  riehly  in  the  sunset ; bul  their  knowledge 
extended  not  beyond  this  supposition.  Imagining  that  they  were  the 
resort  of  a tribe  of  rupscallions,  who  at  that  time  overran  Savoy  and 
the  neighbouring  countries,  they  felt  Jittle  curiosity  to  penétrate  into 
their  solitude ; they  contented  themselves  merely  with  thinking  that 
the  chief  of  the  mountains  must  be  very  high,  and  with  christening  the 
chain,  out  of  compliment  to  their  supposed  occupiers,  Les  Mvrtfagiies 
Maudit.es.  But  this  drop  of  knowledge  was  not  sufficient  to  queuch 
tlie  thirst  of  our  compatriots.  They  armed  a strong  body  of  retainers, 
and  starting  from  Geneva,  after  no  small  degree  of  labour,  (for  a very 
scrambling  kind  of  a route  the  path  from  Bonneville  to  Chamonix  must 
liave  been  at  that  period,)  bivouacked  cióse  to  the  village  of  the  Priure, 
as  it  was  then  ealled  ; and  were  somewliat  amazed  the  next  mornlng  to 
receive  a visit — not  from  the  cut-throat  brigands  wliom  they  expected, 
but  from  the  good  curé,  who  carne  to  invite  the  strangers  to  pass  a few 
days  in  the  villoge.  His  hospitable  mission  was  duly  honoured  ; and 
it  was  during  their  sojourn  with  tliese  simple  people,  who  had  then 
little  idea  of  any  world  beyond  the  rocky  boundaries  of  their  own  val- 
ley,  that  they  visited  and  explored  those  remarkable  objeets,  which 
year  after  year  liave  drawn  thousands  to  inspect  from  every  córner  of 
the  globo.  One  emblem  alone  of  their  expedition  now  remains.  As 
yon  descerní  the  narrow  path  which  leads  from  the  cabin  at  Montati- 
vert  to  the  JMer  de  Glacc,  the  guides  point  out  a large  Hat,  reddish 
stone,  which  bears  to  this  day  the  ñame  of  Le  Roclier  des  Anglais,  and 
on  this,  tradition  reports  our  travellers  once  dined  during  their  ram- 
bles  of  discovery.  We  can  imagine  what  their  feelings  were  when 
that  magnificent  glacier  first  burst  upon  tliem  in  all  its  awful  and 
mighty  solitude  ! How  diíferent  to  the  towzeij-inowzey , as  Fenimore 
Cooper  calis  it,  which  is  now  felt  as  a inatter  of  course,  by  the  count- 
less  tribes  who  visit  it. 

Our  first  visit  to  Chamonix  was  unlueky,  — inasmuch  as  from  the 
time  we  entered  the  porch  of  the  Hotel  de  Londres,  to  the  liour  we 
finally  quitted  it,  we  never  went  ten  yards  from  the  liouse.  Rain, 
rain,  rain — unceasing,  overwhelming  rain,  entirely  upset  every  plan  we 
had  formed  for  our  excursions,  and  mude  us  keenly  regret  liaving  left 
the  comforts  and  amusing  resources  which  Geneva  aífords  to  travellers, 
for  the  miserable  amia  of  our  mountain  sojourn.  There  were  few 
other  visiters  in  the  hotel,  for  the  season  was  too  prematuro  and  uuset- 
tled : we  ourselves  had  been  compelled  by  previous  arrangements  to 
select  this  time  for  our  visit ; and  those  who  were  with  us  were  most 
despondingly  ill-tempered.  Althougli  we  stopped  three  days  in  the 
valley,  we  never  once  caught  a glimpse  of  JMont  Blanc,  the  clouds  en- 
tirely  concealing  his  summit,  and  descending  two-thirds  of  the  distance 
down  his  sides.  We  liad  no  books  but  the  eternal  Ebel,  the  no  less 
widely-circulated  JMurray,  and  a copy  of  the  humorous  adven  tures  of 
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M.  Vieuxbois  witli  liis  “ objet  ahné”  which  somc  previous  traveller  liad 
left  beliind  bim.  We  studied  these  over  and  over  again  ; we  read 
every  hotel  card  that  was  stuck  up  in  tlie  passage,  until  \vc  could  llave 
passed  as  a walking  advertisement  of  all  the  inns  in  Switzerland  ; and, 
íinally,  we  copied  into  our  note-books  the  stencilled  view  of  the  column 
in  the  Place  Vendóme,  whieli  graced  the  chimncy-board  in  the  lire- 
plaee.  We  crept  out,  armed  with  a macintosh  and  umbrella,  to  the 
“ Cabincls  d' Hisloire  Natiirelle  ” of  the  guides,  and  inspected  their  agate 
ear-drops,  crystal  wafer-stamps,  and  cliamois-horn  boot-hooks,  with  in- 
tense curiosity ; we  pored  over  their  little  relief  models  of  the  valley 
and  its  surrounding  mountains,  until  we  knew  every  peak  and  glacier 
as  well  as  the  original  makers,  and  we  were  thankful  for  the  little  relief 
they  aíforded  to  our  inaction,  whicli,  accompanied  by  the  nionotonous 
brawling  of  the  Arveiron,  and  the  beating  of  the  rain  on  thewindward 
panes  of  glass,  was  miserably  depressing.  On  the  fourth  morning  we 
ruslied  into  a return  char-á-bavc,  and  buttoning  all  the  leather  cur- 
tains  closely  around  us,  returned  to  Geneva  as  speedily  as  the  driver 
and  the  swollen  water-courses  would  permit. 

It  was  during  this  inclancholy  visit,  whicli  for  the  time  nearly  cured 
us  of  the  travelling  mania,  that  we  made  the  following  extraets  from 
the  Libre  des  Voyageurs,  which  we  found  on  one  of  tlie  tables  in  the 
salle  á matiger . The  mojority  of  tliem,  it  will  be  seen,  are  in  English, 
as  these  kind  of  effusions  generally  are ; probably  resulting  from  a vu- 
nity  of  the  same  impulse  which  prompts  us  to  write  our  ñames  on 
Memnon’s  nose,  or  cut  our  initials  on  the  picture-frames  at  Hampton 
Court.  We  will  only  add,  that  the  addcnda  and  commentaries  are  by 
different  hands ; and  that  if  any  irritable  traveller  should  feel  insulted 
at  our  laying  the  emanations  of  bis  mind  before  the  public,  he  will  find 
our  card  left  at  the  publisher's ; it  is  our  wisli  to  give  satisfaction  not 
only  to  one,  but  generally. 

<c  Aug.  25,  1840,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Robín  son,  and  Mr.  John  Ko- 
binson,  jun.  went  to  the  Mer  de  Glace  to-day,  and  returned  back  again 
in  safety  from  the  interesting,  yet  thrillingly  perilous  excursión.” 

(Add'ed  in  pencil.)  ffYou  don't  sayso!  Wliat  a proud  day  for 
England  1”  

“ M.  Blake,  de  Peckliam,  et  sa  femme  et  sa  famille  mangeaint  leur 
diner  ici  le  16  Aoüt,  1838,  ct  ils  ctaient  tres  conten t avec  les  pomines 
de  terres  et  le  poisson  qui  était  tres  bou.  Ils  ont  ete  aujourdhui  au 
Mere  de  Glace.” 

“ Si  M.  Blake  a trouvó  la  Mere  de  Glace,  peutetre  il  connait  aussi 
les  enfans.”  • 

“ Mr.  Edward  Iladdon  begs  to  caution  travellers  against  going  to  the 
Albergo  della  Posta  at  Duomo  D'Ossola.  The  eharges  are  high,  the 
people  uncivil,  the  rooms  dirty,  and  the  cookery  detestable.” 

“ Not  truc-  The  Albergo  della  Posta  is  the  best  inn  in  Piedmont. 
— J.  W.” 

‘‘  Which  it  inay  be  very  easily,  and  yet  only  a respectable  pig-sty. 
Mr.  James  Ilartley  agrees  with  the  first  writer.  He  dined  at  the  inn 
in  qnestion  about  three  weeks  since.  The  soup  was  apparently  lamp- 
oil  and  hot  water  sliaken  together ; and  a fowl  stuíled  with  Uve  genlles 
formed  one  of  the  dishes.” 
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“ I liave  just  concluded  a week'é  sojourn  at  Chamonix,  and  liave  been 
iniserably  disappointed  witli  wliat  I liave  seen.  There  is  nothing  in 
Switzerland  tliat  will  bear  comparison  witli  parallel  scenes  in  tbe  United 
States.  The  view  from  the  Flegére  is  immeasurablv  inferior  to  tliat 
from  tlie  Pine  Orchard ; and  the  vaunted  Mer  de  Glace  nothing  but  a 
litige  mass  of  balf-tbawcd  todgcy  snow  and  ice. — Hknry  Futton, 
U.S” 

l<  Oh  I yes  ! tarnation  odd,  I calcúlate,  tbat  Jonathan  sliould  come  so 
far  to  beliold  so  little.  lias  he  seen  the  great  hill  in  New  Yorlc  State 
tliat  is  so  liigh  as  to  be  quite  olfensive  in  warm  weather.  I rayther 
think  not.  Oh!  no!” 

“ We  are  sorry  an  American’s  ñame  must  necessarily  give  rise  to 
pasquinados.  Written  in  bis  absenee,  tliese  squibs  are  so  xnany  regis- 
ters  of  the  writer’s  mean  cowardice.  We  ourselves  liave  just  returned 
from  tlie  IMer  de  Glace,  and  think  tbat  in  awful  grandeur  it  is  on  a 
level  with  the  Niagara  falls.” — C.  J.  & F.  O.  Maniiattanese. 

A pedestrian  traveller,  weather-bound  at  the  Hotel  de  Londres, 
September  7>  1838,  composeth  tliese  verses  for  amusement. 

“ LINES  ON  GENEVA. 

u Ruthless  ruin  in  cascades  pouring, 

Lightning  echoing,  torrents  roaring  ; 

Clouds  obscuring  every  view, 

Naught  to  see,  and  less  to  do. 

Muse  of  muddled  brains  inspire  me, 

With  a poet’s  rapture  íire  me, 

WJiilst  1 pen  this  careless  lay, 

Just  to  pass  the  hours  away. 

“ Fair  üeneva  ! favourcd  city, 

Bastióos  frowning,  buildings  pretty, 

Crested  by  the  higli  Soléve, 

Mirror’d  m tliy  lake’s  blue  wave  ; 

Kamparts,  whenee  you  rest  your  evos  on 
Mont  Blanc  crowmng  the  liorizon  ; 

And  rich  vineyards,  growing  poorer 
As  they  climb  ‘ the  darken’d  Jura.’ 

“ Then,  thy  bridge  across  the  JLthone, 

Bnilt  of  wooden  heams  alone  ; 

And  thy  verdant  Isle  des  B arques, 

Like  an  insulated  park. 

Steamers  in  thy  harbour  lying 
To  Lausanne  and  Villcneuvc  plyiug,  é 
If  o tour  you  clioose  to  ihake 
Round  tlic  margin  of  the  lakc. 

u Shops  for  watches  vcry  thin, 

Gold  without,  and  brass  within. 

Snuff-boxes  to  tinklo  sonnets ; 

Womon  in  large  ílapping  bonnets ; 

Milán  voitures  vcry  crazv, 

Kept  by  vetturini  lazy, 

Who  will  take  two  days  to  ereep 
O’er  the  inighty  Simplon’s  steep. 

4t  Dili gonces  coming  in 

With  postillion’s  crack-whip  din, 

Pack'd  witli  English  olí  the  way 
From  the  Rué  St.  llonoré. 

Tontera  to  the  burean  riishing, 

Cards  presenting,  luggage  crushing. 

From  these  rhymes  you  may  conceive  a 

Perfect  picture  of  Geneva.” 
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Signor  Silvestri,  di  Milano,  pensa  che  la  Natura  non  e stata  "iusta, 
nel  daré  tanto  ghiaccio  alia  Svizzera,  dove  decusamente  non  ce  n'era  di 
bisogno.  Egli  sarebbe  di  piu  piaciuto  se  il  glaciar  da  Buissons  fosse 
nel  mezzo  di  Milano,  dove  sarebbe  piü  utile  di  fornire  ghiaccie  per 
Taudienza  del  Teatro  alia  Scala.” 

“Silvestri,  Albergo  della  Croce  Bianca,  Corso  di  Porta  Vercel- 
lina.  Cucina  tanto  a pasto  che  a conto  : vini  squisiti  d'ogni  qualita  anche 
estcri.  Grands  et  petits  rooms  witli  neat  ness  and  to  moderation  of  the 
traveller  weil  to  behold.”  

“ An  Englishman  begs  to  recommend  the  Hotel  de  Leman,  Rué  de 
Rhone,  at  Geneva,  as  a pleasant  inn.  It  is  not  half  the  expense  of  the 
Bergues,  and  tvvice  as  comfortable : added  to  which  (not  the  least 
attraction,)  Madame  Rousillon,  the  hostess,  is  a vertj  pretty  woman 

“ Oh,  fie  ! sly  oíd  fox  ! 99  (in  pendí.) 

“ The  gentleman  is  correct  in  saying  the  Hotel  de  Leman  is  not  half 
the  expense  of  the  Bergues.  I wish  it  was.  The  hostess  is  as  ugly  as 
sin,  and  not  half  so  pleasant.” 

“ Ce  monsienr  a tort  — ce  n’est  pas  vrai.  Madame  Rousillon  est 
gentille — peut-etre — mais  ce  n'est  ríen  de  rare.  Ses  cheveux  sont  un 
jieu  trop  rouges,  et  su  taille  est  trop  grosse.  Cependant  elle  u de  l'es- 
prit,  et  fait  une  excellente  dame  de  comptoir  pour  le  café. — UnSuisse 
QUI  COMPREN»  l/ANGLAI8.” 


THE  ASCENTS  OF  MONT  RLANC, 

which  may  be  sung  to  the  popular  air  of  “ Claude  du  Val,”  as  con- 
nected  witli  the  ñame  on  the  beam  at  the  Adelplii : — 

When  Jac<pies  Balmat  from  his  purty  wus  tlirown. 

He  found  out  the  summit  untaught  and  alone, 

And  when  he  returned  to  his  doctor  witli  glee. 

He  aaid,  “ For  your  care  you  shall  go  up  witli  me,” 

JVith  your  balón  so  sharp , Ira  la. 

The  next  who  tried  was  De  Saussure,  we  ’re  told, 

Who  climhed  in  a full  suit  of  scarlet  and  gold  : 

Whilst  poor  M.  Bourrit,  four  times  driven  hack, 

Tu  dudgeon  returned  to  Geneva — good  lack  ! 

JVith  his  latón  so  sharp , Ira  la. 

Woodley,  Clissold,  and  Beaufoy,  each  thought  it  no  lark, 

And  were  followed  by  Jackson,  and  Sherwell  and  Clarke. 

Then  Fellowes  and  Hawes  hy  a new  passage  went. 

And  avoided  the  dangers  of  HamePs  ascent, 

JVith  their  batons  so  sharp , Ira  la. 

Bravc  Auldjo  next  was  pulled  ovor  a bridge 
Of  ice-poles  laid  on  the  glacier*s  ridge  ; 

Vou  will  see  all  his  wonderful  feats,  if  you  look 

At  the  views  drawn  by  Harding,  and  placed  in  his  book. 

And  his  balón  so  sharp , Ira  la. 

Full  forty  gentlemen,  wealthy  and  bold, 

Have  climhed  up  in  spile  of  the  labour  and  coid  \ 

But  of  all  that  number  there  lives  not  one 
Who  speaks  of  the  journey  as  very  good  fun. 

JVith  thexr  batons  so  sharp , Ira  la. 

Jack  SuErrARn. 
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Wuat  thunder-peal  the  air  hath  rent? 

Again  ! again  ! From  yonder  battlement 
Echoing  it  roils  the  hoary  Thames  aloug. 

I know,  I know  thai  sound ; 

Tis  the  cannon's  brazen  tongue : 

Englund  an  heir  hath  found ! 

A princely  son 
Is  born  to  England’s  throne. 

Arise  l arise ! thou  City  of  the  Eartb, 

And  vvith  thy  million  tongues  proclaim  the  glorious  birth  ! 

It  is  no  dream  ! the  merry  bells  are  ringing 
With  many  a chime, 

As  of  olden  time, 

In  tlie  grey  turret  swineing. 

And  lo ! on  bigh, 

Streaniing  to  the  sky, 

Proudly  our  British  banner  is  unfurl’d  : 

Arise ! arise  ! rejoice,  thou  City  of  the  World  ! 

Britons  ! rejoice  ; but  let  your  gladness  be 
ilallow’d  with  love  and  piety. 

JVlingle  no  selñsh  thought. 

Bend  evcry  knee 

To  Him,  who  for  our  Queen  hath  wrought 
From  pangs  of  death  delivery. 

Your  voices  all  in  one  thanksgiving  raise, 

While  hallelujahs  swell  tlie  notes  of  praise. 

O Thou,  from  vvhom  al  i blessings  flow 
To  prince  and  peasant,  high  and  low, 

Look  on  this  earthly  dweiling-place, 

Where  helpless  lie 

Meek  wouianhood  and  cradlcd  infancy, 

The  hopes  of  all  our  race. 

The  mother  to  her  strength  restore; 

Upou  the  child  thy  mercies  pour: 

May'st  Thou  his  life  preserve 
To  manhood’s  prime,  for  kingly  destiny. 

May  he  to  rule  deserve ; 

Make  him  to  be 

True  to  our  faitb,  our  laws,  and  liberty ; 

A shining  light  to  us,  a minister  to  Thee. 

Oh  ! while  I pray 
On  this  auspicious  day, 

Do  Thou  my  soul  inspire. 

Now,  blessed  be  the  morn 
On  which  this  child  was  born ; 

Long  Iive  his  princely  Sire, 

Long  live  our  Queen  Victoria! 

But  glory  be  to  Thee  alone,  from  whom  all  glories  are. 
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BY  AJLBANY  FOVNTZ. 

IairossiBLE  to  approaeh  witli  too  grave  a step  the  consideration  of 
a functionary  so  important  as  the  Family  Butler  ! — Linkmen,  and 
even  footmen,  are  of  the  p opul  ace,  baptized  more  or  less  indelibly 
with  the  waters  of  the  kennel.  But  the  butler  is  a man  so  many 
degrees  upraised  above  his  origin  as  to  have  cast  aside  bis  nature, 
aml  in  evcry  sense  of  the  word  to  have  forgotten  himself.  A rene- 
gade  to  gutter-baptism,  he  has  gradually  achieved  greatness  passing 
all  human  understanding,  even  his  own.  His  essential  distinction  is 
to  be  “ highly  respectable.” 

The  family  butler  is  one  of  the  outward  and  visible  graces  of 
every  family  qualifíed  to  cali  itself  a family.  A footman  is  only  a 
slovenly  half-and-half  appendage  of  gentility.  People  who  live  in 
“houses”  keep  a footman;  people  who  “ reside”  in  tg  mansión  s ” 
superadd  a butler,  with  sccond,  third,  fourtli,  or  fifth  footmen,  as  the 
case  may  be.  But  the  butler  is  indispensable  ; i.  e . indispensable  to 
a “ family  ” — and  “ a mansión/’  Saving  his  presence  therein,  who 
would  there  be  to  drink  the  last  three  glasses  out  of  every  bottle  of 
port, — the  last  two  out  of  every  bottle  of  sherry,  — and  the  first  of 
every  bottle  of  Nantes  or  liqueur  ? Who  would  there  be  to  detect  an 
oversight  in  the  brewer's  bilí  of  seven-pence-halfpenny  to  his  mas- 
ter’s  disadvantage,  and  exact  at  the  same  time  a mulct  of  five-and- 
twenty  per  cent,  in  his  own  favour  ? Who  would  there  be  to  com- 
plain  of  the  badness  of  the  broadcloth  in  the  liveries  senthome  from 
the  tailor's ; and  interpólate  in  the  bilí  an  item  of  an  odd  waistcoat  or 
two  furnished  to  himself? 

The  butler  may  be  said  to  represent  the  Upper  House  in  an  Eng- 
lislily  constituted  establishment.  The  servants’  hall  stands  for  the 
Commons ; — the  steward's  or  housekeepcr’s  room  for  the  Lords  ; — 
master  or  mistress  for  the  throne.  No  bilí  passes  to  the  sign-manual 
of  the  latter,  without  having  progressed  through  the  ordcal  of  the 
lormer  two.  Of  late  years,  it  has  bccn  tlie  custom  of  the  Upper 
House  of  Parliament  to  wag  its  head  in  the  face  of  royalty,  and  have 
a will  of  its  own, — a will  equally  at  variance  with  tliosc  above  and 
those  below.  It  is  ever  so  with  the  butler,  who  is  pretty  sure  to  be 
at  once  his  master’s  master,  and  his  master’s  servants*  master.  He 
is  too  powerful  over  the  supplies  not  to  raake  his  autliority  rcspected. 
If  factiously  opposed  by  the  domestics,  or  fractiously  by  their  pro- 
prietor,  he  contrives  to  throw  the  whole  weight  and  labour  of  the 
State  upon  the  shoulders  of  the  latter,  aml  the  whole  weight  and  la- 
bour of  everything  else  into  the  hands  of  the  former.  When  Louis 
the  Fourteenth,  in  pursuance  of  his  state  maxim,  “ Vélai  c’est  moi” 
took  it  into  his  head  to  become  his  own  minister,  Louvois  was  care- 
ful  to  fling  into  the  portfolio  such  an  agglomeration  of  state  papers, 
such  a complication  of  public  business,  tliat,  at  the  cióse  of  a few 
days,  his  Majesty  was  right  glad  to  cry  for  mercy,  and  beg  the  cabi- 
net  council  to  do  his  wwk  for  him,  as  in  duty  bound. 

So  is  it  with  the  adroit  butler,  on  fmding  his  lord  or  master  im- 
pertinently  bent  upon  “ looking  into  things.*’  The  cellar  book, — 
the  plate-list — and  every  other  list — (oh  ! list !) — committed  to  his 
administration,  is  made  to  assume  a degrce  of  mysterious  complexity. 
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defying  the  decipherment  of  Babbage.  Pipes  of  port,  liogsheads  of 
claret,  cases  of  champagne,  gallons  of  spirituous  liquors,  are  unac- 
countably  added  up,  subtracted,  and  divided,  by  the  rule  of  three 
and  the  rule  of  contrary,  into  Babylonic  confusión,  sucli  as  worsc 
confounds  the  confusión  of  the  proprietor  of  all  this  intolerable 
quantity  of  sack.  In  the  end,  he  throws  it  up  as  a bad  job, — begins 
to  entertain  sincere  compassion  for  the  Barings  and  their  budget, — 
and  finally  entreats  the  family  butler  will  be  so  very  obliging  as  to 
cheat  him  on,  in  peace. 

The  butler,  aceording  to  tlie  superficial  plausibilities  of  civilizcd 
life,  though  the  booziest  member  of  every  establishment,  is  expected 
to  be  the  most  sober-looking.  A peculiar  deeency  of  vesture  and 
gesture  is  required  of  him; — something  ofthe  cut  of  a county  mem- 
ber,— something  exceeding  square-toed  and  solemn  is  the  comple- 
mcnt  exterior  most  in  vogue  for  the  professional  decanter  of  port. 
ín  the  households  of  bankers  and  professional  men,  a more  dressy 
order  of  upper  servant  is  preferred,  — not  only  because  he  oíliciates 
in  the  doubie  capacity  of  valet  de  chambre , but  for  the  reason  which 
induced  the  late  Sir  Charles  C.  to  bestow  badges  upon  his  out-of- 
livery  servants  ; because,  having  himself  the  air  of  a respectable 
upper  servant,  he  was  repeatedly  required  at  his  own  balls  to  cali  up 
carriages,  or  bring  shawls,  for  fashionable  ladies  myopic  enough  to 
mistake  him  for  his  delégate. 

But,  though  sober-looking  as  a judge,  the  butler  should  have  a 
comely  and  portly  aspect.  He  should  look  well-fed  and  uncare- 
worn.  There  should  be  indication  in  his  countenance  that  matters 
in  his  master's  house  move  upon  casters  ; — that  the  weekly  bilis  and 
refractory  knife-cleaners  are  duly  discliargcd ; and  that  cverything 
like  an  impertinent  rejoinder  is  as  carefully  bottled  up  as  the  Bur- 
gundy.  He  must  have  an  air  of  aptitude  and  decisión,  and  a tone  of 
authoritative  good  breeding.  It  is  part  of  his  business  to  take  the 
guests  out  of  the  honda  of  the  footmen,  and  deliver  them  in  proper 
order  to  his  master  and  mistress ; tasks  to  be  accomplished  with 
something  of  the  disdainful  deference  of  a Lord  Chamberlain. 

It  may  be  observed  that  the  butler  is  almost  always  at  daggers- 
drawn  with  his  lady  ; who  is  sure  to  consider  him  a troublesome, 
oíficious  personage,  — apt  to  quarrel  with  the  huly’s  maid  for  being 
too  late  at  meáis,  — and  to  grudge  the  housekeeper  her  due  al- 
lowance  of  sherry  and  ratafia  for  creams  and  jellies.  The  foot- 
man  is  a slave  more  peculiarly  her  own.  The  footman  accom- 
panies  the  carriage,  goes  on  errands,  remembers  addresses,  conveys 
messages  to  tradespeople,  and  is  more  confided  in,  though  a less  con- 
fidential  servant,  than  the  butler.  The  footman  has  a thousand  me- 
tliods  of  judging  of  my  lady's  or  the  young  ladies*  loves  and  likings. 
lie  perceives  in  the  daily  chives  who  bows,  who  nods,  who  kisses 
hands, — who  calis  the  carriage  at  Almack’s,  or  whispers  as  lie  hands 
Miss  Julia  into  it,  after  the  déjeuner  or  hall.  John  is  able  to  an- 
nounce  a flirtation  in  the  family  to  the  housemaid,  at  least  a fort- 
night  beforc  the  butler  drops  a diplomatic  hint  to  the  housekeeper, 
or  convulses  the  sensibilities  of  the  femme  de  chambre . 

The  butler  is  uniformly  a Tory  and  a disciplinarian  ; — thumbs  the 
John  Bull  on  Sundays,  and  spells  over  the  Times  with  one  eye  open, 
al\:er  his  daily  quart  of  stout.  He  has  a sort  of  sullen  and  interested 
rebanee  in  the  immutability  of  the  Church  and  the  Corn  Laws. 
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Butlers,  bishops,  and  landed  proprietors  he  fancies  to  be  as  naturally 
aíTinitive  as  cart  and  horse.  There  may  be  horses  without  carts,  he 
knowfi,  but  a cart  can't  move  without  a horse.  No  aristocracy,  se- 
cular or  ecclesiastieal, — no  butlers  ! But  tliis,  it  must  be  admitted, 
is  mere  livery  logic  and  kitchen-stuff.  A butler  is  not  the  only  pub- 
lic  functionary  who  entertains  an  inordinate  respect  for  property,  as 
thc  truc  critcrion  of  human  merit ; or  who  holds  the  only  book 
worth  speaking  of  to  be  a banker’s.  But  bis  opinión  on  that  point 
is  very  decided  ; and,  so  far  from  admitting  that 

tf  Leaming  is  better  tima  house  or  land,,> 

he  respects  the  proprietor  of  a cow-shed  more  than  a sénior  wrangler 
or  Scatonian  prize-man.  The  three  things  he  most  detests  to  see  at 
his  master's  table  are,  a bottle  of  the  oíd  Madeira  he  keeps  for  his 
private  drinking,  a poor  relation,  and  an  author.  It  puts  him  out  of 
his  calculations,  indeed,  to  find  every  now  and  then  u new  novel  an- 
nounced  by  a Lady  Clara,  or  a new  poem  by  a Lord  John ; for  he 
owns  “ he  can't  abidc  to  hear  of  the  nobility  descending  to  sueh  low- 
lived  things.” 

There  are,  of  course,  as  many  classes  of  butlers  in  town  and 
country,  as  there  are  of  London  men  and  country  gentlemcn.  But 
it  may  suffice  to  consider  two  species  of  the  genus  : fierce  extremes, 
such  as  the  butler  of  Russell  and  the  butler  of  Grosvenor  Squares, — 
“ alike,  but  oh  ! how  diflerent ! ” — dissimilar  in  aspect  and  aspira- 
tions  as  a Guineaman  and  a Hindoo. 

The  butler  of  Russell  Square  is  an  obese,  hazy-eyed  personage, 
declining  in  years  and  in  the  corners  of  his  mouth,  sullen  in  disposi- 
tion,  yet  to  his  superiors  submissively  spoken, — having  an  eye  to  the 
main  chance  and  to  Mrs.  Dobinsoifs  prim-visaged  lady's  maid. 

His  master,  Mr.  Lobinsón,  of  Russell  Square,  is  a thriving  stock- 
broker,  rich  enough  to  be  a prompt  paymaster,  and  consequently  to 
take  the  liberty  of  examining  his  own  accounts  ; a suílicient  pretext 
for  his  butler  to  regard  him  as  a natural  enemy,  and  to  do  his  spi- 
riting  as  ungently  as  Caliban.  Sc.rupulously  punctual  in  the  dis- 
charge  of  his  duties,  so  as  to  escape  jobation, — Jobson  takes  a re- 
vengeful  delight  in  the  wry  face  which  announces  that  a bottle  of 
wine  is  corked  ; or  when  the  man  in  authority,  after  fiiuling  fault 
witli  successive  carving-knives,  is  forced  to  picad  guilty  to  the 
toughness  of  the  sirloin  that  smokes  before  him. 

In  his  own  principies  of  gastronomy,  such  a butler  is  a positivo 
Pagan.  He  dresses  the  salad  to  be  eaten  at  se  ven,  early  in  the  after- 
noon,  and  places  it  in  a sunny  window  in  company  with  the  Sau- 
terne  and  Moselle,  which  he  is  careful  not  to  put  into  the  wine- 
coolers  till  the  last  minute ; and  in  the  frostiest  weather,  lea  ves  the 
claret  to  catch  coid  on  a stone  floor  in  a damp  passage.  One  of  the 
great  triumphs  of  his  life  is  to  pulí  in  and  out  a silver  watch,  the 
size  of  Unele  IIumphrey*s  dock,  and  announce,  on  the  slightest  re- 
tardment,  that  the  cook  is  shamcfully  behind  her  time ; while,  shoulcl 
any  unpunctuality  on  the  part  of  Lobinsón  himself  retard  the  usual 
dining-hour,  Mr.  Jobson  issues  his  orders  to  <€  dish  up  ” in  a Stento- 
rian  voice,  before  the  delinqucnt  has  time  to  give  him  his  hat  and 
gloves  in  the  hall.  — N.B.  Be  itobserved  that  Jobson  is  as  regularly 
mistered  by  the  establislnnent  as  his  master  is  Lobinsoned. 

Fussy  and  consequential,  his  modo  of  bringing  in  the  tea-things, 
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while  tlie  footman  follows  him  with  “the  bubbling  and  loud  liissing 
lirn,”  is  as  authoritative  as  tlie  tone  o f thc  President  ofthe  Counc.il ; 
and  there  is  a solid  gravity  in  bis  mode  of  carrying  round  the  físh- 
sauces  at  dinner,  while  tlie  eompany  are  splitting  tlieir  sides  at  some 
joke  of  Sydney  Smith's  or  Ilayward's,  which  cannot  be  too  warmly 
applauded. 

“ Jobson  is  the  steadiest  man  in  the  world, — Jobson  is  a man  in 
whom  I have  implicit  confklence,**  is  Mr.  Dobinson's  continual  cer- 
tifícate in  favour  of  one  w lióse  voiee  is  so  sonorous  in  family  prayers, 
and  who  is  the  very  Cardigan  of  a servan ts’  hall.  Not  the  smallest 
peccadillo  of  the  livery  was  he  ever  known  to  pass  over.  “ I never 
heerd  of  no  such  doings  in  a reg'lar  establishment,”  is  the  grand 
arcan  11  m of  his  form  of  government.  The  words  “ reg'lar  establish- 
nient ” have  all  the  cliarm  from  his  lips  that  the  words  “ British 
Constitution  ” obtain  in  the  ears  of  a Conservative  constituency. 
Next  to  opulence,  he  reverences  “ reg'larity,** — or  ratlier  he  accepts 
“ reg'larity  ” as  an  indication  of  opulence.  Most  people  well  todo 
in  the  world  are  “ reg'lar — fixed  stars,  while  your  dashing,  flash- 
ing,  smashing  meteors  of  fashionable  life  glitter  for  a moment,  and 
are  no  more  seen.  Mr.  Jobson  would  not  have  entered  the  Service 
of  a stockbroker, — stockbrokers  being,  like  captains,  “ casual  tilinga,” 
— but  that  Dobinson  liad  a very  good  character  from  his  last  butler, 
as  being  “the  most  reg'lar  gentleman  he  ever  lived  with, — punctooal 
to  a second.”  Without  such  a certifícate,  Mr.  Jobson  would  not  have 
taken  him  ; and  the  butler  has  consequently  a right  to  be  displeascd 
and  mistrustful,  wlien  he  finds  the  “ punctooal  *'  gentleman  too  late 
for  dinner. 

The  butler  himself  being  the  most  sedentary  of  created  slaveys, 
has,  of  course,  no  natural  indulgence  for  gadding.  The  coachman 
must  drive  to  thrive;  the  footman  ílics  to  rise.  But  the  family  but- 
ler remains  fixed  in  the  family  mansión  from  week's  end  to  week's 
eud,  like  a gold  fish  in  its  globe.  The  utmost  stretch  of  air-taking 
in  which  he  can  indulge,  is  by  keeping  the  street-door  open,  with 
respectful  deference,  till  the  carriages  of  departing  visitera  have 
reaclied  the  angle  ofthe  square  ; the  utmost  stretch  of  sociability  lie 
is  able  to  enjoy,  consists  in  a game  of  cribbage  with  some  brother 
butler  of  a next-door  neighbour,  wlien  the  Dobinsons  diñe  out,  or 
visit  the  theatre.  Even  tlien,  his  companionability  is  of  far  from  a 
cheerful  nature.  Habitual  taciturnity  has  fixed  its  gripe  upon  him. 
His  voiee  is  modified  so  as  to  give  short  answers  to  his  master,  and 
long  reprimands  to  thc  livery  ; and  wlien  Mr.  Corkscrcw,  of  No.  45, 
discusses  with  him  a glass  of  stiff  punch  and  the  State  of  the  times, 
he  expands  mechan  i cali  y into  murmurs;  complains  that  Dobinson  is 
a prying  ficllow,  as  wunts  to  do  the  gentleman,  and  “ ministers 
shirkin’  fellows,  as  wants  to  do  the  people.’*  Conviviality  only  ren- 
ders  him  grumphier  and  grumphier.  John  or  Tilomas  is  gay  in  his 
cups.  But  the  butler  remains  sullen  in  his  punch  ; faneying,  per- 
liaps,  tlu|t  a dogged  humour  is  the  nearest  approach  to  sobriety. 

A booziness,  meanwhile,  become  almost  constitutional,  is  his 
guarantee  against  committing  himself  by  overt  acts  of  ebriety.  The 
man  who  is  never  quite  sober,  rarely  becomes  quite  drunk.  It  is  in 
vain  that  the  Johns  and  Thomases  who  smart  under  his  prag- 
matical  jurisdiction,  flatter  themselves  that,  some  day  or  otlier,  Mr. 
Jobson  and  the  coflee-tray  will  tumble  together  into  the  drawing- 
room,  after  a dinner-party  for  which  a dozen  of  wine  has  been  de- 
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cantcd,  witli  thc  usual  butlerian  diminutions.  His  accustomed  mi- 
nuet  step  becomes  only  somewhat  more  of  a pas  grave  for  the  wine 
he  has  swallowed ; and  their  own  transgressions  lie  as  much  exposed 
as  ever  to  jobation,  or  rather,  Jobson-ation. 

c<  I should  like  to  know,  Thomas,  when  you  ever  seed  me  overtaken 
by  liquor  in  a manner  unbecoming  a reg*lav  family  ! ” is  still  his  cry  ; 
to  say  nothing  of  the  moreprivate  lecturcs  he  bestows  upon  a young 
cherubino  of  a Dobinsonian  page,  convicted  of  saying  soft  things  to 
the  under  nursery-maid  over  the  iron-spiked  palings  of  the  square  ; 
for  Mr.  J.  “ never  heerd  of  no  such  doings  in  a reglar  family.” 

By  dint  of  tears  shed  over  family  sermons  of  Sunday  afternoons, 
and  plausibility  all  the  week  and  all  the  year  round,  Mr.  Jobson 
gradually  comes  to  be  regarded  as  the  Lord  Angelo  of  family  butlers. 
Dobinson  himself  stands  in  awe  of  his  virtue  and  sobriety, — as  a man 
what  wouldn't  wrong  his  employers  of  a penny,”  or  admit  “ un 
appetite  rather  to  bread  than  stone.”  Even  when,  one  fine  day,  a 
faded,  ragged,  middle-aged  woman  brings  to  the  area-gate  a Jobson ian 
miniature,  and  when  refused  a trifling  sum  to  furnish  an  apprentice- 
fee  for  the  poor  half-starvedlad,  is  provoked  into  enlarging  upon  the 
backslidings  of  the  highly-respectable  inan  in  blue  broadeloth  and 
black  silk  stockings  at  a period  when  his  round  shoulders  were 
graced  witli  tags,  and  his  silk  en  hosen  were  of  white  cotton,  her 
charges  are  dismissed  as  frivolous  and  vexatious  by  Mrs.  Dobin- 
son \s  prim-visaged  lady’s  maid,  and  by  Mrs.  Dobinson ’s  self.  — In 
vain  does  the  miserable  woman  produce  duplicates  of  silver  forks, 
alleged  by  the  butler  to  have  been  lost  by  careless  footmen;  or  silver 
spoons,  for  the  disappearance  of  which  suspicious  kitchen-maids  have 
been  dismissed.  Dobinson  has  unlimited  faith  in  his  family  butler. 
The  vile  woman  has  evidently  been  suborned  to  belie  him.  Jobson 
is  such  an  attached  creature — Jobson  is  such  an  excellent  man  ! ít 
would  be  impossible  for  the  household  to  go  on  f(  reglarly  ” but  for 
the  superintendence  of  Jobson.  Jobson  is  consequently  voted  im- 
peccable,  and  the  wieked  woman  conveyed  to  the  station-house.  As 
certain  bankers  continué  to  be  the  most  upriglit,  honourable,  and 
confidentiarmen  in  the  city,  till  the  morning  after  the  appearance  of 
their  ñames  in  the  Gazette,  so  does  the  respectable  butler  continué  to 
be  respectable  so  long  as  he  is  able  to  keep  his  footing,  and  take 
thought  what  his  master  shall  eat,  what  his  ruaste r shall  drink,  and 
wherewitlial  he  shall  be  elothed.  The  key-stone  of  the  domestic 
arch,  his  Services  are  indispensable  to  keep  the  family  u reglar  ! ” 
The  butler  of  Grosvenor  Square,  on  the  other  hand,  provided  there 
be  neither  house  steward  ñor  groom  of  thc  cliambers  over  him  to 
check  his  aspiring  genius,  is  a more  airy  character  than  his  eastern 
collaborator.  Unless  in  archiepiscopal,  episcopal,  or  very  ancient 
Tory  families  of  the  aristocracy,  elderly  butlers,  like  oíd  china,  are 
out  of  date.  Bonzes  and  josses  went  out  witli  the  Kegency  ; and 
young  servants  and  modern  porcelain  carne  in  witli  Reform.  Even 
an  oíd  nurse  is  obsolete,  unless  in  tfie  form  of  a privy-councillor,  a 
K.C.B.,  or  a Wclsli  judge ; and  the  fashionable  butler  is  often  on 
thc  sunny  side  of  thirty ; a man  having  too  much  regard  for  his 
complexión  to  infringe  upon  the  wine-cellar,  and  too  much  interest 
in  his  own  slimness  to  vulgarise  on  ale.  An  occasional  glass  of 
claret  and  sip  of  liqueur  suffices  the  well-bred  gentleman,  who  prides 
himself  upon  thegraceful  air  witli  which  he  precedes  the  Marchioness, 
with  noiseless  step  and  unembarrassed  respiration  ; and  keeps  his 
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fihape  carefully  within  compasa  of  that  of  his  lord  and  master,  so  as 
to  enable  him  to  make  suit-able  arrangements  with  his  lordship’s 
valet  For  his  cast-off  wardrobe. 

The  Whittingham  of  Grosvenor  Square  would  not  be  mistered  for 
the  world!  Mister  is,  in  fact,  a ñame  unfamiliar  in  <chis  lordship’s 
establishnient ; **  and  the  extremely  gentlemanly  gentleman,  in  Wel- 
lington  boots  or  varnished  pumps,  who  walks  a-tiptoe  like  Diomed, 
to  aunounce  his  lordship’s  guests,  would  be  disgustad  to  find  himself 
thus  conspicuously  plebeianised. — “ Ask  Whittingham ! ” — “go  to 
Whittingham  !”  carries  with  it  a sort  of  confidentiaí  familiar  i ty  from 
the  lips  of  his  lovely  lady,  which  makes  him  hold  it  far  more  enno- 
bling  than  the  Guclphic  order. 

In  lien  of  the  Times  and  John  Bull,  Whittingham  reads  the  Morn- 
ing  Post  and  Court  Journal ; and  is  deeply  versed  in  fashionable 
novéis.  In  su  oh  a place  as  lúa,  the  porter  being  solé  respondent  at 
the  door  during  her  ladyship’s  absence,  Whittingham  has  his  after- 
noons  to  himself;  and  divides  them  between  his  toilet,  light  litera- 
ture,  flirting  with  the  French  maid,  compounding  scandal  with  my 
lord's  owu  man,  and  wondering  how  people  can  have  the  imper- 
tinence  to  send  in  bilis,  except  at  Christmas.  Not  that  he  allows 
anything  in  the  shape  of  a small  account  to  molest  his  lord  or  lady. 
Whittingham  knows  better  than  to  make  himself  disagreeable  to  his 
employers  by  appearing  with  a narro w slip  of  paper  in  his  hand. 
Standing  accounts,  such  as  those  of  the  Marquis,  are,  like  the  Mar- 
quis's  pccrage,  of  too  oíd  a date  to  be  trifled  with.  No  chance  of 
per  centage  from  them  ; and  thev  are  accordingly  placed  in  a drawer 
ni  the  hall  table  till  the  end  of  the  season,  wheñ  the  porter  uses  them 
to  light  his  íircs  through  the  winter.  It  is  only  through  the  vulgar 
médium  of  the  post,  that  claimants  on  a fashionable  Marquis  have 
any  chance  of  obtaining  attention  between  the  end  of  January  and 
the  end  of  December  next  ensuing. 

The  Grosvenor  Square  butler  is  as  tripsomc  in  wit  as  in  de- 
meanour— something  of  a convcrsation-man.  All  that  is  best  of  the 
honmols  of  the  clubs  descernís  through  him  from  his  lordship's  lips  to 
the  second  table ; and  he  is  careful  to  convoy  to  my  lady’s  women 
the  earliest  intelligence  of  a clever  debate,  an  interesting  división,  or 
a change  of  ministry.  Whittingham  is  almost  as  much  of  a íixture, 
however,  as  Air.  Jobson.  Savingthat  he  has  the  use  of  his  lordship’s 
stall  at  tlie  Opera  during  Ascot  or  Goodwood  week,  he  indulges  in 
no  vulgar  dissipations ; and  wonders,  with  an  air  of  fastidiousness 
most  admirably  copied  from  that  of  my  lady,  how  people  can  show 
their  face  in  the  park  on  Sundays.  A smart  politician,  Whitting- 
ham piques  himself  upon  conservatism.  He  admits  that fC  Melbourne 
is  a gentlemanly  fellow,”  but  he  cannot  stand  coalition  with  that 
vulgar  brute,  O’Connell,  and  abhors  the  very  word  retrenchment. 
The  fashionable  world,  he  thinks,  has  been  a lost  case  since  the  cur- 
tailment  of  the  pension-list ; and  he  sadly  fears  that  his  lord  will 
live  to  rué  the  day  he  intr usted  his  proxy  to  a liberal  adminis- 
tra ti  on. 

Whittingham  is  too  well  bred  a man  to  be  on  uneasy  terms  with 
any  onc  residing  uiuler  his  lordship's  roof.  But  if  an  antipathy 
could  rulfle  the  sur  face  of  so  smooth  a nature,  it  would  be  against 
Florimond,  the  French  cook.  He  really  cannot  stand  Alonsieur 
Florimond.  IIow  is  the  subordination  of  the  cellar  to  be  kept  up 
with  a cook  who  insists  upon  champagne  to  boil  his  liams  and  stew 
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his  kidneys, — Chably  for  his  tru files  and  salmón,  and  mulled  claret 
for  himself ; besides  cutting  out  the  butler  with  Mademoiselle  Ame- 
lie,  and  the  stall  at  the  Opera  ! 

Whittingham  has  not  the  smallest  intention  ofgrowing  either  grey 
or  corpulent  in  Service.  Though  the  nature  of  his  lordship's  pur- 
suits  at  Crockford’s  and  Newmarkct  is  such  as  to  render  the  profits 
of  his  house  unworthy  mention,  (unless  a hundred  a year  from  the 
wine-mefchant,  added  to  the  butler’s  wages  of  seventy  guineas, 
should  be  deemed  sufficient  to  enable  him  to  lay  by  for  the  be- 
nefit  of  younger  children,)  he  has  perfect  rebanee  upon  being 
properly  provided  for  by  my  lord. — A small  place  in  the  Household 
will  be  the  very  thing  for  him  ; something  enabling  him  to  wear 
ruffles  and  a sword  by  his  side  on  gala  days,  as  a fringe  on  the  hem 
of  the  garment  of  royalty.  As  to  the  customs,  excise,  or  post-ofiiee, 
he  would  t€  beg  to  decline.” — Whittingham  has  always  been  used  to 
the  society  of  gentlemen.  # 

Ilow  different  both  these  specimens  of  the  family  butler  from  the 
ancient  serving-man  of  the  oíd  English  gentleman,  — the  houteillier , 
or  butler,  who  presided  o ver  the  paneterie ¿ or  pantry  ; who  bottled 
his  master's  sherris  sack  or  Malvoisie  for  his  master's  drinking, 
instead  of  his  own ; — and  brewed  his  master’s  ale  not  only  for 
his  own  drinking,  but  for  the  refreshment  of  all  having  claims  on 
his  master’s  hospitality ; — who  took  genuino  pride  in  the  coals  and 
blankets  distributed  to  the  poor ; wept  tears  of  joy  when  an  heir 
was  born  to  the  family,  and  tears  of  sorrow  when  its  elders  were 
borne  to  the  grave.  The  heir  was  /¿is,  — the  ale  was  his , — if  one 
raight  guess  by  the  tenderness  with  which  he  dealt  with  both.  His 
voice  was  never  heard  in  chiding,  save  when  some  excess  on  the 
part  of  his  master  had  brought  on  a fít  of  the  gout,  — or  some  im- 
])rudence  on  the  part  of  his  lady  boded  ill  to  her  nurslings.  With 
hiniy  Service  was  inheritance.  He  knew  that  the  children  to  come 
after  him  would  be  dear  to  the  children  to  come  after  his  master  ; 
and  for  the  general  sakc,  as  for  the  sake  of  conscience,  his  master’s 
substance  was  sacred  in  his  sight. 

Such  a butler  was  necessarily  the  head  of  a peaceable  and  well 
governed  household.  It  is  truc  he  was  a dunce.  In  his  time  news- 
papers,  daily  or  weekly,  were  unthumbed  in  the  pantry  ; and,  as  to 
troubling  himself  about  what  was  doing  in  the  House,  he  regarded 
Parliaincnt  only  as  a solemn  portion  of  Chureh  and  State,  to  be 
toasted  at  public  dinners,  and  prayed  for  in  parish  churches,  but  not 
to  be  profaned  by  lips  unclean.  But  the  wine  he  bottled  was 
sounder,  and  the  ale  he  brewed  ripened  more  readily  than  in  these 
our  times.  In  table-service,  his  attendance  was  impartial.  líe  was 
not  a bit  more  obsequious  to  my  lord,  the  couutry  neighbour,  than 
to  the  needy  hanger-on  of  the  family  ; or,  if  a ditterence  of  ussi- 
duity  were  perceptible,  it  was  simply  in  favour  of  the  parson  of  the 
parish. 

But,  woe  is  me!  (to  pluralise  the  phrase  would  require  the  erudi- 
tion  of  a Lindley  Murray,)  woe  is  me  ! the  gods  are  departing;  and 
stout  oid-fashioned  serving-men  seem  also  on  the  go.  It  is  difiieult 
to  say  what  has  become  of  them ; wliether  they  llave  gone  into  the 
reformed  parliament,  or  the  chureh,  or  the  almsliouse.  But,  unless 
in  the  pages  of  Richardson  or  Steele,  it  is  exceedingly  difiieult  to 
meet  with  even  the  prototype  of  a coinfortable  Family  Bijtlkr. 
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íttrrrie  <£itgl¿utt>  iit  ti )e  oltint  Ciiiif : 

OR,  PEREGRINATIONS  WITH  UÑOLE  TIM  AND  Mll.  BOSKY,  OP 
LITTLE  BKITAIN,  DRYSALTER. 

BY  GEORGE  DANIEL. 

“ Dost  thou  think  because  thou  art  virtuous  tliere  símil  be  no  more  cakes  and 
ale  ? ” — Suakrpeare. 

CIIArTER  XXX. 

The  sentinel  sleeps  wheri  ofF  bis  post;  tbe  Moorfields  barker  en* 
joys  soine  interval  of  repose ; moonshine  sufFers  a par  ti  al  eclipse  on 
Bank  holidays  anión#  tbe  omnium  gatherem  oí‘  Bulls  and  Bears  ; the 
doctor  gives  the  undertaker  a holiday ; Argos  sends  bis  hundred 
eyes  to  tbe  Land  oF  Noel,  and  JBriareus  puts  his  century  oF  bands  in 
bis  pockets. — But  tbe  malch-maker,  ante  and  post  meridian,  is  al - 
ways  at  her  post ! 

i{  The  News  teems  with  candidates  For  tbe  noose : — A spinster 
conjugally  inclined ; a baclielor  devoted  to  Hymen ; Forlorn  wi- 
dowers  ; widows  disconsolate  ; and  why  not  (A  daugkler  to  marry  ? * 
Addresses  paid  per  post,  post  paid  ! For  an  introducción  to  the 
belle,  ring  the  bell ! Nono  but  principáis  (with  a principal!)  need 
apply." 

“JEgad,”  continued  Mr.  Bosky,  as  we  journeyed  througli  the 
fields  a Few  mornings  uFter  our  caravan  adventure,  to  pay  Unele 
Timothy  a visit  at  bis  new  rus  in  urbe  near  Hampstead  líeatb,  “it 
will  soon  be  dangerous  to  diñe  out,  or  to  figure  in ; for  a dinner  may 
becorae  an  action  For  damages ; and  a dance,  matrimony  without  be- 
nefit  of  clergy  ! But  yesterday  I pic-nic’d  with  tbe  MufFs;  buzzed 
with  Brutus;  endurecí  Mu;  was  just  civil  to  Miss ; wlien  early  ibis 
morning  comes  a missive  adopting  me  for  a son-in-law  ! ” 

We  congratulated  Mr.  Bosky  on  the  prospect  of  his  spccdily  be- 
coming  a Benedick. 

Bien  obligó  ! Wbat ! ingraft  myself  on  tbat  Family  Upas  tree  of 
ignoran  ce,  seífishness,  and  conceit! 

An  oddity  crossed  our  path.  “ There  wáddles,"  said  the  Laureat, 
“ Mr.  Oncssimus  Omnium,  who  thrice  on  every  Sabbath  takes  tbe 
round  of  the  Conventicles  with  bis  pockets  stufíed  full  of  biblcs  and 
psalm  books , every  one  of  whicli  (chapter  and  verse  pointed  out !)  he 
pusses  into  the  liands  of  forgetful  oíd  ladies  and  gentlemen  whom  he 
opines  c Consols , and  not  philosophy,  consolé  ! 9 Pastee!  on  the  inside 
cover  is  bis  card,  setting  forth  the  addrcss  and  calling  of  Onessimus ! 
You  may  swear  tliat  somebody  is  dead  in  the  neigíibourhood,  (the 
pious  Lynx  is  hunting  up  tbe  executors!)  by  seeing  him  out  of ( l/ie 
Alia/ 9 at  tliis  early  time  of  tlie  day.” 

Winding  througb  a verdant  copse,  we  suddenly  carne  in  siglit  of 
an  elegant  mansión.  From  a flower-woven  arbour,  sacred  to  retire- 
ment,  proceeded  the  notes  of  a guitar. 

tc  llush  ! ” said  the  Laureat,  colouring  deeply,  — “ breathe  not  í 
Stir  not!  ” And  a voice  of  surpassing  sweetness  sang 

Farewell  Autumn’s  sliady  bowers, 

Purple  fruits  and  fragrant  flowc*rs, 

Golden  fields  of  waving  corn, 

And  merry  lark  that  wakes  the  morn  ! 
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Earth  a mournful  silence  keeps, 

See,  tlie  dewy  landscape  weeps  ! 

Ilark  ! tbro7  yonder  lonely  dell 
Gentle  zephyrs  sigh  farewell ! 

CalTd  ere  long  by  vernal  spring, 

Trees  shall  blossom,  birds  shall  sing ; 

The  blushing  rose,  the  lily  fair 
Deck  sweet  summer’s  briglit  parterre — 

Flocks  and  herds,  the  bounding  steed 
Shall,  sporting,  crop  the  flowery  mead. 

And  bounteous  Nature  yield  ngain 
Her  ripen’d  fruits  and  golden  grain. 

Ere  the  landscape  fades  from  view, 

As  behind  yon  mountains  blue 
Sets  the  sun  in  glory  bright, — 

And  the  regent  of  the  night, 

Thron’d  where  shines  the  blood-red  Mars, 

With  her  coronel  of  stars, 

Silvers  woodland,  hill  and  dell, 

Lovely  Autumn  1 fare  thee  well. 

Was  Mr.  Bosky  in  love  with  the  songstress  or  the  song?  Certas 
his  manner  seemed  unusually  hurried  and  flurried  : and  one  or  two 
of  his  Torced  whist  les  sounded  like  suppressed  sighs.  So  absent  was 
he,  that,  not  regarding  how  farwe  liad  left  him  in  the  rear,  he  stood 
for  a few  minutes  motionless,  as  if  waiting  for  echo  to  repeat  the 
sound  ! 

We  thought — it  might  be  an  illusion — that  a fair  hand  waved  him 
a graccful  recognition.  At  all  events  the  spell  was  soon  broken,  for 
he  bounded  along  to  us  like  the  roe,  with 

“ Jog  on,  jog  on,  the  foot-path  way. 

And  inerrily  hent  the  stilc-a: 

A merry  heart  goes  all  the  day, 

Your  sad  tires  at  a mile-a.’’ 

The  laughing  Autolicus  ! It  was  his  blithesome  note  that  Jirst 
made  us  acquainted  with  Unele  Timothy  ! 

The  remevnbrance  of  boyhood  is  ever  pleasing  to  the  reflective 
mind.  The  duties  that  await  us  in  after-life,  the  cares  and  disap- 
pointments  that  obstruct  our  future  progress,  cast  a shade  over  tiloso 
impressions  that  were  once  interwoven  with  our  existence.  But  it  is 
onfj/  a shade;  reeall  but  one.  image  of  the  distant  scene,  and  the  whole 
rises  in  all  its  freshness  and  verdure;  touch  but  one  string  of  this 
forgotten  harmony,  and  cvery  chord  shall  víbrate  ! 

The  Village  Free-School  was  at  hand,  (the  morning  hyrnn,  clmnt- 
ed  by  youthful  voices,  rose  on  the  breeze  to  heaven  !)  and  the  Alms- 
li mises  wliere  Unele  Timothy  firstmet  the  poor  widow  and  the  good 
pastor.  A troop  of  little  children  were  gathered  round  one  of  the 
inmates,  listening  to  some  oíd  wife’s  tale.  'Tis  the  ]>rivilcge  of  the 
aged  to  be  reminiscent : the  post  is  iheir  world  of  anecdote  and  en- 
joyment.  Let  us  then  aíTord  them  this  pleasure,  well  nigh  the  onhf 
one  that  time  has  not  taken  a way  ; remembering,  tliat  we  with  quick 
jiace  advance  to  the  closing  scene,  wlien  we  shall  be  best  able  to  ap- 
precinte  the  harmless  gratification  they  now  ask  of  us,  and  which  we, 
in  tnrn,  shall  ask  of  others. 

The  ancient  church  spire  rising  between  the  tall  elms,  and  the 
neat  Parsonage  House  gave  an  exquisite  íinish  to  the  surrounding 
scenery. 
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Wc  now  arrived  at  Unele  Timothy ’s  cottage,  reared  in  the  midst 
of  a flower-garden.  In  a summer-house,  fragrant  with  roses,  wood- 
bine,  and  jessamine,  sat  our  host  and  the  good  pastor.  A Word  of 
introduction  soon  made  us  friends  ; and  from  the  minister’s  kind 
greeting,  it  was  clear  that  Unele  Timothy  had  not  been  niggard  in 
our  praise. 

An  oíd  lady  in  deep  mourning  walked  slowly  up  the  path.  Unele 
Timothy  went  forth  to  receive  lier.  It  was  the  ppor  widow  ! The 
mother  of  that  only  son  ! 

“Welcome,  dearMadam!  to  tliis  abode  of  peace.  To-day  — and 
what  a day  ! so  cool,  so  calm,  so  bright ! we  purpose  being  your 
guests." 

“ Mine?  " faltered  the  poor  widow,  anxiously. 

“ Yours ! ” replied  Unele  Timothy  ; “ sit  down,  my  friends,  and  I 
will  explain  all. 

€t  My  childhood  was  sorrowful,  and  my  youth  laborious.  A near 
relation  wasted  my  patrimony  ; and  with  no  other  resource  than  a 
liberal  education,  wrung  from  the  slender  means  of’  my  widowed 
mother,  I began  the  world.  In  this  strait,  a generous  friend  took 
me  by  the  hand  ; first  instructing  me  in  liis  own  lio  use  ol*  business, 
and  then  procuring  me  an  eligible  appointment  abroad.  From  time 
to  time  I acquainted  him  with  my  progress,  and  received  in  return 
substantial  proofs  of  bis  benevolent  and  watchful  care.  Years  rolled 
awav,  — fortune  repaid  my  ardent  endeavours,  — and  I resolved  to 
revisit  my  native  land.  I embarked  for  England ; wlien,  alraost  in 
sight  of  her  white  cliffs,  a storm  aróse,  the  ship  foundered,  and  I lost 
half  my  possessions.  Enough  still  remained  to  vender  me  indepen- 
dent.  My  mother  and  sister  were  spared  to  bid  me  welcome, — my 
early  oppressor  had  descended  remorseful  to  the  grave, — and  my  no- 
ble benefactor,  by  peeuniary  embarrassments,  heightened  by  ingrati- 
tude,  was  brought  very  low.  Cheerfully  would  I have  devoted  to  him 
my  whole  fortune,  and  began  the  world  again.  For  then  I possessed 
strength  and  energy  to  toil.  But  before  I could  earry  this  my  firin 
resolntion  into  eífect,  three  days  after  my  arrival,  he  pressed  his  last 
pillow,  requiting  my  filial  tears  with  a blessing  and  a smile. 

My  debt  of  gratitude  I hoped  might  still  in  part  be  paid.  My 
friend  had  an  only  daugliter — Did  that  daughter  survive  ? 

The  most  diligent  inquines,  eontinued  for  many  years,  proved 
unsuccessful.  On  the  evening  of  an  ill-spent  and  wearisome  day, 
Ileaven,  dear  sir,  (addressing  the  good  pastor,)  led  me  to  your  pre- 
sence  while  performing  the  sacred  duty  of  comforting  the  mourner. 
What  then  took  place  I need  not  repeat.  Yon  will,  however,  re- 
member  that  on  a subsequent  occasion,  while  looking  over  the  papers 
of  the  widow's  son,  we  discovered  a sealed  paeket,  in  which  we 
found  a mourning  ring.  A seeond  enclosure  was  the  miniature  of 
his  grandfather.  But  that  miniature ! What  were  my  sensations 
when  I beheld  the  benignant,  expressive  lineaments  of  my  early 
benefactor  ! The  object  of  my  long  and  anxious  inquines  was  thüs 
miraculously  discovered  ! Till  that  moment  I had  never  felt  true 
happiness.  This  cottage,  dear  madam,  with  a modérate  indepen- 
dence,  the  deed  I now  present  secures  to  you  ; in  return,  I entreat 
that  the  miniature  may  be  mine:  and  í hope  some  kind  friend 
(glancing  at  his  nephew)  will,  in  death,  place  ir.  upon  my  bosom.” 

“ What  darkness  so  profound,"  exclaimed  the  good  pastor,  “ that 
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the  All-seeing  Eye  shall  not  penétrate  ? What  maze  so  intricate 
and  perplexed  that  our  Merciful  Father  shall  not  safely  guide  us 
through  ? e Throw  thy  bread  upon  the  waters,  and  it  shall  return 
to  thee  after  many  day*/” 

The  village  belís  rang  a merry  peal ; for  the  good  pastor  liad  given 
the  charity  children  a lioliday.  They  were  entertained  with  oíd 
English  fare  on  the  lawn  before  the  cottage,  and  superintendcd  in 
their  dancing  and  blindraan’s  buíf  by  Norah  Noclack  and  the  solemn 
clcrk.  Ñor  were  the  aged  imnates  of  the  bountiful  wiflow's  Alms- 
houses  forgotten.  They  dined  at  the  Parsonage,  and  were  gratified 
with  a liberal  present  from  Unele  Timoth}'.  And  that  the  day  might 
live  in  grateful  remembrance  when  those  wlio  now  shared  in  its  hap- 
piness  found  their  rest  in  the  tomb,  the  Laureat  of  Little  Britain 
(some,  like  the  sponge,  require  compression  before  they  yield  any- 
thing  others,  like  the  honey-comb,  exude  spontaneously  their 
sweets,)  expressed  his  intention  of  adding  two  Alms-houses  to  the 
goodly  numbcr,  and  liberally  endowing  them. 

Many  a merrier  party  may  llave  sat  down  to  dinncr,  but  never  a 
happier  one.  It  was  a scene  of  deep  and  heartfelt  tranquillity  and 
joy.  The  widow — no  longer  poor — presided  with  an  easy  selí-pos- 
session,  to  which  her  misfortunes  adued  a melanclioly  grace. 

Time  passcd  swiftly ; and  the  sun,  that  liad  visen  and  run  his 
course  in  splendour,  slied  his  pavting  rays  onthe  enchanting  scenery. 
Suddenly  a flood  of  light  illuuiined  the  chamber  where  we  sat  with 
an  almost  supernatural  glory,  beaming  with  intense  brightness  on 
the  countenance  of  Unele  Timo  thy,  and  then  melting  away.  Ere 
long  in  tile  distant  groves  was  lieard  the  nightingale's  song. 

The  night  proved  as  lovely  as  the  day.  But  with  it  carne  the 
hour  of  parting.  Parting  ! — wliat  a host  of  feelings  are  concentrated 
in  that  titile  ivord / The  Laureat  bore  up  heroically. — The  glare 
of  the  candles  being  too  mucli  for  his  eyes,  he  walked  in  the  moon- 
light,  while  Eugenio  sang — 

Our  sails  catcli  the  breeze — lov’d  companions,  adieul 
Farewell ! — not  to  friendship — but  farewell  to  you  ! 

When  Alps  rise  between  us,  and  rolls  the  deep  sea, 

Shall  I e’er  forgetyoa  ? Will  you  forget  me? 

Ah  ! no — for  my  hund  you  at  parting  have  press'd, 

In  memory  of  moments  my  brightest  and  best ! 

How  sad  neaves  my  bosom  this  tear  let  ¡t  tell, 

IIow  falters  my  tongue  when  it  hids  yon  JareiuclL ! 

Eugenio  was  on  ship-board  early  the  folio wing  moni.  Ilis  friends 
attended,  to  wish  liirn  bou  vot/oge  and  a safé  return.  And  as  the 
noble  vessel  moved  majestically  aiong  the  waters,  liigli  above  the 
rest  waved  adicn  the  hand  of  Unele  Timolhy  ! 

CONCLUSION. 

Thus,  gentle  reader,  we  have  led  thee  through  a labyrinth  of 
strange  sights,  of  land-nionsters  and  sea-monsters,  many  of  nian's 
own  making,  others  the  offspring  of  freakish  na  tu  re,  of  Jove  mellow 
with  néctar  and  ambrosia.  If  the  “ proper  study  of  mankind  is 
man/'  where  can  lie  be  studied  in  a greater  variety  of  character  tlian 
in  the  scenes  we  have  visited?  The  well-dressed  automaton  of  a 
drawing-room,  (a  tailor  made  liim!)  fenced  in  with  íashions  and 
forms,  moving,  looking,  and  speaking  but  as  etiquette  pulís  the 
wires,  exhibits  man  in  artificial  lile,  and  must  no  more  be  taken  as  a 


IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME. 


593 

fair  satu pie  of  the  genus,  than  must  pharmacy,  in  the  person  oí’  the 
pimple-faced  quack1  mounted  on  liis  piebald  pad,  or  charlatanas 
stage.  We  have  shown  thee  to  wliat  odd  inven tions  men  are  put  to 
provide  íun  for  their  fellows,  and  food  for  themselves.  Yet  if  we 
ascend  the  scale  of  society,  it  will  be  found  that  the  Merry-Andrew 
is  not  the  oiily  wearer  of  the  Fool's  coat ; that  buífoons  and  jesters 
are  not  exclusively  conñned  to  fairs ; that  the  juggler,2 3  who  steals 
hisfivepecks  of  corn  out  of  a bushel ; the  nostrmn- vender  who  cures 
all  diseases  in  the  world,  and  one  disease  more ; the  Little-go  man 
and  thimble  rigger  have  their  several  prototypes  among  the  starred 
and  gartered ; the  laced  and  tinselled  “Nootíles"  and  Cf  Doodles  ” of 
more  elevated  spheres,  where  the  neccssity  for  such  lu dieron s meta- 
morphoses  does  not  exist ; except  to  shukc  oíf  the  ennui  of  idleness, 
— and  idleness,  said  the  great  Duke  of  Marlborough,  is  a complaint 
nuite  enough  to  kill  the  stoutest  general.  How,  gentle  reader,  has 
thy  time  been  spent?  If  Util itarian?  thou  wilt  say  “ Unprqfitably” 
— if  Puritan , “ Pryfauely”  Presuming,  liowever,  that  thou  art  nei- 
ther  the  greedy,  alí-grasping  Jirst , ñor  the  over-reaching,  preuching 
second ; but  a well-conditioned,  liappy  being,  with  religión  enough 
to  show  thy  love  to  God  by  thy  benevolence  to  man,  thou  wilt  re- 
gard  with  an  approving  smile  the  various  recreations  that  lighten  the 


I Quacksalvers  and  mountehanks  are  as  easy  to  be  knowne  as  an  asse  by  his 
cures,  or  the  lyon  by  his  pawes,  for  they  delight  most  commonly  to  proclnime  their 
dealings  in  the  open  streets  and  markét-places,  by  prating,  bragging,  lying,  with 
their  labells,  banners,  and  wares,  hanging  tliem  out  abroado.”  ISforlma  Gallicus, 
1585,  by  William  Clowés. 

“ In  the  yeare  1587,  there  carne  a Flemming  into  the  cittio  of  Gloceter  (Glou- 
eestur)  named  Wolfgang  Fmlicke,  and  there  hanged  forth  his  pictures,  his  flagges, 
his  Instruments,  and  his  letters  of  marte,  with  long  labells,  great  tassels,  broud 
scales  el  osed  in  hoxes,  with  such  counterfeit  showes  and  knackes  of  knauerie, 
coesining  the  people  of  their  monie,  without  either  learning  or  knowledge.”  A 
most  exccllcnt  and  oompendiow  Mcthod  of  curitig  IVounds,  $c.  translated  by  Jolm 
Read,  Ovo.  1508. 

a The  following  description  of  an  itinerant  juggler  of  the  oldcn  time  is  exceed- 
inglv  curious,  and  probably  unique. 

“ The  tliird  (as  the  first)  was  an  olde  fellowe,  his  beard  milkewhite,  his  head 
couered  with  a round  lowe*crownd  rent  silke  hat,  on  which  was  a band  knit  in 
many  knotes,  wlierein  stucke  two  round  stickes  after  the  jugler’s  manner.  His 
ierkin  was  of  leather  cut,  his  cloake  of  three  coulers,  his  hose  paind  with  yellow 
drawn  out  with  blew,  his  instrument  was  a bngpipe,  and  hirn  1 knew  to  be  \Vril- 
liam  Cuckoe,  better  knowne  than  lou’d,  and  yet,  some  thinke,  as  well  lou’d  as  lie 
was  worthy.”  K ind- Ilarl's  Drcamc. 

II  ocus  Pocus,  júnior,  in  his  Anatomy  of  Lcgcrdemaine , 1G34,  mentions  one 
“ wliose  father  while  he  lived  was  the  greatest  jugler  in  England,  and  used  the  as- 
sistance  of  a familiar ; he  lived  a tinker  by  trade,  and  used  his  feats  as  a trade  l»y 
the  hy ; he  lived,  as  I was  informed,  alwayes  betnttered,  and  died,  for  ouglit  I could 
hear,  in  the  same  estáte.” 

3 “ To  set  downe  tho  iugling  in  trades,  the  erafty  tricka  of  huyers  and  sellers, 
the  sweuring  of  the  one,  the  lying  of  the  other,  were  but  to  tell  the  worlde  that 
which  they  well  knowe,  and,  therefore,  I will  ouerslip  that.  There  is  an  occupa- 
tion  of  no  long  standing  about  London,  called  hroking,  or  hrogging,  whether  ye 
will  ; in  which  there  is  pretty  juggling,  especially  to  klind  law,  and  bolster  usury. 
If  any  man  he  forst  to  hring  them  a pawne,  they  will  take  no  i n teres t,  not  past 
twelue  penco  a pound  for  the  rnonth  : niarry,  they  must  haue  a groat  for  a month  - 
ly  bilí,  which  is  a bilí  of  sale  from  month  to  month  ; so  that  no  adunntage  ¿an  be 
taken  for  the  usurie.  I heare  say  it  ’s  well  multiplied  since  I diedi  but  I beshrewe 
them,  for,  in  my  life,  many  a time  haue  I borrowed  a shilling  oh  my  pipes,  and 
paid  a groat  for  the  bilí,  when  í haue  fetcht  out  my  pawne  in  a day.”  IVilliam 
Cuckoe  to  all  cióse  juglers,  $C.  ijc. — Kindllart's  Drcamc.  O the  villany  of  these 
anoieni  pawnbrokers  ! 
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toil  and  beguile  the  cares  of  tliy  hnmbler  brethren ; and  thy  compás» 
sion  (not  the  tvorld's , — Heaven  save  them  and  thee  from  the  bitter- 
ness  of  that  !)  will  fall  on  the  poor  Minie  and  Mumraer,  whose  antic 
tricks  and  contortions,  grinning  mask  of  red  ochre  and  white  paint, 
but  ill  conceal  liis  poverty-broken  spirit,  bollo w ghastly  eyes,  and 
sunken  cheeks — and  thou  wilt  not  turn  scornfully  from  the  multi- 
tudes (none  are  to  be  despised  but  the  wicked,  and  Ihey  rather  de- 
serve our  pity)  tliat  sucli  (perhaps  to  thee)  senseless  sights  can  amuse. 
Self-complacent,  predominara  Self  will  be  lost  in  generous  sympathy, 
the  electrical  laughing  fit  will  go  round,  and,  though  at  the  remotest 
end  of  the  chain,  thy  gravity  will  not  escape  the  shaking  shock. 
Believing  thut  thou  art  merry  and  wise ; sightly,  sprightly  ; learned, 
yet  nothing  lotli  to  laugh ; as  we  first  met  in  a mutual  spirit  of  com- 
munication  and  kindness,  so  we  part.  And  when  good  fortune  shall 
aguin  throw  us  into  thy  company,  not  forgetting  Mr.  Bosky  and  the 
middle-aged  geni  lemán  with  the  satirieal  nose  ! w e shall  be  liappy  to 
shake  thy  hand,  ay,  and  thy  sides  to  boot,  with  sonie  merry  tale  or 
bailad (“  IVIirth,  in  seasonable  time  taken,  is  not  forbidden  by  the 
austerest  sapients,”)  if  haply  time  spare  us  one  to  tell  or  sing.  Till 
then,  liealth  be  with  thee,  gentle  reader  ! a light  heart,  and  a liberal 
hand. 


* II  enry  Cliettle,  in  his  Kitul-HarTs  Dreamc,  gives  the  jfollowing  description  of 
n Bailad  Singer . u The  first  of  the  first  three  was  an  od  oíd  fellow,  low  of  stature, 
liis  head  was  couered  with  a round  cap,  his  hody  with  a side-skirted  tawney  coate, 
liis  legs  and  feete  trust  vppe  in  leather  buskius,  his  gray  haires  and  furrowed  face 
witnessed  his  age,  his  t reble  vi  olí  in  his  hunde  assured  rae  of  his  profession.  On 
which,  (by  his  continuall  sawing,  hauing  left  but  one  string,)  áfter  his  best  muuner, 
he  gane  me  a huntsvp  : whmne,  after  a little  mu  sing,  I assuredly  remembred  to  be 
no  other  but  ohl  Anthony  Now-now.”  Anthony  Munday  is  aupposed  to  bu  ridi- 
culed  in  the  character  of  f‘  Oíd  Anthony  Now-now the  latter  was  an  itinerant 
fiddler,  of  whmn  tliis  curious  notice  occurs  in  The  Sccond  Parí  of  the  Genlle  Craft , 
by  Thomas  Duloney,  1098. 

“ Anthony  euld  for  wine,  and  drawing  fortli  his  fiddle  began  to  play,  and  after 
he  had  scrapte  halfe  a score  lessons,  he  began  thus  to  sing : — 

“ When  should  a man  shew  himselfe  gentle  and  kinde  ? 

When  shonld  a man  comfort  the  sorrowful  minde  ? 

O Anthony,  now,  now,  now, 

O Anthony,  now,  now,  now. 

When  is  the  best  time  to  drinke  with  a friend  ? 

When  is  the  meetest  my  money  to  spend  ? 

O Anthony,  now,  now,  now, 

O Anthony,  now,  now,  now. 

When  gueth  the  Eing  of  good  fellows  away, 

That  so  mucli  delighted  in  dancing  and  play  ? 

O Anthony,  now,  now,  now, 

O Anthony,  now,  now,  now. 

And  when  should  I bid  my  good  master  farewell, 

Whose  bounty  and  curtesie  so  did  excell  ? 

O Anthony,  now,  now,  now, 

O Anthony,  now,  now,  now. 

“ JLoe  ye  now,  (quoth  hee,)  this  song  have  I made  for  your  sake,  and  by  the 
grace  of  God  when  yon  are  gone,  I will  sing  it  every  Sunday  morning  vnder  yqur 
wines4* *  window.*** 

“Anthony  in  his  ahseuce  sung  this  snng  so  often  in  S.  Martin’s,  that  therehy  he 
purchast  a ñame  which  hee  neuer  lost  till  liis  dying  day,  for  euer  after  men  cald 
him  nothing  but  Anthony  noiu-mrw 

Braitlnvait  thus  describes  one  of  the  race  of  fC  metre  bailad  mongers.”  “ Now 
lie  counterfeits  a natural  hasey  then  a perpetual  lrchley  and  ends  with  a counterUn- 
ure.  You  shall  heare  him  feigne  an  artfull  straine  through  the  nose,  purposely  to 
insinúate  into  the  attention  of  the  purer  brolherhood.”  JV/iitnsiesy  sig.  B.  5. 
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WARREN  HASTINGS. 

WITH  A PORTRAIT. 

After  having,  for  many  years,  filled  a largcr  space  in  the  public 
eye  than  any  of  iris  contemporaries, — after  extending  and  securing, 
by  his  individual  energy,  the  English  power  in  India,  — after  cre- 
ating  and  superintending  a systern  of  internal  administration  in  the 
East,  by  which,  instead  of  the  wretched  anarchy  that  existed  before 
liis  time,  order  was  made  to  prevail,  justice  was  rendered  accessible 
to  all,  and  peace  was  secured  to  an  immense  population  in  a vast 
country, — and,  after  having  encountered  and  triumphed  over  a per- 
secution  unparalleled  in  the  history  of  man,  — a persecution  wliich, 
under  the  fallacious  ñame  of  an  impeachment  for  high  crimes  and 
inisdemeanors,  lasted  eight  years,  and  was  relentlessly  earried  on  by 
all  the  malignant  influence  and  talent  of  apowerful  party, — the  real 
character  of  Warren  Hastings  has  not  till  the  present  day  been  tho- 
rouglily  understood.  Mr.  Gleig’s  Memoirs  of  the  great  Governor- 
General  of  India,  with  the  mass  of  letters  and  other  documentary 
evidence  embodied  in  them,  will  for  ever  set  at  rest  all  controvcrsy 
on  the  public  and  prívate  merits  of  Hastings.  The  vital  Services  he 
rendered  his  country  were  met  by  the  basest  ingratitude  ; though 
his  greatest  enemies  are  forced  to  admit  that,  had  the  intrigues 
against  him  in  17d0  and  17bl  succeeded,  — had  the  virulent  ani- 
mosity  of  Sir  Philip  Francia  attained  its  ohject  by  displacing  Has- 
tings froin  the  seat  of  power,  those  years  would  have  seen  the  loss  of 
our  dominión  in  Asia,  after  witnessing  our  decline  in  America. 

It  was,  indeed,  wliile  England  was  passing  through  the  most  dan- 
gerous  crisis  she  had  ever  known ; when  she  liad  been  forced,  in 
spite  of  the  most  lavish  use  of  her  resources  in  blood  and  treasure, 
to  recognise  the  independenee  of  thirteen  rebellious  American  colo- 
nies,  and  to  yield  to  France  and  Spain  the  possessions  gained  by 
former  eonquests,  — it  was,  we  say,  at  this  liumiliating  epoch  that 
the  vigour,  decisión,  and  wisdom  of  Hastings  not  only  preser  ved, 
but  greatly  augmented  our  power  in  India,  though  it  was  fearfully 
endangered  by  tlie  formidable  hostility  of  European  and  Asiatie 
enemies.  At  this  period,  India  was  the  only  quarter  of  the  globe 
wherein  England  did  not  sufFer  grievous  loss ; and  the  maintenance 
of  her  ascendency  tliere  was  solely  attributíible  to  the  skill,  patriot- 
ism,  and  statesman-like  sagacity  of  Hastings. 

The  little  that  can  ever  be  known  of  the  early  days  of  this  great 
man  has  transpired  in  the  valuable  Memoir  writtcn  by  Mr.  Gleig. 
This  portion  of  his  life  is,  to  the  last  degree,  touching  and  interest- 
ing.  The  youth  of  Hastings  was  passed  under  circumstances  so  dis- 
eouraging  as,  in  a mind  less  resolved  than  his,  would  effectually 
have  stifled  all  honourable  ambition.  But  “ chill  penury  could  not 
repress  his  noble  rage.”  Though  born  in  the  very  lap  of  poverty, 
and  receiving  the  first  rudiments  of  education  at  a charity-school, 
the  friendless  orphan,  when  only  seven  years  oíd,  conceived  the 
romantic  idea  of  re^aining  the  alienated  lands  and  possessions  of  his 
ancestors,  — for  Warren  Hastings  was  of  an  oíd  and  lofty  race. 
Daylesford,  in  Worcestershire,  liad,  time  immemorial,  been  the  seat 
oi  the  eider  branch  of  the  family  of  Hastings,  the  descendants  of 
which  falling  gradually  into  decay,  were  at  length  compelled  to  sell 
to  a London  merchant  thcir  ancestral  hall  and  lands. 
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To  the  seemingly  impossible  project  of  regaining  these — a project 
conceived  at  a time  of*  actual  destitution, — Mr.  Hastings,  in  after 
life,  alluded  in  the  folio  wing  words: — 

<i To  lie  beside  the  margin  of  that  stream,”  (a  small  brook  skirting  the  village 
of  Churchill,)  “ and  muse,  was  one  of  my  favourite  recreations  ; and  there,  one 
bright  summer  day,  when  I was  scarcely  seven  years  oíd,  1 well  remember  that 
1 first  formed  the  determinaron  to  purchase  back  Daylesford.  I was  then  lite- 
rally  dependent  on  those  whose  condition  scarcely  raised  them  above  the  prcs- 
sure  of  absolute  want;  yet  somehovv  or  anoiher,  the  child’s  dream,  as  it  did  not 
appear  unreasonable  at  the  moment,  so  in  after  years  it  never  faded  uway.  God 
knows  there  were  periods  in  my  career,  when  to  accomplish  that,  or  any  other 
object  of  honourable  ambition,  seemed  to  me  impossible;  but  I have  lived  to 
accomplish  it.  And  though,  perhaps,  few  public  men  have  liad  more  right  than 
1 to  complain  of  the  world's  usage,  I can  never  express  sufficient  gratitude  to 
the  kind  Providence  which  permits  me  to  pass  the  evening  of  a long,  and,  I 
trust,  not  a useless  life,  amid  scenes  that  are  endeared  to  me  by  so  many  per- 
sonal as  well  as  traditional  associations.” 

In  the  village  of  Churchill,  till  he  liad  attained  liis  ciglith  year, 
little  Warrcn  remained,  imbibing  the  scanty  lore  furnished  by  the 
charity-school.  II is  father  and  mother  were  both  dead.  At  length 
his  únele,  taking  pity  on  the  boy's  forlorn  condition,  sent  him  to  a 
school  in  Newington  Butts,  where,  though  he  was  better  taught  than 
before,  he  was  worse  fed  ; so  badly,  indeed,  that  to  insufficient  nour- 
ishmentat  this  time,  he  attributed  his  stunted  stature  and  attenuated 
frame.  Ilaving  been  kept  two  years  at  this  seminary,  he  was 
removed  to  Westminster  School,  where  his  ptrseveranee  and  talent 
won  for  him  all  manner  of  academical  honours ; he  succeeded  in 
getting  placed  on  the  foundatioó,  and  his  ñame  was  inscriba*  in 
letters  of  gold  on  the  wall  of  the  dormitory,  where  it  "till  remains. 

Young  Hastings  was  looking  forward  to  a still  gre  ter  reward,  in 
being  sent  to  Christ  Church,  when  his  únele  died,  bequeathing  the 
orplian  to  the  good  offices  of  a gentleman  named  Chiswick,  by  whom 
he  was  sent  to  Bengal  as  a writer  in  the  Service  of  the  East  India  Oom- 
pany.  It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  in  this  apparentíy  trivial  event 
tlie  consolidation  of  British  dominión  in  the  East,  no  less  than  the 
destiny  of  Ilastings,  was  in  volved.  Hastings  arrived  in  Calcutta  in 
the  year  17^0,  at  a time  when  India  was  distracted  by  contests  bu- 
tween  the  rival  “ companies  ” of  Franco  and  England.  In  a frag- 
ment  found  among  his  papers,  referringto  the  commencement  of  his 
Oriental  career,  he  makes  the  following  interesting  remark : — 

“This  is  all  that  T shall  retain  in  writing  of  my  prívate  history,  though  the 

Earticulars  of  it,  if  known,  might  afford  much  matter  for  curious  speculation, 
oth  from  their  influence  on  the  temper  and  disposition  of  mind  which  consti- 
tuted  my  public  cliaraeter,  and  from  one  circumstance  of  peculiar  uniformity 
attending  the  whole  course  of  my  existence  to  its  present  moment,  and  probably 
to  its  ultímate  and  now  not  remóte  end, — that  of  a solitary,  insulated  wanderer 
tlirough  life,  placed  by  His  will,  who  governs  all  tliings,  in  u situation  to  give 
birth  to  events  which  were  connected  with  the  interests  of  nutions,  which  were 
invariably  prosperous  to  those  of  his  ownybut  productive  to  himself  of  years  of 
depression  and  persecution,  and  of  the  chunces  of  want,  relieved  only  by  occa- 
sional,  and  surely  providential  means ; thougb  never  aflecting  the  durable  State 
of  bis  mental  tranquiliity.,, 

Though  Hastings  himself  has  been  thus  taciturn  on  the  subject  of 
his  early  struggles  towards  fame,  IVIr.  Gleig,  his  biographer,  has 
made  amends  by  his  researches,  and  furnished  the  World  with  a 
series  of  invaluable  particulars  and  curious  anecdotes.  lie  traces  the 
juvenile  aspirant  through  his  liumble  duty  as  clerk  in  the  Secretary’s 
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Office  at  Calcutta,  and  during  his  subsequent  appoíntment  in  the 
Council  at  the  Factory ; he  exhibits  hini  to  us  in  that  critical  period 
of  our  Iridian  history  when  Surajah  Dowlah  niarched  on  Calcutta, 
seized  the  town  and  citadel,  and  perpetrated  the  horrors  of  the 
Black-hole;  and  when,  by  the  subtle  energy  and  courage  of  the 
young  man,  Governor  Drake  and  his  companions  were  delivered, 
without  compromising  their  lronour  and  dignity,  from  the  dreary 
and  barren  island  of  Fulta,  in  the  Hoogly,  where  they  had  taken  a 
trembling  rcfuge.  The  biographer  then  shows  us  Hastings  under 
the  patronagc  of  Olive,  a soldier  who,  in  man  y respecta,  rcminds  us 
of  Napoleón ; traces  the  young  civilian  to  his  nomination  as  Besi- 
dent  at  Moorshedabad,  the  court  of  the  Nabob  of  Bengal ; and 
proves  thut  in  all  the  stations  through  which  he  had  passed,  his  con- 
duct  was  distinguished  by  unusual  appl  i catión,  decisión,  and  keen 
discernment.  Conspicuous  as  these  qualities  were  in  Hastings  from 
his  very  birth,  it  is  not  improbable  that  they  were  strengthened  and 
perfected  by  his  connexion  witli  Olive,  on  whose  determined  and 
dominant  character  he  appears  to  have  modelled  his  own.  The  ad- 
ministration  of  Hastings,  when  he  arrived  at  supreme  power,  was 
characterized  by  the  same  comprehensive  views,  the  same  energetic 
policy,  the  same  daring  and  rapid  niovements,  the  same  disbelief  in 
impnssibilily  that  had  marked  the  career  of  the  military  Governor. 

In  the  year  Ijbl,  Hastings  became  a member  of  Oouneil,  and  was 
therefore  compelled  to  reside  at  Calcutta.  This  was  during  the  go- 
vernorship  of  Mr.  Vansittart,  whose  feeble  inefficiency  was  not  at 
all  to  the  taste  of  Hastings.  After  witnessing  many  abuses  which 
he  could  not  control,  and  being  disgusted  with  the  rapacity  of  several 
English  functionaries,  who  oppressed  and  plundered  the  natives 
with  impunity,  Warren  resigned  his  seat  at  the  Council,  and  deter- 
mined to  return  lióme.  To  England,  therefore,  he  carne,  without 
prospects,  connexions,  or  fortune.  Had  he  followed  the  flagitious 
example  of  others  in  India,  he  might,  as  the  phrase  is,  have  <(  rolled 
in  wealth  ;* 9 but  he  disdained  to  become  rich  by  the  foffeitute  of  ho- 
nour;  he  would  not  imitate  Drake,  Vansittart,  ¡Spencer,  Carnac, 
Mmiro,  no,  ñor  even  Olive,  the  man  whom,  in  other  respects,  he 
had  made  his  prototype ; all  these  pcrsonages,  though  considered 
men  of  honour,  while  Hastings  was  persecuted,  had  extorted  vast 
sums  from  the  nativo  princes. 

Hastings  remained  four  years  in  England,  sufTering  under  the 
pressure  of  narrow  circumstances,  and  scarcely  knowing  what  course 
of  life  would  best  provide  for  his  needs.  A circumstance,  however, 
occurred  which  again  consigned  him  to  the  East.  The  aílairs  of  the 
Kast  India  Oompany  were  thrown,  through  mal-administration,  into 
much  perplexity  and  danger ; and  a Parliamcntary  inquiry  being  set 
on  foot,  Hastings  was  summoned  to  give  evidence  at  the  bar  of  the 
House  of  Commons.  Ilere  his  profound  and  luminous  statements 
attracted  the  admiration  both  of  the  senate  and  the  world  at  large ; 
and  the  English  merchant-princes,  thus  forcibly  convinced  of  his 
liigh  qualifications,  offered  him  the  appointment  of  Second  in  Council 
at  Fort  St.  George,  with  a promise  of  the  Presidency  when  it  should 
be  vacant.  The  proposal  was  cheerfully  accepted  ; and,  having  bor- 
rowed  money  to  meet  the  expenses  of  his  outfit,  the  futuro  Gover- 
nor-General  again  started  for  India. 

The  advance  of  Hastings  towards  supreme  power  was  now  very 
rapid.  By  his  skilful  policy  the  finalices  of  the  Oompany  were 


WARRIÍN  HASTINGS. 


r>;]  o 

enormously  increasetl,  and  its  territorial  possessions  enlarged.  In 
the  mean  ti  me  grave  discussions  again  aróse  in  Parliament  on  ludían 
affairs,  terminating  in  a measure  which  brouglit  about  a radical 
change  in  the  management  of  our  Eastern  possessions,  which  in  fu- 
ture  were  to  be  placed  under  the  administraron  of  a G o vernor- Ge- 
neral, aided  by  four  councillors.  To  Iíastings  the  first  grcat  office 
was  confided ; and  the  councillors  were,  Mr.  Barwell,  General  Cla- 
vering,  i\Ir.  Monson,  and  Mr.  Francis  (afterwards  the  celebrated  Sir 
Philip  Francis).  To  the  last  gentleman  may  be  ascribed  the  origin 
of  that  bitter  animosity  against  Iíastings  which  ended  in  the  famous 
Impeachment. 

In  raaking  these  few  remarles  on  the  character  of  the  first  and 
most  celebrated  of  the  Governors-General  of  India,  we  llave  neither 
room  ñor  inclination  to  pursue  the  intricacies  of  Anglo-Asiatic  go- 
vernment,  ñor  to  detail  the  long  catalogue  of  imputed  oflfences  which 
roused  the  enmity  and  inflamea  the  invectives  of  Burke.  All  these 
may  be  fully  learned  and  appreciated  in  Mr.  Gleig's  valuable  volumes. 
The  progress  and  result  of  the  great  trial  before  the  Peers  of  Eng- 
land  are  well  known.  Hastings  was  acquitted  ; but,  in  a pecuniary 
point  of  view,  he  was  a ruined  man ! The  legal  expenses  to  which 
he  was  subjected  were  enormous.  But  his  dearest  wish  liad  been 
accomplislied  in  regaining  Daylesford,  the  seat  of  his  ancestors  ; and 
thither  he  retired  to  spend  the  remainder  of  his  days  in  tranquillity, 
occupying  himself,  like  Evelyn  and  Cowley,  with  books  and  horti- 
culturc.  Here  he  made  large  plantations,  embellished  his  grounds, 
stored  his  garden  with  Asiatic.  exotics,  and  for  the  last  twenty-four 
years  of  his  life  divided  his  time  between  literature  and  rural  pur- 
suits. 

€<  Metliinks  I see  great  Dioclesian  walk 
In  the  Salonian  garden ’s  noble  shade, 

Which  by  his  own  imperial  hands  was  made/' 

The  following  singularly  happy,  characteristic  and  graphic  sketch 
of  Hastings  in  his  retirement,  is  from  the  pen  of  Lord  Leigli,  in  a 
letter  to  a correspondcut  in  town : — 

€€  Daylesford  is  not  half  a mile  from  my  oíd  paternal  seat,  Adle- 
strop  ; and,  when  at  home,  I almost  daily  saw,  till  my  twenty-first 
ycar,  Warren  Hastings,  and  was  also  intimately  aequainted  with  Mrs. 
Iíastings  till  licr  death.  Iíastings  had  a solemn  and  slow  enuncia- 
tion, — looked  very  like  a wizard, — and,  with  his  shrewd,  expressive, 
strongly-marked  countenance,  his  fine  foreliead,  and  comprcssed 
lips,  overawed  me,  especially  when  he  was  enveloped  in  his  large, 
Indian,  mystieal-looking  dressing-gown.  He  was  below  the  middle 
size,  talked  with  equal  solemnity  on  all  subjeets,  and  was  very  fond 
of  botany.  The  country  gentlemen  hekl  him  in  great  veneration  ; he 
was  called  ‘ the  Governor/  par  exccUencc  ; and  the  eommon  people 
regarded  him  as  a sort  of  Oriental  conjurer.  lie  was  very  kind  to 
me  as  a boy.  I do  not  remember  the  Daylesford  breakfasts  of  which 
the  Edinburgh  Keview  speaks  ; but  the  dinners  were  very  good.  I 
recollect  Hastings  writing  some  verses  on  the  fall  of  his  beech-trees, 
in  which  there  was  a good  deal  about f diemons  of  the  air/  &c.  These 
lie  recited  to  us  one  day,  when  we  had  enjoyed  some  excellent  Ma- 
deira  and  a superb  'pillan'  for  luncheon.  The  verses  were  excellent, 
though  enunciated  in  a tone  somewhat  similar  to  that  of  the  Ghost 
in  Ilamlet.” 
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HE  following  “trifles  light  as  air,”  in 
prose  and  rhyme,  inelude  the  whole  of 
Mr.  Thorley's  lucubrations ; although  not 
amounting  to  one-sixth  of  tlie  contents  of 
the  Oíd  Ledger,  — but  the  rest  (consisting 
chiefly  of  familiar  and  facetious  epistles, 
addressed  to  his  intímate  friends,  upon 
sundry  subjeets  of  mere  local  or  personal 
interest,)  have  notbeen  deemed  of  suffieient 
interest  for  the  perusal  of  the  general 
reader,  and  are  therefore  suppressed. 

No.  I. 

THE  TWO  FRIENDS. 

“ O Groase  ¡ enlightcn’d  Orease !”  cxclaimM 
The  Snuffers  to  the  Ex- 
-tinguisher,  as  they  walk’d  along, 

“ How  mucli  it  would  perplex 
Both  you  and  me,  iny  constant  friend, 

Werc  Groase  to  be  extinct, — 

Or  witli  the  Itussiau  beor — O dear  ! — 

Becomc  for  ever  link’d.” 

“ It  would,  indeed,”  his  friend  replied; 

“ No  light  would  tlien  delight ; 

For  tallow  is  what  valour  was 
To  the  advcnt’rous  knight, — 

For  tallow  gives  to  our  nights 
W lmt  vaíour  gave  of  oíd.” — 

“ Yct  candios  do  not  fight,”  observed 
The  Snuffers  ; “ so  I ’m  told.” 

“ Not  light !”  exelainied  Extinguisher  ; 

“ Indeed,  your  ign’rance  shocks. 

Why,  dearest  Snuffers,  you'must  oft 
Have  seen  a candle-6okr  ?” 

“ Yes,  to  be  sure  ; why,  re&Hy  I 
Am  quite  a fool,  I own.” 

“ ür,  nVapa,  last  night  we  took  too  much. 

And  have  quite  snuffy  grown.” 

“ Ah  ! you  ’re  so  sharp,”  the  Snuffers  suid, 

“ And  turn  on  oue  so  quiek. 

Well ! well ! ’tis  loyulty  tlmt  makes 
You  to  the  candle — stick  ! 

But  you  are  always  ready,  and 
Will  ever  be,  no  doubt ; 

Your  brnss,  like  impudence,  can  pnt 
The  brightest  candle  out ! ” 
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THE  SAW  AND  THE  AXE. 

A COCKNEY  . DIALOGUE. 

Early  one  spring  morning,  when  the  sun  hud  scarcely  melted  the 
hoar-frost  from  the  brown  face  of  the  wrinkled  earth,  an  oíd  axe 
liappened  to  fall  in  with  a saw.  Tliere  was  a “ cutting  air  " abroad, 
that  threatened  the  newly-sliaven  chin  with  chaps  ! 

“ Ah  ! my  oíd  blade  ! " said  the  Axe,  “how  goes  it  with  you  ? I 
carne  purposely  to  see  liow  you  do/* 

“ I really  feel  much  obliged  to  yon/'  said  the  Saw, “ but  am  sorry 
to  say  that  my  tceth  are  very  bad.  My  master  has  sent  for  the  doc- 
tor, who,  'twixt  you  and  I and  the  post,  is  no  better  than  an  * oíd 
file  ! * I was  in  the  workshop  last  night,  where " 

“ Where,  no  doubt,  you — saw  a great  deal,"  facetiously  interrupt- 
ed  the  Axe. 

The  Saw  showed  his  teeth  in  asort  of  grinbetwixtmelancholy  and 
mirth,  and  resumed, 

“ Why,  I may  say  so  with  sonie  truth ; and  I consider  it  no  more 
than  a duty  I owe  Mr.  Carpenter  to  do  as  much  as  I can,  in  spite  of 
my  teeth,  for  he  is  really  liberal — in  point  of  board ” 

“And,  do  you  never  grow  rusty  ? " asked  the  Axe. 

“ Not  with  over  work,"  replied  the  Saw ; “ and,  indeed,  I have  al- 
ways  found  that  constant  employmcnt  best  preserves  our  polish  ; 
which,  after  all,  is  only  artificial." 

“You  are  quite  a philosopher." 

“ Not  exactly  so  ; for  I sometimos  do  grow  exceedingly  hot,  and 
lose  my  t emper 

“And  wrhat  says  your  master  ?" 

“ Why,  he  generously  desists  awhile,  and  I soon  grow  cool  again, 
and  then  l cut  away  like  a razor  through  a piece  of  mottled  soap  !" 

“ You  are  a happy  fellow,"  said  the  Axe.  “ How  difierently  am  I 
situated.  My  master  is  a f chopping  boy/  with  a thick  block,  which 
is  tantamount  to  saying  he  is  a fat  fool.  lie  is  very  sharp  with  me 
sometimes ; and  wdien  he  finds  I am  inclined  to  be  blunt,  he  grinds 
me  most  cruelly." 

“ Alas  J”  cried  the  Saw  ; “ it  's  the  way  of  the  world,  my  friend  ; 
for  1 have  invariably  remar  ked  that  the  ricli  al  ways  grind  the  poor 
for  the  sake  of  the  f chips/  " 

“ Bravo  ! " exclaimed  the  Axe. 

“ You  see  I 've  not  livcd  in  the  world  all  this  time  without  getting 
a notch  or  two,"  said  the  Saw. 

“ Ñor  I either,"  replied  the  Axe  ; “ although,  in  obtaining  the  said 
notehes  I have  not  only  lost  my  courage,  but  a portion  of  my  metal 
too  ! ” 

“ Well,  I never  saw  ! " exclaimed  his  friend  ; “ how  you  talk  ! I 
am  sure  your  teeth  do  not  give  you  any  trouble,  at  any  rute/' 

c<  I ax  your  pardon,  oíd  boy,"  remonstrated  the  Axe  ; “ for,  although 
I do  not  complain  of  my  teeth  exactly,  my  chops  give  me  a pretty 
Considerable  (leal  of  trouble,  I can  tell  you." 

The  Saw  grinned  an  approval  of  the  Axe’s  wit. 

“ Peace  ! " exclaimed  the  Axe.  “ Here  comes  Mr.  Carpenter  ; so 
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‘ don't  show  your  teeth,  till  you  can  bite/ — I believc  that  is  the 
maxim  of  a relation  of  yours?  " 

“Not  a relation/*  said  the  other ; “though  they  are  the  words  of 
a ivi  se  oíd  saw  ! ” 


No.  III. 

EVERY  MAN  HIS  OWN  COOK. 

On  ! Molly,  tliere  are  very  few 
Such  plump  uncí  rosy  girls  as  you  ; 

If  you  refuse 
Me,  or  abuse, 

Why,  I shall  feel 
Just  like  an  eel 
Cut  up  and  in  a stew  / 

All  must  confcss 
Tliere  ’s  none  can  clress 
So  wcll  as  Molly  (bless  ber !) 

Such  grace  is  in  you, 

None  can  insinu- 
-atn  you  are  a kitchcn  DRESSEE  ! 

Your  rosy  chcoks 
With  ruady  streaks 
Excel  in  beauty  far  the  chops 
Of  mutton-fat  in  butehers’  shops  ! 
Though  tightly  laccd, 

Your  very  xvaist 
Is  not  cxtravagcmcc  in  you. 

Your  pies  and  patties  too  ! 

Yes,  cruel ! 

Your  paste  is  worth  a XQvXjcwcl! 

Your  language  sinart 
Is  sometimos  too — a littlc  tart9 
And  you  a tortor. 

Relent,  dcar  Molly,  or  you  ’ll  make 
Your  love  a martyr, 

And  bring  him  to  tbo  stalce  ! 

Then  love  mo,  dearost  Dolí,  and  1 
Will  makc  you  mine,  and  mother  of  our  fry  ! 


No.  IV. 

THE  RAT’S  LAMENTATION. 

O cruel  trap ! O sad  misliap ! 

0 ! whut  a tale  of  woc  ! 

’Twas  love  of  ebeese  delnded  ber, 

And  all  my  hopos  laid  low. 

But,  thougli  a bait  has  caught  ray  spouse, 
My  love  can  nauglit  abate  ; 

Against  the  cruel  bars  I rail, 

And  rail  at  cruel  late. 

So  kind  sbe  was,  I never  felt 
The  matrimonial  noose; 

And  then,  ber  virtue — lack-a-day  ! 

1 wÍ8h  tbat  sbe  were  loosc. 

Two  tender  daughtors  in  the  nest 
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Dcuiaud  amother’s  caro ; 

0 ! may  her  presen  t cuse  ne’er  full 
To  either  tíarling’s  shore  ! 

Fast  flies  the  night,  like  one  in  flight 
Before  a conqu’ring  foe  ; 

And  moming  breaks,  and  breaks  my  beart — 
The  lfcht  brings  heavy  woc. 

The  cruel  cook,  who  set  the  trap, 

Will  soon  be  up  and  down  ; 

And  when  sbe  sees  my  love,  will  seize 
Hcr  victim  witb  a frown. 

And  pluugc  lier  in  a pail,  perliaps  ; 

Or,  olí ! mucli  worse  tlian  tliat, 

Will  sentence  her — like  mutineer — 

To  tbe  infernal — cat! 

Fareivell ! dear  partner  of  my  toils, 

Whom  cruel  toils  now  bind  ; 

1 never  thought  my  wife  would  be 
So  soon  again  confined  ! 


No.  V. 


DICK. 

O Thomas,  dear  Tilomas,  I tbink 
Somehow  you  are  given  to  drink. 

tom. 

0 no  ! — you  ’re  mistaken,  d*  ye  see, 

For  tbe  drink  it  wus  given  to  me  : 

A 11  I know  is,  1 went  to  tbe  Docks, 

And  now — I am  fast  in  tbe  stocks  ; 

But,  no  more  will  T drink,  unless  mix’d, 

1 ’m  resolved — nay,  you  seo  1 am  fix'd. 

nicK. 

Your  poor  wife  was  frightened  to  deatli, 
And  vented  her  siglis  witb  ber  breatb. 

TOM. 

Poor  soul ! — shc  must  still  wait  a bit 
Before  I get  out  of  tbis  fit , 

And  a precious  strong  fit  it  is  too  ; 

And  yet  I lmve  safely  “got  Ihrougb.” 
But  I ’m  sorry  to  sce  you  stand  there, 

So  bot  and  so  sultry’s  tbe  air, 

I assure  you,  and  need  not  repcat 
IIow  gladly  1 M give  you  my  scat ! 


EQUALITY. 
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JJICK. 

Don’t  mention  it,  Tom  ; I can  stand. 

TOM. 

I wisli  I eould  too  ; but  unmann’d. 

And  laid  by  tlie  lieels  liere  I be — 

Olí  ! you’ve  ajast  friend,  Dick,  in  me. 

So  run  to  thc  constable  quick, 

(1  wish  the  whole  race  at  Oíd  Nick  !) 

And  tcll  him  to  undo  thc  locks. 

And  set  your  friend  free  from  the  stocks  ! 

No.  VI. 


EQUALITY ! 
tiie  pot-uoy's  oration. 

“ Tulk  o*  rank  ! rank  nonsense  ! I 'm  for  equality  ; everybody 
alike,  to  be  sure ; for  where  there  's  no  diffcrence,  in  course,  every- 
body must  agree. 

“ I 'ra  íor  the  levelling  system ; which  would  certainly  make  all 
the  world  as  smooth  as  a billiard-table.” 

“ What  are  thc  Jieads  of  the  pcople?  Heads  of  pins  and  flummery. 
A head  to  a pot  o*  porter  is  werry  vell ; eos  vhy,  ve  can  blow  it  oíT 
ven  ve  vant  to  drink. 

“ All  screws  have  heads , but  hrads  has  none ; and  hrads  is  the 
things  ve  vant. 

“ I ’m  a radical.  They  say  as  how  ve  ’ve  bin  a-gettin’  a-head  late- 
ly,  and  that  vun  of  our  heads  has  a tail.  Vell,  then,  it  's  a game  of 
heads  and  tails,  I s'pose ; and  it  all  depends  upon  the  best  two  and 
three. 

“ A sort  o'  toss  up  vether  ve  succeeds  or  no.  I for  one  vill  not 
cry  ( heads/  but  ( ’ooman  / and,  under  the  present  government,  the 
’ooman  vill  vin,  depend  on  't! 

fíNow,  I MI  jist  go  for  to  explain  my  plan;  it  is  tliis  'ere.  Fust 
and  foremost,  I \1  lop  all  the  niembers.  Does  anybody  vant  mem- 
bers  ? Secondly,  I ’d  do  away  with  the  heads ; for,  does  anybody 
vant  a head  ? And  then,  lastly,  I '11  let  nobody  govern  anybody. 

“ Now,  I ask,  is  not  that  liberty  and  independence  ? Vhy,  it 's 
plain  as  the  nose  on  your  face. 

“ There  are  two  p'ints  more  I visli  to  discuss,  vliich  is  this  'ere : 
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vhat  's  the  use  o*  hedication  I never  could  understand.  I on'y  know 
as  I vent  to  school,  and  that  the  master  whack'd  me  over  the  hand 
vith  his  f ruler  ;*  and  what  did  I learn? — vhy,  to  hate  all  rulers  ever 
since,  and  that's  the  holus  bolus  o"  the  business. 

“ As  for  writin',  I never  could  c come  it ' at  all ; and  so,  instead  o* 
writin'  copies,  I sot  up  c rightin' ' o'  wrongs ; and  isn't  it  more 
nobler  ? 

“ The  next  p’int  is,  vot  *s  the  use  o'  taxes?  Vhy  jist  tliis  'ere, — a 
big  un  or  so  gets  a place  (that's  the  Jísh  they  like),  and  ve  starves 
on  red  herrings.  Ain't  tliis  ridic'lous? 

The  liigh  bred  get  the  loaves,  and  raise  the  price  o'  bread 
(which  is  the  reason  they 're  called  high  bred);  and  ve,  poor  devils  ! 
can  scarcely  get  brown  bread,  thof  ve  're  better  bred  ñor  tliem  adul- 
terated  fellows,  vot  llave  a prccious  siglit  o'  * cliaflf'  in  their  compo- 
sitions  ! 

“The  next  reform  I vould  purpose  is  tliis  'ere,  that  all  the  public 
houses  should  be  frcc  ; that  is,  that  every  Englishman  should  cali 
for  vot  he  liked,  and  no  reckoning ; so  that  there  xnigkt  be  Irvcnty 
public  houses  in  vun  Street,  and  yet  not  a scorc  ! 

cc  My  eyes  ! but  the  publicans  vould  be  a-tapping  all  day  long 
like  so  many  woodpeckers. 

ce  Ain’t  tliis  fine,  ey  ? And  it  vill  come  to  pass,  too.  But,  un- 
fort'nately,  there  are  so  many  blockheads,  that  there  is  no  doubt  any 
rational  proposition  vill  meet  vith  considerable  opposition. 

“ But  time  vill  conejuer  all  obclisks*  and  truth  vill  make  its  vay 
slowly  but  surely,  like  a briglit  sun  through  the  fog  — see  if  it 
doesn't,  that  's  all ! " 

No.  VIL 

TO  NANO  Y. 

My  hcart  is  gonc,  and  I ’ve  no  hcart  to  tcll, 

And  shall  but  ill  expresa  what  I can  fecl  so  wcll, 

But  that  I lovc  thee,  Nancy,  is  as  truc 
As  I have  lost  one  hcart — and  won  thee  too. 

I fain  would  sing — what  I can  never  feign, 

(To  be  a gay  decciver  I ’ra  too  plain ,) 

But  fear  1 somc  false  note,  whate’er  my  ñre, 

Would  make  me  seem,  in  truth,  the  Muse’s  liar  i 
Besides,  heside  mysclf  I íirst  musí  he, 

Ere  I can  praise  in  artful  pocsy 

One  whom  plain  reason  guides  in  her  converse, 

Who  would  not  give  a smile  for  rhyme — per-verse. 

Then  in  tliree  simple  words  1 ’ll  simply  say 
“ 1 love  thce,,, — ay,  and  will  till  settling  day  ; 

F or  time  shall  work  no  cliangc  in  me, — unless 
Time  dwindles  thee, — why  then  I '11  love  thee  lcss. 

In  point  of  beauty  though  we  disagree, 

I trust  tliis  will  our  only  difference  be, 

And  tliis  may  be  averted  while  I live, 

If  thou  wilt  picase  thy  countenance  to  give 
To  him,  who,  wanting  thy  fair  favour,  will 
Be  in  such  need,  that  necds  must  quickly  kill. 

But  stay,  my  pen  I — nerchancc  thou  may’st  esteem 
As  sweet  prófession  tnis  my  candid  theme. 

■ Tempus  edax  rerum  ! 


THE  LOVERS. 
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A final  word  or  two  I ’ll  just  indite, 

Whicli  right  woll  fit  wliat  I ’m  well  jileascd  to  writc. 

Whcn  Cavil  waited  on  tlie  Widow  Bland 
With  lettcr  and  with  seUlemcnt  in  lmnd, 

Shc  read  Sir  Solo’s  nonscnse,  and  shc  sigh’d  ; 

Tlien  sweetly  said,  just  laying  it  osidc, 

(The  world’s  experience  such  precautiou  brecds,) 

“ The  wards  are  fair — now  let  me  see  the  decds .** 

No.  VIII. 


THE  LOVERS. 


“ I 've  been  waiting  here  tliis  liour,  sir/’  said  a little  cross  Toad, 
looking  as  sour  as  a crab  on  the  “apple  of  her  eye." 

€t  My  dear  creature,  I beg  you  a thousand  pardons,"  replied  her 
devoted  lover  ; “ but  unless  I liad  borrowed  $/¿a7/i-pinions  (cliam- 
pignons),  I could  not  have  flown  to  the  foot  of  your  toad-stool 
sooner.  The  fact  is — " 

“ The  fact  is,  sir,"  interruptcd  his  tender  inamorata,  <c  you  ’vc 
been  philandering." 

“ U])on  my  veracity  you  do  my  aflfection  un  injury,”  said  the 
lover,  laying  his  hand  upon  his  heart,  or  rather  the  place  formerly 
occupied  by  that  m úsele ; for  he  liad  already  bestowed  it  on  the 
amiuble  objcct  of  his  attachment.  “ Oh  ! Toadalinda,  you  little  know 
what  I feel  1 " and  he  fumbled  in  his  coat-pocket  for  his  snuff-box ; 
for  he  was  one  of  those  valtiable  friends  who  are  always  ready  at  a 
pinch.  “ The  rains  fcll  like  a deluge,  and,  fearful  lest  the  tender 
fíame  of  puré  love  should  be  extinguished  by  the  inundation,  I tar- 
ried  on  my  way  to  purchase  a Macintosh." 

“ Ah  ! you  have  always  some  excuse  for  your  eonduct,"  cried  his 
lady.  “ The  other  night  you  were  detained  at  the  club." 

“ And  did  you  not  then  blame  me  for  having  soaked  my  clay  too 
much?  It  was  that  very  rebuke,  Toadalinda,  that  induced  me  on 
this  rainy  night  to  make  tliis  purchase,  that  I might  not  again  be  in 
the  same  condition." 

“ You  're  a rogue  ! " 

“ And  you  're  a beauty ! " said  the  lover,  as  he  imprinted  a kiss 
upon  her  lips. 

“ Done,  do  ! " cried  Toadalinda  ; “ I ’ll  tell  my  ma’,  — see  if  I 
don’t." 
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“ And  I ’m  quite  sure  your  ma*  will  not  mar  our  hopes,”  replied 
the  lover ; for,  though  she  is  an  affeetionate  wife,  I feel  confidente 
I ’m  above  par  in  her  estimation.” 

“ Dear  me  ! see  how  you  ’ve  creased  my  sleeves.  What  will  my 
parent  say  ? 99 

“ Say  ? " rejoined  the  lover.  “ Why,  when  she  sees  your  dress, 
she  *11  say  she  sees  my  love  in-cr  cases,  to  be  sure  ! " 

“ And  cali  you  a puppy — ” 

No;  for  puppies  are  not  fond  of  muslin,  and  I am;  — when  it 
adorna  the  fair  proportions  of  Toadalinda  ! 99 

“ Oh  ! you  fiattercr — ” 

“ No  ! I speak  the  truth,  though  I see  you  through  love’s  spec- 
tacles/* 

“ Does  love  wear  spectacles  ? ” 

“ Yes,  and  makes  them  too.  Look  at  the  rejected  or  the  jealous 
lover,  are  they  not  a pair  of  spectacles  ? 13 ut  let  us  not  Waste  the 

precious  moments,  Toadalinda.  I ’ve  come  to  invite  you  to  a hop.” 

“ A hop  ! Oh  ! delightful  I 

“ Yes,  in  Bogland  Marsh.  I ’ve  succeeded  in  obtaining  two 
tickets  from  the  Lady  Patronees.  I assure  you  it  will  be  quite  a 
crack  afluir.  Jack-o’-lantern  illuminates  on  the  occasion.” 

“ Gemini ! how  kind  of  you — 99 

“Yes;  and  I think  we  shall  shine  too,  as  the  brass  candlestick 
said  to  the  new  saucepan  ; for  few  can  shake  a toe  better  than  your 
devoted  ; and  you,  my  beloved,  are  perfect  in  the  figure  in  more 
senses  than  one.  But  come  along ! 99 

The  appeased  and  delighted  Toadalinda  put  her  arm  within  her 
lover’s,  while  he  held  an  expanded  toad-stool  over  her  head  to  sliel- 
ter  her  from  the  drizzling  rain,  and  away  they  trotted  to  the  scene 
of  festivity,  without  waiting  to  partake  of  any  refreshment ; for,  as 
the  lover  jocosely  expressed  himself,  “they  were  sure  of  a little  wct 
upon  tlic  road  ! ” 


A FRIENDLY  BET. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OP  “ HOUR8  TN  HINDORTAN.” 

I was  diniiig  at  Mr.  — - — % one  of  the  best  dinner-giving  civilians 
in  Calcutta.  We  liad  drank  a large  portion  of  loll  shrob,  and  were 
freely  indulging  in  our  hookahs,  which  bubbled  under  the  table,  and 
behind  our  cliairs.  We  liad  talked  over  all  tlie  local  news,  and  liad 
canvassed  the  affairs  of  Europe ; in  a word,  we  had  gone  through  all 
the  routine  of  an  Indian  dinner,  which  I can  no  better  describe  than 
by  stating  it  to  be  a regular  struggle  to  forget  the  misery  of  the  cli- 
mate,  an  attempt  to  overeóme  fatigue  and  i 11  health  by  luxurious  feast- 
ing.  The  ice,  which  I must  confess  is  one  of  the  best  things  in  Ben- 
gal,  had  cooled  our  parched  lips ; Colonel  T — — had  made  several 
matches  for  the  next  races ; and  all  seemed  well  pleased,  save  and 
except  our  entertainer,  who  was  looking  sad  and  gloomy.  The  cause 
of  his  present  sullen  mood  was  simply  this. 

A pseudo  wit,  a young  ensign,  just  arrived  froin  Europe,  was  in- 

vited  to *8  table.  Unused  to  the  poniposity  of  rich  civilians,  and 

faneying  he  could  jest  before  a “ sénior  merchant,**  he  had  actually 
thought  fit  to  commence  a series  of  puns,  witli  that  easy  íauiiliarity  in 
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which  witlings  are  sometí  mes  pleased  to  indulge  in  Great  Britain. 
Tlie  host  funcied  his  dignity  slighted  by  tlie  overwlielming  volubility 
of  the  young  soldier;  he  tlierefore  vcntured  to  interfere,  when  lo!  his 
military  torinentor  turned  upon  him,  and  uttered  half  a dozen  witti- 
cisms  at  the  expense  of  the  oíd  civilian.  Astounded  at  the  impudence 

of  the  almost  boy  who  tluis  dared  to  beard  him,  Mr. paused  for 

an  instaut.  Tlie  ensign  took  advantage  of  the  silence,  and  demanded 

“ Why  Mr. *s  " (his  host's)  ÍCcoat  was  like  a pine-apple  in  Hin- 

dostaunee  ? " None  dared  to  answer,  though  all  6aw  the  point.  €€  Do 
you  give  it  up?  Well,  then,  I '11  tell  you.  Because  it  's  on  an  ass!  " 
(aunanass.)  Then  jumping  up,  he  declared  that  he  liad  an  engage- 
inent  to  fulfil,  and  went  off  laugliing  at  the  ill-concealed  wrath  of  his 
entertaincr,  whose  interference  ne  chose  tlius  publicly  to  reprove. 

Good  humour  was  again,  however,  ascending  her  throne ; evcn  Mr. 
— liad  begun  to  regain  his  wonted  couiposure  ; when  suddenly 
Mr. fell  from  his  chair  in  a fit.  Every  one  rose. 

“ What  's  the  matter  ? " cried  L . Our  host  has  been  seized 

with  apoplexy,"  cried  üanvers. 

11  Not  a bit.  It  's  mere  epilepsy,"  chimed  in  l\Iartin. — “ It  's  apo- 
plexy, I tell  you/'  tartly  replied  the  first  speaker. 

“ It  's  epilepsy,  for  a hundred  gold  moliurs.** — “ Done,"  shouted 
Danvers  ; “ done  for  a hundred." 

“ By  Heavens,  he  's  dying ! " exclainied  Atkins ; “ he  's  turning 
black  in  the  face.  He  's  dying ; give  him  air."  — cc  Not  he/*  said 
T , the  resident at . 

“ He  is ; he  is  even  now  in  his  death-struggle." 

“ Pooh,  pooh,  he  *11  get  over  it.  I *11  bet  a lack  of  Hipees  he  re- 
covers." — Done  ! done  ! **  vociferated  Atkins. 

“ Wliat’s  the  matter?"  demanded  the  young  ensign,  who  had  sud- 
denly re-entered. — “ Here*s  our  host  in  a fit,  a dangerous  fit,"  replied 
Captain  Somers. 

Un  tic  his  neckcl 
his  neckclotli ; he  is 

“ I bar  that/*  shouted  Atkins ; “ I ’ve  bet  a lack  he  dies.  1 insist 
that  no  one  shall  touch  him.*’ — “ What ! would  you  see  a man  die,  and 
not  try  to  avert  it  ? ** 

“ You  *re  really  very  wrong/'  cried  T , who  had  bet  on  our  en- 

tertainer’s  recovery. — “ Will  you  pay  half-forfeit,  and  let  the  cravatbe 
undone." 

“ Not  I/*  said  the  civilian. — ec  Then  no  man  present  shall  touch 
him  ! ’*  reiterated  Atkins,  putting  liiinself  in  an  attitude  as  if  to  keep 
assistance  off. 

“ Well,  then,  let  *s  see  what  a boy  (as  you  were  pleased  to  cali  me 
just  now)  can  do." 

In  another  moment,  Atkins  was  sprawling  on  the  earth,  and  the 
fuinting  man*s  neckclotli  suddenly  undone.  In  five  minutes  more  he 
was  perfectly  recovered.** 

Atkins  sent  the  ensign  a challenge,  which  his  regiment  took  up, 
and  sent  the  said  Atkins  to  Coventry.  He  not  only  lost  his  lack  of 
rupees,  but  also  his  best  friend ; for  our  host,  who  had  hitherto  been 
his  benefactor  and  patrón,  never  forgave  him,  but  transferred  his 
friendship  to  the  young  Ensign,  who  is  now  a Lieutenant-Colonel, 
thanks  to  his  timely  interference  in  preventing  the  probable  catas- 
troplie  of  tliis  “ Jricndly  bet.” 


nth,"  sug^ested  a medical  man  present,  — u untie 
cliokimr.* 


ALMACK’S,  A SKETCH,* 

BY  AN  AMERICAN. 

A few  evenings  since,  after  being  present  at  a musical  soirée  at 

Lord 's,  as  I wus  passing  through  King  Street,  St.  James's,  1 

heard  two  gentlemen  conversing  about  the  last  ball  at  Almack’s.  T 
liad  often  heard  of  Almack's,  but  I knew  very  little  about  it.  Since 
then  I have,  from  various  sources,  gathered  the  following  informa- 
tion  concerning  this  “ Temple  of  Fashion.'' 

It  is  a place  where  the  very  soul  of  enlightened  society  centres ; 
where  the  most  splendid  and  noble  of  the  noblest  aristocracy  of  the 
noblest  and  most  enlightened  nation  of  the  earth  assemble ; where 
the  spiritual  and  ineffable  quintessence  of  the  sublímate  offashion, 
refined  from  the  clarified  essence  of  wealth  and  rank,  is  collected  in 
one  hot  and  luminous  focus.  It  is,  in  fact,  to  London  what  London 
is  to  England,  what  England  is  to  the  civilized  World ; a place,  in 
short,  to  which  the  most  ancient  and  honourable  nobility  look  with 
reverence ; nobility  whose  ancestry  can  be  traced  baek  in  one  bright 
chain  of  fox-hunters  to  the  Norman  Conquest,  or  the  times  of  the 
Saxon  Heptarchy  ; for  this  is  an  establishment  to  which  age  and  oíd 
time  must  do  lionour;  the  very  temple,  and,  as  it  were,  the  most 
holy  place  of  fashion. 

How  many  robes  of  passing  splendour  have  swept  over  the 
threshold  of  this  sacred  tabernacle,  none  can  tell.  For  nearly  a cen- 
tury  now  its  halls  have  been  illustrated  year  after  year  with  all  that 
England  could  crowd  together  of  brilliancy  and  opulen  ce.  Nothing 
low  or  vulgar  has  ever  approached  the  haílowed  verge  of  its  conse- 
crated  precincts : Procu/  ! O procitl  / este  profani  I 

There  are  mysteries  here  not  to  be  gazed  on  by  common  eyes  : a 
few  starred  sibyls  (looking  marvellously  like  English  females,  with 
the  yellow  hair  of  Saxony  ye.t  on  their  brows)  have  established  cer- 
tain  uneurthly  rites  and  ceremonies  in  King  Street,  St.  James,  to  the 
full  understanding  of  which  none  but  the  titled  elect  are  admit- 
ted ; who  are  required  to  live  sublimely  apart  from  the  rest  of  the 
world,  from  which  tliey  are  separated  by  a barrier  as  broad  and  im- 
passable  as  the  Sahara  Hesert.  The  happy  few,  the  priestesses  of 
the  temple,  exercise  an  absolute  authority  over  all  its  atfairs,  and  are 
unbending  in  the  execution  of  their  elecrecs.  The  proudest  and 
most  antique  titles  cannot  avail  against  them  ; for  tliey,  too,  have 
reccived  their  authority  from  prescription.  Their  favour  is  worth 
more  than  all  other  lionours,  for  it  comprehends  these,  and  unspeak- 
ably  more.  To  be  admitted  to  Almack's  is  to  be  above  all  solieitude 
for  character,  titles,  or  wealth  ; for  admission  here  presupposes  all 
these,  and,  moreover.  is  of  itself  so  vast  an  elevation  in  public  con- 
sideration,  that  all  others  may  at  once  be  lost  sight  of  and  forgotten. 

The  Ladies  Patronesses  are  themselves  beyond  the  reach  of  envy, 
and  hold  their  authority  by  a tenure  which  can  neither  be  disputed 
ñor  dissolved.  They  are  the  divinities  to  be  propitiated  by  all  who 
would  meet  with  success  or  consideration  in  the  fa’shionable  world. 
Their  power  is  suspended  over  the  heads  of  all,  and  they  can  in  one 
moment  strikc  from  the  galaxy  of  fashion  the  brightest  and  loftiest 

* VVe  aro  indebted  for  this  sketch  to  a very  interesting  and  startling  work,  which 
will  uppcar  iii  a few  days,  uuder  the  title  of tc  The  tilory  and  the  tthanie  of  England.” 
— Ed. 
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luminary  there  ; and  even  this  all  but  the  fallen  will  approve ; for  it 
serves  only  to  refine  the  circle  whence  they  have  been  taken. 

When  once  precipitated  from  tliis  eminence,  nothing  which  they 
have  can  avail  them  in  their  disgrace ; the  trappings  and  stars  of 
ancicnt  nobility  have  lost  their  lustre,  and  reflect  but  a flickering 
ray,  compared  with  the  brilliant  liglit  and  éclat  issuing  from  the 
saloons  of*  Almack’s.  These  female  divinities,  who  hold  the  scissors, 
and  sometíales  the  thread  of  fate,  desígnate  those  who  are  to  succeed 
them  in  their  sacred  function ; and  as  one  of  their  number  is  fading 
away  from  existence,  they  look  for  some  happy  mortal  to  take  the 
sublime  seat  she  is  just  about  to  exehange  for  the  “ narrow  house.” 
In  short,  when  one  of  the  six  elderly  duchesses,  countesses,  or 
marchionesses,  happens  to  die,  the  remaining  five  fill  up  the  void; 
and  thus  the  priesthood,  or  rather  the  priestesshood,  lives  on  in  a 
sort  of  corporate  immortality  ; and  the  long  life  of  the  establishment 
is  made  up  of  the  odd  fragmenta  of  the  liveá  of  divers  ancient 
females,  who  have  been  elevated  to  preside  over  this  University  of 
the  West-End. 

It  cannot  be  said,  indeed,  that  these  appointments  are  always 
made  without  conten  ti  on,  rivalry,  and  heart-burnings.  This  would 
be  too  much  to  expect  even  of  the  divinities  of  Almack's  enchanted 
lialls ; since  the  honour  is  so  liigh,  that  none  but  the  tamest  and 
most  ignoble  spirits  would  be  wanting  in  ambition  to  aspire  to  it. 
Where  the  fate  of  the  present,  and  pcrhaps  a succeeding  generation, 
of  fair  ladies  and  dashing  beaux  is  made  subject  to,  and  dependent 
on,  the  favour  of  a synod  of  six  Ladies  Patronesses,  who  would  not 
wish  to  be  a sharer  in  such  fulness  of  power>  and  thus  be  placed  be- 
yond  all  the  evils  of  life  ? 

When  a seat  bccomes  vacant  by  death,  a struggle  worthy  of  so 
great  a prize  commences ; and  among  the  remaining  five  bitterness 
and  reviling  do  sometíales  make  their  unholy  way.  One  cannot  give 
up  the  suit  of  a (t  ver  y dear  friend,”  whose  face  she  has  long  hoped 
to  see  in  eftulgence  and  honour  at  the  Eoard  of  Red  Cloth.”  An- 
otlier  has  formed  fond  anticipations  of  seeing  the  companion  of  her 
early  life  raised  to  the  sacrcd  office  wliieh  she  herself  now  filis,  and 
doing  honour  to  the  associates  with  whom  she  would  then  mingle. 

In  short,  each  one  has  her  antipathies  and  preferences,  and  is 
anxious  to  secure  for  her  prolcgée  the  vacant  seat : wlienec  origínate 
suspicions  and  jealousies,  rivalships  and  backbitings  ; whence  come 
artífice  and  intrigue,  and  the  marshalling  of  every  motive  of  fear, 
interest,  love,  resentment,  and  ambition  that  can  possibly  weigh 
upon  the  suflrages  of  those  who  are  to  decide.  It  would  be  unían- 
te regard  their  deportment  on  these  momentous  occasions  as  indi- 
cating  their  general  character.  What  though  words  of  dark  and 
dubious  meaning  do  sometimes  escape  from  their  lips?  and  what 
though  coarse  epithets  should,  in  moments  of  trial,  be  liberally  ap- 
plied  to  the  characters  of  these  staid  and  haughty  regents  ? yet  such 
are  but  occasional  outpourings,  and  doubtless  only  introduced  to  fill 
up  the  vacancies  and  interstices  of  sublimer  contemplations. 

Of  course,  they  who  would  insinúate  that  such  contentions  and 
rivalships  do  always  secretly  exist,  but  are  never  visible  except  on 
these  great  occasions,  do  so  of  their  own  unadvised  foolhardiness  and 
malice  aforethought.  These  guardians  of  the  sacredness  of  fashion's 
circle  have  enough  to  do  in  keeping  perpetual  vigils  that  none  in- 
vade their  halls  who  have  not  passed  the  purifying  ordeal.  To  them 
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is  committed  the  keepingof  thc  golden  fleece  ; and  they  are  to  guard 
it  with  a wakefulnes8  wnich  no  power  of  herbs  can  ever  ltdl.  Those 
gifted  with  such  small  accomplishments  as  nature  can  bestow,  apply 
in  vain  for  adtnission  here,  unless  they  llave  sume  more  powerful 
talismán  to  enforce  their  claims  : there  must  be  titled  rank,  and  rank 
untarnished  by  poverty. 

This  is  all  delicious  ! It  is  indeed.  And  whatis  done  witliin  the 
precincts  of  so  much  exclusiveness  ? Why,  here  the  great,  or  rather 
the  favoured  ones,  become  accustomed  to  each  other’s  society  ; and 
there  being  no  other  enterprise  on  earth  worthy  the  attention  of  the 
English  aristoeracy,  they,  like  wise  men,  have  created  this  object  of 
ambition  to  prevent  their  noble  faeulties  írom  rusting  out  in  the 
coarse  and  trivial  pursuits  of  ordinary  life.  They  must  have  some- 
thing  to  do ; for  even  noblemen  and  kings  have  not  yet  succeeded  in 
taking  out  a patent  for  a happy  do-nothing  profession  ; so  they  busy 
themselves  first  in  gaining  admittance  at  Almack’s,  and  then  in  lux- 
uriating  upon  their  liard-won  honours. 

After  days,  and  nights,  and  weeks,  and  months  of  management 
and  anxiety,  with  trembling  hands  and  fainting  hearts,  they  send  up 
to  the  awful  scrijtiny  of  the  Judgessai  their  respectful  supplication. 
I think  you  cannot  but  envy  the  delectable  state  of  their  íeelings  — 
the  flutterings  of  hope  and  fear  they  now  experience. 

The  oracle  is  not  long  silent ; the  respondes,  inscribed  on  triangu- 
lar l>i lleta,  are  scattered,  like  Sibyls'  leaves,  among  those  whose  fate 
they  are  to  decide ; and  then  there  are  smiles,  and  self-gratulation, 
and  rejoicing,  and  exultation  with  some ; and  frowns,  and  tears,  and 
disappointment,  and  rage  with  others. 

Can  you  conceive  how  it  is  possible  to  live  after  being  rejected? 
It  is  very  eertain  that  ordinary  eating,  and  drinking,  and  sleeping, 
and  breathing,  are  not  the  chief  essentials  to  life ; for  the  smiles 
of  the  rich  and  the  Almack-favoured  are  worth  inore  tlian  all 
these  for  the  purposes  of  living,  at  least  good  bving,  to  the  appli- 
cants  at  this  ineffable  Court.  To  the  young  and  ambitious  among 
the  gay  and  opulent  of  London,  rejection  comes  like  a senteuce  of 
banishment  from  the  very  light  of  life.  All  other  places  of  fashion- 
able  resort  are  regarded  only  as  faint  and  wretched  imitations  of  this 
sublime  original.  More  than  one  instance  has  becn  known  of  such 
rejection  producing  death  by  the  rupture  of  a blood-vessel  in  some 
exqu isite  young  lady*s  bosom  (perfectly  horrible,  you  will  say  !)  ; or 
a fate  little  less  painful  has  awaited  the  angelice disappointed,  of 
fading  away  by  the  slow  poison  of  chagrín  and  gloom.  Young  gen- 
tlemen,  when  overtaken  by  this  dreadful  calamity,  it  is  said,  general- 
ly  blow  outwhat  braius  they  have  with  a pistol,  or,  in  failure  of  this, 
devote  them  to  the  less  romantic  end  of  writing  poetry. 

In  a spacious  saloon,  with  all  the  unostentatious  elegance  which 
wealth,  rank,  and  taste  can  bestow,  is  assembled  beneath  brilliant 
lamps,  and  reclining  on  voluptuous  solas,  the  cream  of  all  the  beau- 
ty  and  gallantry  of  England.  Precious  stones  are  ílashing  in  the 
light;  and  bright  eyes  sparkling,  and  Hushed  cheeks  glowing  on 
every  side.  II ere  a whisper  of  musical  voices  is  heard  in  the  soft 
murmur  of  confidence;  and  there  words  of  gallantry,  and  flattery, 
and  gentleness  insensibly  melt  into  sighs. 

Forms  of  chiseled  gracefulness  are  gliding  about ; and  when  the 
sound  of  music  begins  to  creep  over  the  scene,  swelling,  and  dying 
away  like  the  breath  of  evening,  light  footsteps  are  heard  just  audi- 
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bly  to  rustlé,  and  fairy  fíngcrs,  floating  on  the  waves  of  thc  mazy 
dance,  beat  softly  to  the  pulse  of  melody. 

The  young  and  blushing  countess  is  fluttering  by  the  side  of  the 
dashing  captain ; and  ever  and  anón,  as  her  whitc  hand  touches  bis, 
a thrill  of  delight  passes  over  her  form.  There,  a boy,  who  would 
be  esteemed  awkward  if  he  had  not  lately  come  to  a dukedom,  is 
blundering  and  swelling  before  a proud  beauty,  whose  heart  rcbels 
against  maternal  injunctions,  and  spurns  with  contempt  the  clumsy 
attentions  of  her  vain  admirer  ; and  by  their  side  a graeeful  Prémier 
is  moving  gallantly  to  the  voluptuous  waltz  of  a high-born,  youthful 
duchess.  Yonder  is  a prudent  mother,  whose  schemes  in  providing 
her  daughter  with  an  advantageous  settlemcnt  llave  all  been  frus- 
trated,  and  in  whose  guarded  countenance  jealousy  and  chagrín  are 
but  half  concealed.  Here  glances  by  the  form  of  a young  march- 
ioness — and  such  a form ! — swelling  with  exultation  and  triumph  as 
she  bears  away  from  her  tearful  rival  a young  and  gallan t fortune. 

In  this  place  is  never  heard  the  sound  of  loud  mirth  and  liilarity  ; 
all  is  gentle  and  regulated  ; every  emotion  is  subdued  ; and  whatever 
it  be,  it  is  expressed  on  the  countenance  only  by  a smile.  Here  every 
one  is  bent  upon  conquest;  and  every  avenue  in  the  heart  is  guard- 
ed with  unrelenting  severity.  But  still  there  are  scenes  here  occa- 
sionally  which  in  otlier  assemblies  would  excite  something  more  than 
a smile.  Around  the  dancing  arena  a rope  is  drawn  for  the  purpose 
of  preventing  encroachments  upon  those  within,  not  very  unlike 
what  you  may  llave  seen  in  your  plebeian  days  at  a menagerie;  and 
the  '‘perfumed  courtiers"  lead  their  exquisite  partners  into  the  ring, 
as  in  the  afore-mentioned  days  you  may  llave  observed  the  Shetland 
pony  led  in  by  Dandy  Jack.  It  sometimes  happens  in  thc  flusli  and 
excitement  of  the  gallopade. , (for  the  gallopade  and  waltz  are  now  the 
only  things  danced  at  Almack's  ; though  Lord  Byron,  whose  moral 
tastos  llave  never  been  condemned  for  their  purity,  thought  the  waltz 
should  be  banished  from  virtuous  society,)  that  cases  are  not  infre- 
quent,  in  the  full  tide  of  the  dance,  of  the  more  spirited  beaux 
dashing  themselves  carelessly  against  the  rope,  and  by  the  rebound 
being  thrown  prostrate  upon  the  floor. 

This,  of  itself,  would  be  but  a slight  misfortune ; but  it  is  often 
followed  by  others  of  a more  serious  nature.  Those  nearest  the  fallen 
dancer  are  not  always  able  to  stop  themselves  at  once  upon  the  po- 
lislied  floor,  and  frequently  numbers  of  young  ladies  are  citlier  drag- 
ged  down  by  their  companions  (for  it  is  proverbial  that  a sinking 
man  will  hold  fast  to  a trifle ),  or  stumble  over  those  already  fallen. 

Here,  tlien,  is  a delightful  scene  for  the  staid  gravity  of  the  assem- 
hly:  dnchesses,  mnrehionesses,  captains,  dukes,  and  premiers,  all 
huddled  together  in  one  grand  promiscuous  pile  of — rank  and  beau- 
ty. Slight  screams  are  heard ; and  blushes,  and  smiles,  and  tears 
are  seen  confusedly  mingling  in  the  faces  of  the  scrambling  unfor- 
tunates.  Some  hitherto  slighted  rival  exults  in  the  sudden  shameof 
her  tormentor ; while  the  fallen  ones  retire  from  the  ring  in  the 
deepest  mortification  and  chagrín.  The  music,  arrested  for  a mo- 
ment  by  the  confusión,  now  breaks  forth  again  in  voluptuous  soft- 
ness,  and  the  rustle  of  flying  feet  begins  again  to  steal  upon  the  ear. 

Such  scenes  as  this  are  at  times  witnessed  in  these  famous  sa- 
loons,  where  the  severity  of  elegance  has  banished  all  ostentation  of 
wealtli.  The  simplicity  of  its  entertainments  exeludes  all  idea  of 
luxury,  and  almost  of  comfort.  Ofcourse,  gaudiness  is  not  tolerated 
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here,  for  that  is  something  which  those  who  have  no  other  recom- 
mendation  tlian  mere  gold  (a  vulgar  thing)  can  put  on.  But  it  is 
not  the  society,  or  the  intercourse,  which  gives  valué  to  an  admisión 
to  this  circle  : the  very  fcict  of  admissinn  is  all  that  is  prized,  as  tliis 
is  a tacit  award  of  eminence  m tlie  world  of  fashion.  It  is  a sort  of 
test  to  try  the  purity  of  nobility,  whether  it  be  the  unalioyed  ancient 
metal,  or  only  a showy  compound  of  modern  times.  It  separates  the 
former  from  the  latter  by  a broad  and  plain  line  of  distinction.  The 
young  and  the  sanguine  are  here  brought  together,  and  matrimonial 
alliances  are  rarely  formed  out  of  the  exclusive  circle  in  which  they 
inove.  Thus  is  an  aristocracy  refined  and  perpetuated,  which  has 
but  little  sympathy  with  the  rest  of  the  world. 

Like  all  establishments  claiming  for  themselves  peculiar  superior- 
ity,  Almack's  has  been  many  times  violently  assailed.  It  exercises, 
in  fact,  an  authority  really  more  oppressive  and  unjust  than  any  the 
throne  ever  dares  assume.  It  shuts  out  hundreds  and  thousands 
from  the  standing  and  consideration  to  which  they  are  justly  entitled 
in  society  ; and  so  omnipotent  is  the  tyranny  of  aristocratic  opinión, 
that  its  seal  of  disapprobation,  once  fixed  upon  the  ñame  of  an  ambi- 
tious  aspirant,  disgraces  and  obscures  him  in  the  circles  of  fashion 
for  ever.  Of  course,  all  the  jealousy  and  rancour  of  disappointed 
ambition  are  arrayed  against  it ; for  sucli  as  can  never  share  in  its 
honours  are  deeply  stung  by  its  contempt. 

So  deeply  have  certain  persons  felt  this  galling  yoke,  that  a com- 
bination  has  even  been  contemplated,  for  the  purpose  of  breaking 
its  power  by  parliamentary  interference. 

But  do  not  suppose  that  this  indicates  any  advanccment  of 
the  coarse  principies  of  democracy  among  t/iesc  parliamentary  re- 
formers.  Oh  ! no  ; it  proceeds  from  quite  anotlier  motive  than  this : 
they  wish  to  rend,  because  they  cannot  rule  the  lialls  of  Almack's. 
Besides,  it  was  soon  discovered  that  the  Imperial  Parliament  was  it- 
self  one  of  the  chief  supporters  of  Almack's  ; and  felt  that  any  inno- 
varon upon  so  venerable  an  institution  was  an  invasión  of  the  time- 
honoured  prerogatives  of  the  English  aristocracy. 

The  power  of  legislation  is  sometimes  directed  to  sad  purposes  ; 
and  although  in  this  instapee  the  evil  is  doubtless  cnormous,  yet  we 
can  hardly  suppress  a smile  when  we  hear  legislators  talking  seri- 
ously  about  turning  the  supreme  power  of  a mighty  nation  into  a re- 
gulator  of  fashions  and  master  of  ccremonies.  Dcstroy  Almack's ! 
The  fair  ladies,  who  are  so  happy  as  to  resort  there,  have  woven  their 
charm  for  too  many  noble  lords  and  right  honourable  members  of 
the  Ilouse  of  Commons,  ever  to  be  disturbed  by  “ an  act  entitled  an 
act  to  abolish  the  right  of  certain  distinguished  families  to  associate, 
waltz,  gallopade,  and  tuinble  in  the  ring  with  whomsoever  they 
please.” 

Indced,  it  is  an  institution  which  addresses  itself  to  a strong  prin- 
cipie of  the  human  heart  — the  vanity  of  man  ; and  although  it  may 
make  thousands  wretched,  thousands  more  will  hope  on  for  its  favour 
and  the  flattery  it  brings.  It  can  never  be  abolished  until  English- 
men  shall  lose  their  reverence  for  rank,  and  scorn  the  idea  that  a few 
distinguished  ladies  should  hold  in  their  hands  all  the  means  of  hu- 
man enjoyment;  until  they  shall  lcarn  to  esteem  other  consequence 
than  such  as  ease,  titles,  and  idleness  bestow,  and  to  honour  only 
those  who  add  something  to  the  stock  of  human  intelligence,  and 
make  the  world  better  by  their  iufluence  ; on,  until  a quarrel,  which 
cannot  be  hushed,  shall  involve  the  whole  establishment  in  ruin. 
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